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PREFACE. 

Tbi appearanee of such a ▼olnme as tfaU is of itodf conclusive evidence of the progpress made in this 
couatry, within the last few yeafs. In the eaMTatlon and appreciation of the sdenoe of Mnsie* Till the 
dduaion was dispelled by the appeanmce and triumphant saocess of ** The Musical Treasniy," the mnsicill 
pablie had been aceastomed to rate theauelves as so iasigniflcant a ssctioa of the public at large, as to 
be indnoed to believe that while the greater dass, from its immensity, eould be supplied with Uteratore 
of a Ugh order at a prieo alsnost nominal, the lesser was was so limited in number, that nothing short of 
shiUingB isr the fuaatlty of paper and print vended to ethers for their pence, could possibly repay those 
who were magnanimous enough to minister to their cirenmseribed demands ; — and this notion continued 
to prevail for alength of years, although there is hardly in England at this time a respectable house wliich 
does not count a Piano-forte In its inventory of furniture. At length, however, appeared "The Musical 
IVeasory,*' with the declared ofajject of fumishing the Piano-fortist with Songs at Threepence each, instead 
of Elgfateeapence ; Quadrilles at Threepence, instead of Three Shillings ; Overtures and Waltses at Six- 
pence, instead of from Three to Five ShiUiags eaeh ; and all other Pieces in like ratio.. The ancients of the 
MnsiclVade took their first exception to the intruder on the ground that Cheap Music could not be correct, 
forgetting, or not fthoosiay to adndt, that correctness is a matter of capacity , not of expense— that the cost 
of engraving, paper, and printing, is the same fat incorrect as for correct work ;—and this insinuation no 
doubt had ita influence aaaoag sinall minds, tUl the intellectual began to compare the cheap with the dear 
Music, when they were rewarded by the discovery of the Ihct, that the one waa as Ihr above the other in 
general accuracy as it was below it in price. TUs point unwillingly conceded/ the next assertion was, 
that correct Music at such a price must result in the ruin of those foolhardy enough to produce it. The 
production, however, has continued on to the extent of considerably more than 400 different Pieces , 
the proprietor has desMinstrated the eapability of paying Iat gely out of small profite, by engaging on the 
work whatever talent he has thought likely to advance, ite ultimate importance; and **The Musical 
IVeasury'* is now the setf-choaen medium of bringing before the public the writings of some of the most 
esteemed co m posers of the day— Mr. Henry RusseH alone having contributed to it above Sixty of his 
popvlar Songs and Sceaas. 

It is the experience derived firom this speculation that has given rise to the following pages. A few 
years ago the pnifect would not only have failed for want of support, but the mechanical means of accom- 
pfishiag it did not exist. The old-feshioned style of printing fh>m dirty pewter-plates, clumsily punched, 
is wholly at variance w^ the production of a handsome library volume j and the uneducated character 
of the poor peof^ employed in punching pewter-plates is an utter denial to their producing the literary 
portioBs of Vocal Muric in a condition at all satisfectory to educated persons. Until lately, Music Type, 
aiao, was so imperfect, that ite inefficiency was hardly counterbalanced by the more scholastic character of 
aD Masie Printiag emanailing firom Letter-Press Priaters, as distinguished from the Printer from pewter 
plates. Bvtf through the enterprise of the English Type-Founders, the Letter-Press Printer is now 
supplied with Music Type perfectly capable of delineatiog every mark and direction required for the most 
reoon^te compositions ; and, although the first cost of Music thus produced, instead of being cheaper, as 
thooe interested agamst the system would wish to be believed, amooute to about five times as much as 
that created under the olden system, Ite mathematical precision and elegance reeommend it so strongly, 
and ite great duraUttty holds out a prospect of profit, if not large at first, yet so long-continuing, that the 
PobUsher has felt himself justified hi incurring the great outlay necessarily occasioned in the collecting, 
revising, and printing of above 800 Songs, with the Music adapted aUke for the Vocalist and the Per- 
former on saost Treble Instrumente, and in laying them before the Musical World at the unprecedented 
price of Eight SUDings, in an elegant and durable binding. 

Another volume of rimilar dimensions wQl follow iu due course, extending the collection to above IM 
Songs, printed into volumes suitable for the shelves of the Ubrary, yet casUy portable to musical unions. 
Sunultaneously, the Publisher's Edition of " The Songs of Charles Dibdin*' is reprinted for the fifth 
time, with numeraas additions in the Musical Oepartment^the paper, typography, and dimensions cor- 
responding with tiiose of tUs volume, and care being taken that none of the Songs of either work shall 
appear in the other; so that, whUe each has an entirety in itself, the subscriber to the whole will not be 
tocumbered with any thing in duplicate. 
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Young Lochlnvar— Poetry by Sir Walter Scott ..175 

Young Love flew to the Paphlan Bower 50 

Young Paddy Is merry and happy, but poor 106 

Your Molly has never been false, she declares .... 58 
You've heard ob Dandy Niggers— Negro Melody, ea 

sung by the Ethiopian Serenaders 433 

You've heard of Nykey Numskull, of Yorkshire. . 890 

Zeklel Homespun's Trip to Town 19 

Zephyr among the Flowem— A. hconett 233 

Zordco— The Biscayan to his Mistress— Peninsu- 
lar Melody, Poetry by the Hon. Mrs. Norton .. 890 
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COfRTE, BSOTHElte, AROUSE. 

CknnpoBed by Henry Rundlt—Publiahed by DaTidion. 



li - Tcr tusB mer-rl - ly by^- and tha li-Terrmis mer-ii-ly by. 


Onr 



MO-tiMT, the wotid, a good mo-ther 


toll is to wd-ooma 


f^^ 



tea; Some boon-ty diebangaaa on er-e-ry tree. And bless - ea as 


mp^-p fi^ 



tkthtgweettk.Ol • • - eome, bra-then, a - ransel lettheowlgo to rest; O! the 



^^ 


earn - laer san's hi the sky; The bee's on its ^nng, and thehawk's fai Us neat, 



^^'^Hr^NH J. 


the li - ver inns mer-ri -ly by-— and the ri-ver runs mer - li - ly 



l^^i 


by* Coottf dHuiee, ladiH— coney danee, feub,*— oh| ob, oh, oh, oh, obi Come, 




Mr "^ r f'l'' ^^ 


I,' lids — Gome, dance, lads*- -aeriiey danee, come, dance a - way, a - way, a- 



^J4>14d-l~Um 


i 


I 


waft i - ^ray • - way, a - way« obi ohl-*- .-••------ 

And tUs istfae fttefor a man, a man, The prince may boast if be can, be can, 

AndthlsistiieB&ftirme: But he never was half so free. 

Onr mother, the world, 0ce. 


1 


ifci » 


9 
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Andantino* 


STAY, TRAVELLER, STAY. 

Aom the Opera of La Donna del Lago, by RoninL 





^m 


Stay, tra-Td-ler; stay, epeed not a - wayjTlte snow is ftU - Ing tut; The 



prawl-ingirolfnowteeksUa prey; AU Na-tare'iehannaseeniloit. Hie lone-ly road tiiat 



tbonwoQldBt tread Tlierob-ber'ihaiint Ibr years lias been: neattay, and pOkm thy fidr bead With- 

« j M M. r . -^•"^ . ..rt fft i. >^4 



r- i fTr-Jj-ij J' J c i rf^cjJ' i JiHi 


snow is fiJl-ingftst ; The prowl-iny wolf now seeks his prey ; AU Nature's ehanns seen lost 

No dainty fiure my eot oontains, Ab I 'twas on sncb a nigbt as this 

With wealth I ne'er was bless'd ; My aged grandsire's spirit fled ; 

ThoQgb small my store, stOl what remains Tben stay— or thon like aim may miss 

Thy path, be robb'd, and left mr dead. 


Thon'rt welcome to, my gnest 

Ob! traveUep, stay, &c. 


Ob I traveller stay, &e. 


WHEN FORC'D FROM DEAR HEBE TO 60. 

The Poetry from Sheastone's Pastorals, the Mnsie by Dr. Ame. 
Aiukmte eoa Bsprtttltme. 



Whenfore'dfrom dear He-be to go, What an-gniih I Idt at my heart! AndItboagbt,bntit 



nlgbtnot be so, Shewassor-ry to see au de-part. She cast sncb a lan-gnish-inf flew. My 

/7\ /5N_ 



pafli I eonldscaiee-1^ dis-eem^ So sweet -)y she bade me a • dieo. 


-c i rr'^^rf 



thoaghtttat she bade 


n - torn, — I .thoQi^thal she bade 


re - tur^ 


I Chsnabt she arislit Uke to retire 
To tbe grove I bad laboor'd to resr ; 

Fsr wbatnrsr I beard her admire, 
I baatea'd and planted it tiiere. 

Bcr veioe sncb a pleasvre conveys. 
So mncb 1 her accents sdore. 

Let iMr speak, and whatever she says, 
'm sore stfll to kite bar the more. 


And now, ere I baste to the plain, 

Come, shepherds, and tslk of her 
I coold lay down my Ufb for the swain 

That would sing me a song in her praise. 
While be sings, may the malis of the teem 

Come flockioff, and listen awhile ; 
Nor on bim let Hebe omee fivwni'— 

But I cannot allow iMr to snile. 
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To lee, ivlieB my ehanMr goes hj, 

Some Hennit peep out m his cell ; 
How he UdiikB of lib you^ -with a sSgh, 

How fondly be wialuM her wefl. 
On him ihe may nnile if ihe please, 

Twin wann tbe cold boaom of age ; 
Bat oeaae, gentle Hebe, oh I cease,— 

Such sofkness wiU rain the sage. 


IWe stole from no How'rets that grow 

To paint th» dear charms I approve | 
For wnat can a blossom bestow. 

So sweet, so delightftil as love. 
I ling in ft rustical way, 

A Shepherd, and one of the throng f 
Yet H^ approves of my lay ; — 

Go, Poets, and envy my song. 


WE WERE BOYS TOGETHER. 

The Poetry by G. P. Morris ; the Mule by Henry BnssdL— Published in Davidson's Bditkmof his Songh 

«Com Afuma, 
: 



We were boys to - ge - ti^r, And never ean for - get The sehool-honse near the 


hea-ther. In child-hood where we met ; Nor the sreei 



chfld-hood where we met ; Nor the green home, to mem -*ry dear. Its 



UhBtP^^H 


We're old men tooether i- 
Tlie friends we lov'd cf 3fore, 


sorrows and its joys, Whieh eall'd the transient smile or tear. When yon and I irere boys. 

We were youths together. 
And castles bnilt in air ! 

Toor heart was like a feather, IR^th leaves of Antomn weather. 

While mine vrasdash'd .with care I Are gone fior ever more ! 

To yon came wealth with manhood's prime, How Uess'd to age the impolse gtv'o. 

To me it bnraght aDoys, The hope tiine ne'er destroys, 

W^erimag'd in the primrose time Which led oar thoughts from earth to heav'at 

iwetalMr 


When you and 


boys. 


When you 


thoug] 
and I 


boys. 


THE WHITE COCKADE. 

A Fkivorite JafCdUta Song, supposed to have been written by a Lady of Aberdeenshire. 
AlUgro, , , _ I . . _ I I _ i_ 



My kwevrasboni in A-berdeen, Tlie bon-nlest lad that e'er was seen; But 


tHJgfjUrr'fi^ 



now he makes our hearts ta* sa^He'sta'ea the Held wi' his white oocfcade. Oh I 


'^■^W 



J f c r. i r 



he's a rant-ing rov-lngUadelOhl he's 


a brisk and a bon^ny ladl Be* 



tidewhat may, my heart is glad To see my lad withhiswbite cockade. 


O, leeze ma on the phUabeg, 
The hairy hoimh, and garter'd leg l' 
But aye the tmng that e^ads mj e'e 
Is the white cockade aboon the bree. 

Ok I he's a ranting roving blade, &c. 

I'll sen my rock, 1*11 sell my ved. 

My rippUnff-kame, and spinning-wheel, 

To buy my lad a tartan plaid, 


A braidsword, and a^ddte cockade. 
Oh 1 he's a ranting roving blade, dHT. 

ini sell my rokdy and my tow, 
My gfude gray mare, andhswketeow, 
Tlmt every loyal Buchan )ad 
Bfay tak' the iMd wi' Ms wUte codEade. 
Ohl he's a ranting roving Uada, 


(\ 


r , 


J 
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MY HEART'S ON THE RHINE. 

Qemiah Song, tbe Music by W. Speyer— the Eiu;li8h Translation by G. Soum, A.B.^PiLbliah«l nVik 

tlie German and EngUsh by Davidun. 

Moderato Vtoaee, 


fn^ jv 


^m 




^m 


My heart's on the Rhine, by its im - age stffl mock'd ; My 


p I' J' J' ^/ J* I f. f [ j J 



heart's on Ihe Rhine, irfaere my era - ^ was rodc'd. My heart's cm the 


i^^' jUu ^ m 


Rune, 



where my cra-dle was rook*d ; l¥here tiy jonih was so bless'd, and my 



friends er - er be,^where my youth was so Uess'd, and my friends er - er 


^>"i,> ij.. J* }'] J' I ^ ^ 



be, And the maid I so lov'd is yet thiak-iog of me; And joy - oos Vv 


^V -W J: Ji I f Ifi t D J l J I ^J l ^^i^ 


k* 


revel - 'd In mn - sie and wine. Where -ao - enr • er I go. 


where- so* 


P 



i^m ^ i 


TTtT ^^ i' l J' ' i 


er-er 1 go, my heart, my heart's on theRUne, on the Rhine! 

I greetthee, thou river, green, golden, and wide ; I greet thee, O life, with a pasMonate soul. 

Ye hamlets and castles that frown on the tide— In revel, or song, or the fall flowing bowl ;— 

Ye harvests that wave In the valley below— I greet thee, brave race ; all unrivall'd are yoo,*- 

Te vfaie-cover*d hills In the sun-light that glow— Ye women so lov<dy, ye mien ever true I 

Ye eavems so cool, and ye forests of pine,^ 1 may you still prosper, fair land of Uie ^iae I 

Wheresoever I go, my heart's on the Rhine 1 Wheresoever I go, my hearths on the 


THE LAUGHING SONG. 

6Vom ttw Openof Der Fveyihuta ; the Music by C. M. Von Wciwr, tiie Wotds byOeorge Soane, A«B« 

Published by Davidson. 



Till the wea-ry spi-zit's 


ifaik.fak(f ? Bet-te passes time by fiur, Sfaig-ing, laughfaig, ha, ha, ha I sing-ing, Isagh-i^, 


ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha I dmg-iag, ]in|^4ng, 


, ha, Ba, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, hSLlia,ha, ha, ha, ha, ha I diiig*mg, un|^«ing, 

=^-jj-;'^r i ^'J' f f I ff. c n i l 



suig.ing, laagh-iag I Bet-ter passes time by frtr, sing - ing, langh^ing, ha,ha,ha, ha, ha 1 

Whsn the dream of life is over. That the plan is better fer, 

What does wisdom then discover ? Sfaiging, miigfaing, ha, lia, ha I &c» 


DAYIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


LUCY NEAL. 

As flung hf tlw EtliiopiaB Sfrenade ra . PuMiflhed by Dsridioii* 



, J'lJ^r'r-'^^'' 


bom in A - la - M-ma,— My 


name wh Beale : Ha vi*d to crmp, a 



yal-kr gal, her name wai Ln-cy VmL My mas-sa be did 


r-fbr fear tbat I flbooU 


<[i>N 1 r I f 4-^ p r.fic c r/g i gg 



ifceal, WUeb cane'd a se-pa- la-tioa ob.my-eelf and Ln-cy Neal. 

'^ t t t t t > o ff 


P-^H^ 


01 poor Ln-cy 


Neal, O I poor Ln-cy Neal I If I bad yon 


One nigbt de Niggers gabe a ball ; Miss Lncy 

dancM areel — 
Derein0 no daikee in de liall oonld danoe like 

Lucy NeaL 
She ns'd to go out nld ns» pieUng cotton in de 

fid*; 
And dere's wbare ftist I fell In Inb wid my sweet 

Lncy NeaL O ! poor Lney Neal, dec 


Miss Lacy alieivas taken 111, bow bad It makes me 

fedl— 
De doctors' dey did gib her np— alas 1 poor Lncy 

Neal I 


by my side, bow hap-py I shonld feel I 


One mom I got a letter, and jet blaek was de seal • 
It was de 'noaneemaat ob do death ob poor BUm 
Lncy NeaL O ! poor Lncy Neal, fta» 

Dey bore her from my boaom, bnt de wovnd d^ 

cannot heal; 
And mf heart, my heart is bveaUng, tat I Inb'd 

sweet lAcy Neal. 
O I yes, and when I'm dying, and dark ^ririoaa 

ronnd me steal, 
De last low murmnr ob dis life shall be, sweel 

Lncy Neal. O ! poor Lne? Neal, &e« 


»^^>^^/W>/>/W>i»»»^^<M^M%^<» 


THE FINE OLD COLOUR'D GENTLEMAN. 

As snng by Henry RasicIL— Pnblisfaed bi Dairidson's cheap and nniftvm Edition of Uf Compodtfoaa. 
Moderato. 



In Ten-nee i ce, as I've lieard say, dere onee did ns'd to dwell A fine old eo*loBr'd 



gen-tle-man, and dis Nig-ger know'd him well : DeyvsM ta-eaUhim Sam-bo, or some-fing near de 



same; Andde rea-sonwhy dey call'dbimso, wasbe-oonseitwasbisnaaie. So cone a-long, my 


fi'jhn'S'^ininnn'i j'l J j- j7i ji 


dar-ling, be-eanse yoa know me well,»0 ! come a-kmg, my dar-ling, yha, yha, yha, yha, yha, ylia 1 

Ha had a good old ba^jo, and wdl be kept it When dis niaoer took a saooae. 'twas la a 

■trana; 
And hear A to sing de good old song, ob * Go it 

whUB yon'ie yonag ;' 
Ha snng so long, and snng sa laad, dat he scar'd 
depflgsaadaQafeB, 
I Florhaoltaa tooik a pint of yeast, to raise his np- 

So eone along, my darling, «c. 


When dis nigger took a saooae, 'twi 

crowd, 
And he ns'dto keep dem all awake, because he 

slept so load : 
Den de niners hem an inqocst, when dey heard ob 

his ddf. 
And de verdie' ob de jnry was, he died fer waat 

of braff. So eome along, my darling, ftc 
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UteUath: 


AULD ROBIN GRAY. 


^Mf f. f. r. r.^il=f-^#^ J1 r p-H J-J J Mi^^ 


When the sheep are in the finild, anda'thekyeathame, 


And a'thewearywaridtoiieepare 



guie, 


The waes o' my heart fall in showers from my e'e, 


WUle my gude 



man sleeps sound by me 


Young Ja - mielo'ed meveel, And sought me for fau hiidis» Bet 



aar-ing a crown he had naithing else be- side: Tomsk' the crown a pound, my 


i 



•ea. And the crown and the pound 

4— > 


^th for me. He had nae been gans a 



yiar and adsy. When my Faitherbrake his arm, andour oow wasstole away; My Hither she ftll 



n^n J • v^VTi^H-rtr^ 


|Mp» and Ja-mie at tlte seat And sold Robin Gray cam' a court-ing to me. 


My iblthereou'd nn wark, my mither eou'd na spinr 
I toQ'd day and night, but theb bread I conla na 
win; [hisee, 

Auld Rob maintaiftM 'em baith, and wi' tears in 
8aid| ' Jennie, for their sakes, oh marry me.' 
My heart it said naj, for I look'd for Jamie bfick, 
Buttliewlnditblewhard,andtheship was a wrack — 
Hie sUp was a wrack, why did na Jamie dee ? 
f)r why was I spared to cry, Wae's mel 

My foither iiraed oie tair, niy mother did na speak. 

Hut rtur look'd in my fooe tiU niy heart was like to 

break: [sea,— 

7h«y gifed him my hand, thong^ qny heart was at 


So Auld Robin Gray is gudeman to me 1 
I had na been a win a week but four. 
When, sitting sae mournfully out a' my door, 
I saw my Jamie's wraith, for I cou'd na think It h^ 
Till he said, * I'm come hame, love, to marry thee.' 

Safar, sair did we arreet, and miefcle did we sa? ,— > 

We took but ae 1^, and tare oursels away : 

I wish I were dead, but I am na lik' to dee,-- 

Oh, why was I bom to say, Wae's me 1 

I sang like a g^st, and I care not to spin s 

1 &re na think on Jamie, for that wou'd. oe a A19 

So I will do my best a gude wife to be, 

For Auld Robin Grey {s kind ui^to nie» 


COMIN» THRO' THE RYE. 


4fMea<« 



h 


M; JJ'.lil J';;r'C'VttC l J' W >i l 


Qin abo-dy meetabody Caasin'thro'thsrye; Gina body UssabodyiNeed a bodyery? 



( I- ^,\ 1 yifMi 


ipEalaasiehairaladdi^Ne'eraaaehaelt But a* the tads they lo'e mewed, And wl|ai the war* am If 


Gin* abodr apeet a W7» 

'Coniin''nae the well ^ 
Gin a body kiss a body, 

Need a body ten? Ilka lasde, ftc. 

|]in a body meet a body, 
Oopnln' fra the town ; 


Gin a body Ids s a bod y, 
ri eed a body frown r 

l\km Jenny bas her Jocfcy, 

Ne'er a aae hae I ; 
But a* the lads they lo'e me wed. 

And what the wv' en 1? Ilka 


Ilka hssfc), Iks 


IH^WSI^ v^^<^ 


I ^ 


• 
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MEET ME IN THE GROVE. 

Tte Words by O. L. Sanndas ; fho Mvale by S. D. Sannden, of the Academie Roya«» P^ria. 

PubUsbed by Dsfidaon. 



Sn - san dear, rm on-ly tUne ; Then meet me fai the grore, Where the ro- sea 



gen -tky blow. And Ui-ten to my lore. Sn-san, when the worU'i atreet, 

ad lib. 


¥-n-^ - 



' M ill i,u,ni 


meet me, meet me, where The nlgfat-in-galestitt bnflda her nest, De - Toid of g^ifle or 


^''' J J7^]-J^ 



Su - saa depr, I'm on - ly tUne ! Then meet me fai the 



grove. Where the ro-ses gen-tiy hkiw. And Us - ten 


my love* 


Susan dear, my love return. 
And meet me there to*night. 

To diase away tne rising sifffas 
That now my moments bught. 


Snsan, I am whour tUne 1 
Tien n«eet me at the bow'r. 

Where the modest eglantine 
daaps the rosy iiow'r. 


Snsan dear, beHeve me tme I 
And meet me in the grove. 

Where the roses gently blow, 
RmWems of her I lore. 


THE MINIATURE. 

The Poetry by G. P. Morris ; the Mnsie by J. P. Knight— Published by Davidson, 



WnUam 


hcdd-ing in Ua hand The Hke^nesa of his wtfb. 



iTTfLj ^M^^ 


Fresh, as iftonehMby fid-ry wand, Withbesn-ty, grace, and Ufe; Ha 


i f' M f fi III nh I c 


m 


ai-most thought Itsppke; He gasM 


up • on tiie trea-sore 


stm 


ab- 



^ 


W 


ioib'd, de-Hght-ed, and a mas*d, 


* Thh picture is yourself, dear J 
*Twaa drawn to nature tme ; 

IWe UsaM it o'er and o*er agahit 
It Is so much Hke yon.' 


To view the ar.tist*s skOL 


< And has it kiss'd yon bade, my dear}* 

Why, DO, my love,' said he— 

< Then, William, tt U very dear 

Tls not at an like ma I' 


:i 


8 
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Andtmi9< 


THE THOEN. 

Composed hj Shidd.— PobUshed by DaTidson. 


i ' I 'TJ' I J 



nromtfae white -blotioiii'd doe My dear GUoe re-qi 


t DrjiM, 


[oeet*w A >p(%» ber tut 



bnaet to a - dom ;— From the white»MoaiomM doe My dear Chloe reqiieet-ed A 

Witkmergff. 



sp»lgy her fair breast 
Tenderly. 


r M I f iji J' r J'J' i f J' J' 

to a-dora: 'No, byHeavenal' I ezdaim*d, ' m^ I 


With§a€rgp, 



& a tbom ; No> by HeaTena !' I ex • 


dafan'dy ' may I pe-ildi, If e « ▼er I plant in tliat bo - som a. tkani.' 

When 1 8bow*d ber the ring, aadfanpior'dber tomairy, * Yes, 111 eonsent,' die raiiUe4 ' tf yon'lLpromias 
81m bhidi'dlUce the dawning of mom!-- That ao Jealous riwddMud laugh, ma to scowu* 


I'M AFLOAT! 

The Masie composed by Henry RcsssIL— PabUdied by Davidson* 


JP^ih ammatii 


^m 


^^ 



JJ I J J'J'I J J J i 


I*m a • float, I'm a • float, what mat-ters It where. So the deep sea's be« 


^> jJIj l J J JU fT l' i ^ > i I ^ "i^tf 


low me, a - bofe the pore air? I have ror'd thro' the worid on thy bo-som, brave 



tea, and I hail thee my honw, and the graTe of tha ftae 1 I luwo been where tbQ 


l^> f J J-rJ-J-Jl '^ f/pl piy J| J J jl pijr-S 


tram-paUshap'd dond has come ds(wn,Aiidhas tbreafnednw bark with 1^ ter-ri-ble 


jji^ J J" J' i J J J 


J J. JIJ J.J' I J J P 


frown ; Bat the great God pro - tect - ed. His shield-arm waa flim, And the wa - ter-tpo n t 


i f> yJlJUlJ- l i f ri'i J'-J^iJ^'^iJ ^ 


bontjnst a - atem or a -stem. 01 I'm luq;»-pi-er far, on the broad bH - low'a 


jf . 1 J. y\ - 



^^ 



foam. Than f^. lord - ling who boes^ the vaT pa - lace his hiime As bird <n tlM 


— 
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:i 



■ir, or tilt ivfld^ker-rj - tvMr la my ltf»»bifath4Dg Imrk I ma freel I am 



ftwl lA wf Ufe-brMth-iag built I 


frtel I tm frMl Hft, hBi Im, hB, 


i 



m 


riii i jij 


l iii i iii 


lia, ho, ho, ha^ ha» ha, hal Ha, ha, 
I ha:Te mteii'd whca the Toioa of the power of 

imight 

Has call'dlbrtik the stoim in the dead of the night; 
When the lightning's broad flashes were gleaming 

aroondt 
And a mighty Toiee spake in the thnnder-tonM 

soond. 
Bat the son in his glory arises again, 
And his mantle of splendour throws o'er the wide 

main; — 


I 


thy 


ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha 


O I bcantifU ooean, I'm wedded to thee,— 
A rich dowij is mine, I'ma ddld of the sea ! 
For, roek'a ia thy cndle a»d rsar'd on 

breast, 
Where so we& as with tbee ooold I take my last 

rest; 
And while life be spar*d me, my sea-song shall he, 
I'm afloat, I'm afloat, I am free, I am free 1— 

Ha, ha, ha, &€• 


ELIZA COOK'S SONG FOR THE YACHT CLUBS, TO THE SAME MUSIC. 


I'm afloat, I'm afloat, and my home has no boand ; 
There's no wall of dark limit to cirde me round : 
Far away on the wave, I look back to the shore, 
Widi a heart that scarce heeds if I see It no more. 

Tlwre ara playthings frplassnies on land, it is tme. 
Bat there's naught like the bUlow, so fMiand so 

Unel 
Ifisre are tUngs of rare speed, but my own litUe 

bark 
Rons abeaatifta race, in the day or the dark I 

On, on through the tide! let the wind do its worst: 
I#et the' lightning leap out, and the thnnder-cloud 

borst; 
Cp, ap with my flag, there's no thing that I love 
lAs my own little cmiser, the gaaantSea-Bova I 


She rides in the sonshine with pinions of snow, 
Bnt like shaft in the quiver she s ready to go ; 
Qentty breathe on her wings, she is up fWim hsr 

nest, 
And right onward she starts with a Ibam-cleavlag 

breast. 

She win torn witha touch when the waters an. 

wild. 
Like an Arab steed ml'd by a fidr«handed ddld« 
She is fhst— she is fr e e a s that Arab can be, 
And is flrrn in the storm as a young fbrest tiee. 

I'm afloat, I'm afloat, in my own little bark ; 
My home has no bound, in the day or the dark ; 
Up, up witili my flag 1 there's no thing that I low 
like my own Utile cndssr, the gallant SuuDova I 


SUNSHINE ON THY PATHWAY. 

Irish Melody, to the Air, 'Iho* the last glimpse of Erin.' 



Sun • shine on thy path-way. My e - bon • eyed Jane I Whan e - ver you 



J li n I r f^l I'J 1 1' J? JI fc 


dcr, O'er moan - tain or mai^ S^iooth be - • the eur - rent That 



wafts thee lhm& me. And 


lighfly, dear maiden. 

Thy boeom may prise 
Ihe vows of my breaUdng, 

The i^anoe of my eyes ; 
IMtly^ heart may 

Bound gaily and five, 
WhUsI mine mast, uneasy, 

Aehe sadhp ftMT thee. 


the br se a s s When thou'rt on the seal 


Yet blessings upon tiiee, 
My light-fboted fisir. 

Though fior me or my tete 
Yon eonfms not a eaae t 

The star thai in yoador 


Bricfal heaivan I see, 
Is as kw'' 


'd of my Bonlt 
Hkmi^ H beam not nir^e* 
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O ! WHA IS SHE THAT LO'ES ME. 

Words by Robert Burns. 
Andante e»n etpreuione. j^ 

1 wha is she tbat lo'es me, And has my bearts keep-ing? 1 sweet is she that lo*es me,As 


] 





dews o* som-mer weep-ing, la tears the rose-bud steep-ing, O that's the las-sie o* my heart, My 


fit}'' j: jijV'^ i ^i.iin , i- j^~i^n4^^ ^ 

las-sie e^ytat dear-er 1 O, that's the queen o' wo -man Idnd, And ne'er a ane to peer her I 


If thou shalt meet a lassie If thon hadst heard her talking, If thoa hast met this fair one, 

In grace and beaaty charming, And thy attentions plighted, When frae her thou hast pwted, ' 

That e'en thy chosen lassie, That ilka body talking, If erery other fair one 

Erewhile thy breast sae warming. But her, by thee is sUghted, But her thou hast deserted, 

Had ne'er sic powers alarming. And thou art all delighted, And thon art broken-hearted, 

O, that's the lassie, &c. O, that's the lassie, &c. O, that's the kssie, &c 


m 


AUtgnlto. 


O, THIS IS NO MY AIN LASSIE. 

Words by Robert Burns. 


"Tpr rr. fi^J^j-^ ^ 


^m 


O, this is no my ain las-sie, Fair ^o' the lassie be; O, wed ken I my 


ain las-sie,— Kind love is in her e'e. I see a form, I see a face, Te 


m-M-rhr^^^ J'r ^ Wf^ ^ 


wti may win the fiedrest pilaee ; It wants to me ihs witGhinggraoe,The kind love, that's in her re. 

O, this is no my ain, &c 

She's bonny,blooming,straight,8c tall, A thief sae pawlde is my Jean, It may escape the courtly sparks, 
And lang has had my heart in thrall, She'll steal a blink hw a' unseen, It may escape the learned derks^ 
And aye it charms mj vera saul, Butffleg as Ught are lovers' e'en,BQt wed the watddnc lover marks 

The kind love that's in her e'e. When kind love is in the e'e. The land love that's in her e'e. 


0» this is no my ain, &c. 


O, this is no my ain, &c. 


O, this is no my afai, &e« 


LEWIE GORDON. 

I'm J', ■^ J; / J- ^ -Hfr!' ^ f f. C, 


i 


=y=fc=U- 


r 


O I send Lew -ie (3or-don hame. And the lad I win - na name; llio* his bade bo 


j jlUJ'J l J'./ r.f' j' ;■ j l J A J' J- J' J I 


at the wa'. Here's to him that's far a • wa*. Oh t hon my High-land man, 



-^ t. !■ f-tifr n. J' J-. J, j i i 


Oh ! my bonny Highland man, Wdl woa*d I my traelove ken, Amang ten ^oosand Highland mOL 

llie prineehr youth that I do mean, Oh, to see his tartan trews. 
Is fitted nnr to be a king : Bonnet blue, and hai^-hed'd shoeB» 

On his breast he wears a star,— Philabeg aboon his knee ;— 
You'd take him for the God of war,— That's the kd that 111 gang wi' I 

Oh I hoB my Higiiland. &e. Oh 1 hon my HS^dud, te» 
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THE BARK IS ON THE SWELLING WAVE. 

Irish Melody, to the Air, ' St. benaniu and the Lady.' 



rJTTT Ti 


The baric 


P 


J ■'' J' J i i 


on the sweU-ing wave, *Mid tern -peat's soar and tor-rent's 


And OD the deck 



leek tiie lor-ers stand 


i 


race^ Ann on tne oeek tne lor-ers stand To - go - tfaer 
hand: Hersim-ny loeksv Ida /a-ven hair, i&e float- ing 


hand 



In 



In Italy's bright land of flowers, 

They spent tluir young and ardent hours ; 

Anustant! and their tomb wfll be 

Beneath the dark bine sea ;— 

But tht worst horrors deatii can bring 

Win only make them closer ding. 


ing in the stormy air. 

Tlspass'dl the weltering waves now dasp 

That fsted vessel in their grasp ! 

'Mid human misery's pierong cry, 

Their lips gave one fond righ ; 

And, form in form entwinM, they sleeo 

In the bine bosom of the deep. 


KATE KEARNEY. 


Oh ! shoold yon e'er meet with Kate Kearney , Who lives near the lakes of KU-lamey » Of her 



dark eyes be-ware, For 


for those eyes, so sedndngly beaming, 
Wfll kill ere of mischief you're dreanung ; 

And who dares to view 

Her cheek*s rosy hue, 
Must die by the spdl of Kate Kearney ! 

At eve should you meet this Kate Kearney, 
On the balm-breathing banks of Killamey, 


glance of Kate Kear-ney. 
Of her smile, oh 1 beware, 
For fstal's the snare 
Coneeal'd m the smile of Kate Kearney I 

Though her hair o*er her snowy neck's streamings 
Her looks with dmplidty teeming. 

Beware ere you sip 

The balin from her lip, 
For thtal's the breath of Kate Keamej I 


ti 


O! NEVER MORE. 

IiUhHciodr, to the Air, 'Tlie Harp titat onoe.' 


^S 


.rf t j^r^^ ^ 



I 


1 ne - ver more up - on this heart The 


II 


'jAntii t r.=!^ct^N^'' 


of Joy wQl glow ; 


¥ 



more thepityfakg tear shall start, For mint or other's woe: The someeofsmiles and tears is dry, i 



feeling's fount decays 

The blan^shments of life that lit 

My hopes when youth was wild 
Hff ve vaaiah'd ; would they'd lingered yet. 

And I was stIH a diild 1 
Oh I for those happy hours of peace 

When trifles gave delight, 
Ere sorrow bade tiiose raptures cease. 

Or maUee brought her blight 1 


v; There's nothing now can meet my eye Onwmdil' 


d widi to gaae. 

Those joys I never more must know, 

But mem'ry pictures yet 
The blisses that I must forego, 

~ ' lorget. 

withii 


But never can fi 
Hope flutters still within its urn. 


And cools my burning brain ; 
In dreams my bosom soil wHI bura« 
And edko jor again. 
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Andante. 
The itream - let that flow*! 


THE STREAMLET. 

A Ballad, oompoaed by Mr. Shield. 



flowUmmdlur cot, AlIt]wdiumi,autliceliaMuaf mjBm-t.ly 



knew ; How oft huitiooiinebeenf6r-goty While It peni'd, whllo it peni'dher deat im - age to 



▼iewl How oft has its coone been fisgottWkDe'itpaaa'dy irtdle it paiia!dher dear Imagp t» view I 

Bdiere me, theiioDd allTer tide TUl, aile&tly awdUng with piide» 

Knew from whence it dair'd the fUr prise ; Itnfleetedberbackto theildes* 



WHEN ARE MEAD AND WATER FAIRESTT. 

16 the Mnaie of * Tlenl in Roma,* in Bellini's Opera of Norma ; by George Soane, A.B. 

Published by Daridson. 
iModerato, ^ » 



m - rest? Vfhtn ie hesfen^ bhie the bri|^t-est ? Night most love - ly? day the 


way: At her Toioe'eadK sound 

When is winged time the fleetest ? 
When does cVry paose seem sweetest ? 
When does even winter's wildness 
Please ns more than snmmer's mildness? 


sic. Brightens at her sndle the day. 

Jls when she we lore first whispers 

That we have not lov'd In vain ; 
^7b when merry bells are telUn; 


Honrs too sweet to eome 


iiunff 
agsin. 


CANT YOU DANCE THE POLKA? 

Adapted to the Mnsie of the Craeovienne, by S. D. Sannders.— Poblished by Da;fldK»« 


;j!'ii J1 J- K f. T yrJnrrrg n- i ; J ; i^^ 


Tls sweet on sofls-mer eve to rove A-down the ri-ver Tol-1ca;Biit oh 1 It is a 



J- i J- jM^ f. i f , i t^ i r tf^J T 


sweeterthiag, Byf^, todaneetbePol-ka. Can't yon danoe the Polka? Won't yondanoethe 


i I Nfri r I I I ^' h\i[\] 'nm 


' P61-1ca ? The joys of earth are Ut - tie worthi Un - less yon danoe the Pol - ka. 
Toong ladles wanting bnsbands tne. Now, married folks of each degree, 

1 yon mast danoe the Pdka ( If your children yon wooldaee 

AndbaehdorSvifyoawoaldwoo, Happy, prospenras, and Ikee, 

oanee the Polka. Pray teach them all the Polka. 

Can't Ton dance. &c. Can't yon dance, &e« 


Why joamnati 


■*»■ 
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i LOVE THE NIGHT. 

Words by O..P. Monis ; Mule by Henry RumIL— PabUabcd by Dsvidioii. 



I lore the idgbt, when fhe moon beam br%ht On tawr'n that drink the dew ; When 



cas-cadeaahoatasthe atara peep oat, Rom boondleaa fldda of blue ; But dear-er ftr than 



or 8tar» Or llow'ra of gan - dy 


^AiM'r^ 


hoe, Or gar^j&ng trilla of monn-tain riUa, I 



yon I I love, I 


love. 


I kuve to alxay, at the doae of the day, 

Throof^ giOTU of Unden«treea ; 
When gaaUng notea from aong-bbda' throata 

Laden the perAunM braeae ; 


I lorei I lofCi Wft yon I 


I lore the night, the glorious night. 
When hearts beat warm and true ; 
But, tu abote the night, I loye, 
I loTBi I lo?a, lore you ! 


>/\/>WW^^/>/\M/^'\/>/\/\/X^\^^/V 


MARCH TO THE BATTLE FIELD. 

Tb tt« Air, 'Oft ilk Cbe St% Ni|^' 



«rae-dOB*a shield, And Hevr*niaaBa.ing o*er ua. " 

i 


The woes and pains, the 



tf^M r r' f i i i i J J i J • ji ■ L-hTT-m: 

fore US, Eachlieartia free-dom's shield* And Hesr'nis smi*]iiig o'er us. 


Who^ for his country brave, 

.Would fly from her imradar ? 
Who. hia base life to ssfc. 
Would, traitor like, degrade her ? 


Our hallow'd cause, onr home and Iftwsi 
*Gtainst tyrant pow'r snstaininir* 

Well ffain a crown of bright renowiif 
Or ue our rights maintaining. 

March to the battlcflcid. &c. 
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WHEN FIRST THIS HUMBLE ROOF I KNEW. 

Andante Pattorale. 


#^hM-r'rrJ'M kU r. ii^f fl J- i J^^h 


When first this hum - Uo roof I knew, Wlfii Tm-rions cbks I ftrore : My 


^> J j'r !\i^f^\::ijx \ r'-k \ ^t'tm 



^' tf t Cf M ^ r ^^ 


board was dress'd,The spring our drink be • stow'd ; But when her lip the biimliadpress'd, The 

V0. 


il ' ij i nj ii'-rv'i u r j'r ^i i 


±± 


eup with -nee- ta» flow'd, . • . - • the cup with, nee - tar flow'd. 


Content and peaee tUs dwdling shared. 

No other g^est came nigh,*- 
In them was gir'n, though sidd was spar'd 

What gold could never b^ : 


No ^ue has the splendid lot, 
But has the mealis to prove, 

That, from the casOe to the oo!. 
The all of life is love. 


THE HEAVING OP THE LEAD. 

By WilHarn Shield. 



Witanic. 


^^ 



For Eng-land when, with faVring gale. Our gal - lent ship up 


i'tm !^:. \ ri \ ,1 Hill Ml ijLii 


cfaan - nd steer'd, And, scud-ing un . der ea - sy aaO, The high blue wes-tem 


# nr: 



eheer-ly song, ' By the deep, Nine 1 by the deep. Nine !* Tb heave the lead the 



tea- man sprung, And to the pi- lot checr-ly song, < By the deep. Nine!' 
And, bearing up to gain the port, 


Some weU-known object kept in view,«* 

ir, foi 


And, as the much-lov'd shore we near, 

.... With transport we bdiold the roof 

An abbey tower, an harbour, fort. Where dwelt a friend or partner dear. 

Or beaoon, to the vessel true ; Of fhith and love a matchless proof : 

While oft the lead the seaman flung. The lead onee more the seaman flung. 

And to the pilot cheerly sung, And to the watchftil pilot aong, 

' By the mark. Seven 1* * Qojffter less Five.' 
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IS 


OuafiMf. 


YOU TELL ME, DEAR GIRL. 


p ^^ I J' : I >ijr^' J' l J' !■ J' J iJi^ 


Yoa ten me, dear girl, that I*m g^.ven to rove ; That I sport \rith eaeh law on the green; That I 


J 'm I ifiN 



join U the danoe and sing son-aets of love, And stiU with the ftdr-est I'm seen, With my 


fidr.< 


jr i j-iJ ■''t 


hey der-ry down, and my hey down der-ry, Eoond the green mea-dows bo Uithe and so mer-ry 1 My 


songs are of plea-sore and hean-ty, 'tis true, Bat I ne - 


m lov'd a-ny, 


il ' fJ i - i T'B i Jfc i 


, I ne-Ter lov'd a-ny, I 



▼'d a-ny, dear Ma-ry,biit yon* 


ne-ver lov'd a-ny, dear Ma -ry, but you I but I ne'verlov' 

Though FUUis and Nancy are nam'd in my mng. Withmyhey derry down, and my hey down derry ; 

Yet my th«!gfc*« tK^Ji still wander to yoa { '^ond the green meadows, so blitiie and so meny. 

Nor to PhiDis or Nancj my raptores belong, ^ith blBck^wn,and ftdr,I have froUc'd,'tis trae ; 

Bat to yoa and yoa on^ they're dae, Bnt I never lov'd any, &e. 

OH ! COULD I BID THE DAYS RETURN. 

Irish Melody, to the Air, * When first I met thee.' 



i^i^i I' f f n^^ 


li 


OhI eoold I Ud the days re- torn That once with joys were glow-ing. Ere 


AjLjL^fiagj^i^ I i i J ii rif^rffl 


fintfrom sor-row's e-bon urn The bit - ter stream was flow - ing, And choose from aU the 


M 


^ 


va-fied Bght Of pleasures pure and ma - ny. But one to make my path-way bright, •Twoald 


be the smile 5 Rm - ny 1 Still, still that beam-ing smile 'Mid mem-'ry's joys I 


fi j JuT I ' li ^ 



nam - ber I Oft, oft 

' Tis ever thus : in vain we view 

The hope wenourish'd blossom, 
When, bright in Uoom and bath'd fak dew, 

It fides upon tiie bosom. 
Oh 1 Fanny 1 thy fond smiles of bliss. 

Thy tears of tender sweetness, 
Beam'd all too bright for me to guess. 

That soch woold be their fleetness* 
At mom those smiles were mine. 

In light and love onekraded ; 
At eve that form £vine 

la death was daiMv shrouded. 


flhm- ber« 


meet it while My eyes aredos'd in 

But like the son, in that pure dime. 

Where night is daylight mdlow'd ; 
Beneath tiie holy touch of time, 

Thy loss has bug been ballow'd. 
And now beyond the bUss most bright^ 

If earth for me has any, 
I prize tiie pure and calm delight 

Of thinldng of my Fanny. 
My vesper star 1 my love! 


My soul to thee was giv'n *, 
Ohl plead for it abov e. 
Ana summon it to heav*a t 


!. 


1 
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ALL TO ASTOmSH THE BROWNS. 

Ab mag by Henry RubmII. 



m-^~^ 



iJ'r J:J'r i ^'^rr^ 


There liT'd, and may be ttr - ing still, In one of the streeto a-be«t town, A re • 


j-jfif r J' J'i'J^aa 



spee - ta - Ue man, who wv eall*d By the nslgfa-boiir-hood, ' Gen-tle-man Brown.' Ve - ry 


A i> J' I' I - s-ji^ j j- i J ; J' J. J- ;f=r-TffT 


of - ten grand par-ties he gave. At whidi hi cham-paign you mSght drown ; Nay, he 



cot fadk a dash,— all tSie street 

The CS^gs, who redded next door, 

Were efei fai sneers and in frowns, 
And bursting with spleen, when they saw 

Sneh fine aoincs-on at the Browns. 
One night Mrs. C. said to Cagss, 

' Some fansbands are such stu^qr elowns, 
Or they woold give dinners and balls, 

And show off as well as the Browns.' 

* CSonsider my income/ said Caggs ; 

' Don*t talk in that way, Mr. C. 
I warrant I'd nutke tt snfflee. 

If Toa woold but leaye it to me : 
Last Monday, I saw well enooffh, 

When the tradesmen were going timlrTOQnds, 
Although they had money from us, 

I'm sure taey had none from the Browns.' 

Cscgs submitted to his better half ,— 

Or rather two-thirds, I should say ; 
And she soon sent her orders about. 

Determined to make a displav. 
Her daughters were fcll of del^ht : 

On Suadiy tihsy sported new gowns, 
And ezdaJmed, as they strutted to church, 

*Ol sha'nt we astonish theBrownsl' 


Were 


Gen -tie-man Brown. 


Preparations were made ibr t 

tinted eaids, MgUy glased and emboss*d, 
Isrltsd flie ne^fabours, wlio eame, 

Xnd many in wonder were lost. 


Jeal-ous 

Champaign, daret, ices, milk-punc^ 
And eakes ornamented with crowns ; 

Soups, JeUks, and scented pastiUea— 
And all to astonish the Browns. 

One party soon drqw on aBOOier; 

And tasn, to continue the game. 
As the Browns to the Mess wire going, 

The Caggs must, of course, do the same* 
* Lawk 1 how Tory surpris'd ther will be. 

When they see us appear on the Downs I 
We win go in a carnage askl four, 

And we shall so astonish the Browns.' 

Whatever was done by the B's, 

The Cs tried to do more than equal; 
But, as they had not the same means, 

They fidPd, as you'll see by the sequeL 
Tlmy were fostfd to run off from tike street^ 

At fortune look'd on them withfirownsi 
And, wimt waa more gaDiag than allf 

It didnt astonish the Browns. 

My tale 111 condnde with a proveih, 

in whldi there's a good deal of sense)-* 
Your pounds may be utt to themsehres. 

If you win but take care of the 
In this you'n discover my moral, 

A motel woiih mitres mid 
If you wish to save s&ver and geld, 

You must alwafs take care of fht browas. 


FRESH AND STRONG THE BREEZE IS BLOWING 

By Dr. Ame. 



Ftesh and strong 


-ing. As yon ship at an-dior rides; 


I waves in-ees-sant 



flow-ing, Bnde-ly daah»-i 


So my heart, its course im-pe-ded, Beats ia my per-tor-bed 



breast : Doubts Uke waves by waves sue- oeed-ed. Rise, and stfll de-ny It rest. 


■^IM 




DAYIOSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


17 


MY MOTHER'S BIBLE. 


ne Foetry by O. P. Morrii ; tiie Muiic by Benry RiuBdl. — Pobliahed In DaTldMn'i Cheap and Unffbrm 

Edition of hU Compoiitioikf. 


Com Btprtitialu, 



thiobbiiig brow, I pren it to my heart. For ma-ny gen-e - ra-tlonipaat Here li our 



JJ' J JUh 


fun'-ly tree: My inotber*ihaiidatliia Bi-bleciaap'd; Sbe, dy-ing 



Abl -wdl do I remember tboee, 

"Wboee names tboee records bear t 
Who nnmd the hearth-stone ns'd to dose^ 

After the erening pray'r, 
And qieak of what this yohmie said, 

In tones my heart wonld thifll ; — 
Thooi^ they are with the silent dead, 

Here are they Uving still I 

My ftKUicr read this holy book, 

To brotliers, sisters, dear ;— 
How calm was my poor mother's look. 

Who Icta'd C3oa's word to hear I— 


Her angel ihce ! — I see it yet ! 

What thronging memories cornel.. 
Again that UtOe gronp is met 

Within the halls of home I 


Thon truest friend man ew 

Thy constani^ I've tried | 
When all were false I taa^^^f^^f^ 

My eonnadlor and go'de : 
The mines of earth no nanircsgive 

From me this book eoold buy; 
For, teaehine me tha <waylo Mve, 

It teadKS how to ^ f 


*A«N#WM^^^^^^^^MMAAMr 


ABtgnlt*. 


OPEN THY LATnCJE, LOVE. 

A Serenade, composed by J. P. Kni^t— PnUished by Dsridson. 



O-pen thy lat-tioe, lore,— Bs-ten to me: The cool bal-my brseie is a 



broad on ths sea; The stars axe all keep-ing their vi - gils a - bore, Apdnanghtis » - 




wake bat tha spi-rit of lore. Ere mom's ro-sy bhish tips 



f ff ji r ' r Ji J ■ B 



rsyt A- way o'er the wa-ten, a -way and a- way I Then o-pen thy lattice, lore. 



Us-ten to me,WhiIe the moonligfatsthe Bky,aadthe breeze curls the sea; While the moonli^tathe 


aky,and the breese earls the sea ; While themoonlightsthe sky, 





and the breese corls the seal 


Open thylattlee, love«— listen to me : His aem*clrded pinnace will cat the bright spray, 

In the toyage of lifb, love onr pilot will be ; Or udm Uke a bud o*cr the waters sway 1 

HeU rft at the helm, wherever we rove. Then open ttiy lattice, love, — Glisten to me, 

And steer by the loadstar he kindled above I WUIe the moon lights the sky, and the breeze 

euris the seal ^ | 


l"^ 
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O! SWEET IS THE HOUR. 

Spanidi Mck)dy^Pid>]Ubed by Otf^pdl. 



• 1 


Ot iweet b the hour VHusa, low in the west. The songflditiie bower Whoe 



fondlo«Ten reit; 


Then gor-geoos - ly bri|^t, Be - neatfa the Une itream, In 



low In the west. The eon gfldi the bower Where fond lo - Tere net 

Ol eweet and lerene the ipdl tiuKt becidles. The splriti of lote, to bellow the tfanei 

When nigbt'iisable queen more tendenyanSet: From the regione above, pew BnuieinbliBie; 

Their harmonics eheer the dnll glooin of the ni^ity 
\nd wake the swaet tear «f ▼akeleaa dflUglit. 

Olthe swaefehoar.&e. 


The ooldest are oor— the wildcat are 
Tilt nd fed A joy load ndrth new ga;ve I 

O! aweetisthahevr, fte. 


THOUGH ALL MAT FORGET THEE. 

Iriah Mdody, by Leman Bede» tothe Air, ' When he who adotea thee. 



Though aU may fbr- get fiieei who onoe in the glow Of thy ibr-tane piei#'d round with de* 



light ; Hio' the grave be Ibr-got wiMve they law thee laid low^And bade fiiee for e - ver good 



ai|^;— There if one wlio but ihar'd in thy aor-rowa a-hme. Who aaw nottiM grave of thy 


E 


'iV;ji rf.tc t ^J'i J; J Vr f ; f,iJJ x j»J j j j,-Jij p i 



reat; BBtwboaa*eredJyho-nouritheepl-rlt1]uKt'iiown,Andllifhrlaeiabiddeepiaberbreaat 


She rwiwHibwra thy dgfaa» aa they breatli'd on her 


In the aeeentB of lorrow and pain ; 
And fBtis that thy anCringa hvri made 
dear 

Than any will ^er be again. 
She would have fiiee once more, with the waate of 
thy woe, 
With fedings of fondneia and pride ; 
But, dnee th& is a thought die most ever IbKgo* 
She woold Joy to lay down by thy side. 


nien, thoogb all may forget thee, who onee in the 
glow 
Of thy fortone pressed roond with ddi|^; 
Thoagfa the grave be foifot where they saw tkea 
laid low. 
And bade tbee for ever good night ;— 
Tliat one who for titee eoud resign ey'rydtsam, 

Tliat from yontli and ambition arise, 
Wm stOl think on thee here, as her Ufe^dearsal 


And her beaeon of worlds in the sUes. 
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Mnderaro* 


ZEKIEL HOMESPUN'S TRIP TO TOWN. 

PoblUhed by PNston. 



r. J' n'j'j' i j.Nmir. nni^ 


Vzt a poor ccnm-tiy lad, as yoa tee by my drew: Tliat I'le YoriL-ihlre, mayhap, yovmay 


pret - ty wdl gvcM; My name's Ze - Idel Homeqpuiiy-^oa u know me now; It u 


lf'■r^ I L Ml J I iri.i g i. t i .J jinJj i 

not the iint time I have heremademy bow. T61 Idl de nd lol, de tqI lol, de rol 161. 


To London I comb'd upon bns'new, d'ye see, 
But contriv'd to make pleasnie and boi'nese agreei 
For when I gets bade wi' our chaps on the green, 
They'll be sore to be axing me what I ha' seen. 

Now, havfakg in town bat a short time to stay. 
Thinks I, wUe the sun shines I'd better make hay; 
So I az'd what the play were ?->They told me, by 

gum, 
*Twas sTsry fine tragedy, call'd ' Ibmmy Thunb.' 

In Yorkshire, I'd oft heard our knowing ones say, 
That a very good moral was leam'd from a play, 
And that trfi^;edy boasted of language so fine; 
So I thought that as how it might hdp me wi' mfaie. 

Wdl« the curtain drew up, and the first to iq^pear 


Were two gentlemen dress'd, to be sure, mortal 

queer: 
Says one,—* To the king this petition 111 shew ;' 
Then the other to him answerd, * Do, Doodle, do.' 

In next scene were the king and the quesn on thdr 

throne, 
To whom the petition was presently showni 
But King Artaur from Doodle indignantiy shrunk, 
* For,' says he, 'tis our pleasure this day to get 

So thinks I to myself, an* that's what you're about, 
There's ac wis'ness for me, sure, to see the play out * 
To my own native parts I will quiekly go down,— 
I can lean to get drunk there as well as in town. 


MM^\^^iAM«^^MA/W%/\M^^^% 


WHEN TIME STEALS OUR TEARS AWAT. 

Music and Words by T. Moore, Bsq. 



When Time, who steals our years a - way. Shall steal our plea-surcs too. 



mem'-ry of the past wiU stay, And half our joys 


J J'& J-M'^^MF^ 


re - new. Then, Chlo-e, when thy 




feel the win-try air, Re*mem«braaoe will 're 


^ beaa-ty's fiow'r Shall 


^B 


■ 3 d 



thoLa-lone west fair. Thpn talk no more of fa > tore gloom, Our joys shall al-ways 

f i J J'r rif fj) I'lJ'J'^ 



gild the past. 


For hope shall b»i|hten days to oome. 
And mem'ry gild the past 


last,— For hope shall brighten days to come. And mem'-ry 

Come, CUoe, AH the genial bowl-* 
I drinJ^ to lOTe and thee I 

'^ ''^I^ril??* *****y in sod,— But mark, at thought of f^Auce years, 

ThooltstiUbeytraagforme. When love shaluoee ' 

^^rS^I^SL^^^^f"^ My Chloe drops hsr tin 

WUcb sorrow leacvcs btund. q^, i©,^ lifeshall fleetl 

Hio' tears may sometimes mingle there, 
Tha draught wiU stiU be sweet 1 

Then fill the cop, ftc 


sorrow lescves behind.. 
Tlien fin the bowl 1 awmrwWi^oom! 
Our joy shall ahrays last ; 


its soul, 

h 
myfiiir. 


^J 


♦ . J., 
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WHEN BLUSTMNG WINDS AEE HEARD TO BLOW. 

Composed hf J. Blewitt. 


^^^- ffzj±^ t #^-T,i f > P I m 


When blust'ring windi are beard in blow, - And foam-ing for • ges rage be- 


^^^^^^m 



low, When thnn-der rat-Uea in the sky, And fierce the nim-Ue - - light* -nings fiy. 


^ t UrJ i r'tf ^ i r -^^^i;jig= g 


My ten-der bo - som beats with pain, For Wil-Uam on the rag - ing main, 



'J^ S /lF'C fJi^ ^ 


My ten-der bo -som beats with pain, For Wil-Uam on the rag -ing main. 

Though eovrage fills his manlT breast. 
Yet 1m, alas I may be distressed. 
For rocks and qolcksands may appear, 


To w^ck my joy, my only dear ;— 
My tender bosom beats with pain, 
For William on the raging main« 

Tet ProTidenee may crown his toU, 
To meet his Nancy with a smile. 
When safely be shall come on shore. 


Then all my trouble may be o'er ; 
Till then, alas 1 I must feel pain. 
For William on the raging main. 

Te wsfes propitious genfly sweep. 
Along the sorfnee of the deep, 
Te billows swift and kindly fiow. 
To ease my anxious bosom's woes ; 
Tin his return, I must fisel pain. 
For William on tiie raging main. 


^^^S*^^^^^^^>^^\^^^S*\f>^S 


WHEN FLOW'RS AGAIN THEIR DAY-LIGHT BLOOM. 

Music by Steibdt ; PMtry by J. A. Wade. 


OroMioto, 


y ii; i r pj J- 1 J ; .= J4=j=^ 



When fiow'rs a -gain their day-light bloom, dose in dew- y sleep; When moon-light 



Ji r w i^ 



shows tiie dis-tant dome, Glane-ing o'er the deep; When scarce is heard the er'-ning 


fr MrrLftirr.M i iM' 1 -^'^'' Jii 



tide. Soft murm'iing to the shore— Or e-cho of a leaf fbat sigh'd To breeie that 

m 


if'^rTirf rift i Hj i in f' 



fum'd it o'er: Then Loire will row my bark a-long. O'er the itar-ry sea; And 


J" I J llj J I III M || I 



then my well-known ires - per song Shall tweet -ly breathe for fiiee. 


But furewdl now,— the morning ray 

Rises o'er the deep ; 
If we ooidd make the moonUfllht ttay, 

How long tiie tun would sleep I 


O I ye s but now, unwetcome light. 
He makes thy window dose ; 

But lore, 'twill open soon, at night. 
When next the vi'let blows. 

And then I'll row, &c 


I 
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DANCE, BOATMAN, DANCE. 

As taa% by Henrr RnBaeLl. — Published in Davidson's cheap and uniform Edition of his ComtxMitions. 


i 


Spring is bloom-ing o -yer earth, Dis de time for Joy and mirth ; Dol-phins and 




^. 


por-poise wal-low in de brine, 


m 


p-i-fiM^h-i 


Idl - iy birds dng in de glad sun-shine : 


tu— f. I h -t-r^ 


Danee, boat - man, danee ; O I dance, boat-man, dance ; When stars bum bright. By the 



p 1 1 J J- J I ^-£ ^ 


lire-ty's light, TiU the ear-li*e8t dawn of de mom-ing. Boat-man dance, boat-man sing. 


ftp' ; ;i ; i- j-u=rf ^H r i / / r* ^ J' Jp ^ 


Boat-man he do eb-'ry ting. Re, row, a - way we go ; go-ing down de ri-ber on de 0-hi-o I 



' f. I c [. f I > i'jriJTjjnt p 


Re row, a • way we go, Go-ing down deri-veron de 0-hi-ol 


AWfghany mountains terrible high,— get at de top 

▼ou touch de Aj ; 
Merry 'neath dere shadow, sitting pn a log, boat- 
man dng and drink him erog. 
Drink, boatman, drink, — drink, boatman, drink; 
Drink all night wid a heart so light. 
But take care ob your head in de momin*. 
Boatman sing, boatman drink,—- daylight dawn, 
starlight wink. Re row, away we go, ftc 

Boatman he's de lady's man,— none can mako 

tub as de boatman can ; 
I neber saw a pretty gal in all my life, but she 

was nicked for de boatman's wife. 
Court, boatman, court,— court, boatman, court ; 


We court all nisht by de glow-worm's light, 
And are off to & church Ui de momin'. 
Boatman court, boatman tink, boatman dance, 
boatman drink. Re row, away we go, &c. 

In de log-hut Rosa stay, — tink ob her boatman 

fiur away ; 
Piccanninies plav about de floor, — ^p'raps ten or 
twelve on 'em, p'raps manv more. 
Lub, Rosa, life,-^luD boatman's wife ; 
Dream, young bride, him by your side. 
And weep when you wake in de momin'. 
Boatman bnve, boatman true ; boatman sot 
lub but you. Re row, away we go, oec. 


no 


i^^^^^^^^/^^»\»S^^/>^k^»/^'\/\ 


IN INFANCY OUR HOPES AND FEARS. 

f JHfaflilf. K I By Dr. Ame. .^ 



In in - fhn - cy our hopes and fears Were to each o - ther known. And 




win'd our hearts in oncb - - Has 


friend-ship, ^ our^ ri-per years, Has twin'd our hearts in one^ 


P^ 


td 



twia'd our hearts in one. 



01 dear him, then, from this of -fence; Thy 


^^ 


j.n J i 



^m 


lore, thy dn«t y pro ve ; Re - store him with 4iat in - no-oence which first in • 



^^ 


spir'd mv tove. 




rr: 
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Modirato. 


REST, WAJIRIOR, REST. 

Music hf BOdiad KeUy. 


itJ'lU'j'j' f.J'|J^^/J'J J' l 


He oomes from the wan, from the red field of figfat.— -He eomes 



Mrn ^ \ nn0 


itonaeadtfae 




dark-neie of night; For rest and for re-foge now frdn to im-plore, Hie war-rior bends 

J'ii tin^r I i | T. J'i rMc ^ J^ 


low at the oot -ta-ger'sdoor: File, pale, pale is 


his cheek, there's a 



gash on his brow I His locks o*er his shonl-ders dis - tract-ed - ly flow ! And the 



heart shoots by flts firom his eye. Like a lan-goiah-ing lamp that just 



flash - es to die. Rest, war - rior, rest ! Rest, war • rior, restj 

Sank in silence and sleep in tlie cottager's bed, O I then Hope's fond dreams chase the battles array. 
Oblivion shall visit the war-weary hMd ; And sweetLove to his home gnides the wairior's way.; 

Perchance he may dream, bat the vision shall teD. All the calm joys of peace to his head shall yidd rest: 
Of his lady love's bow'r. and her latest farewell . Ah I warrior, wake not, sach domber is bless'd. 

Rest, wanior, rest, &c« 


«/\'\/x/\/>/>/\<\/\/s/>^^AM/\/\^ 


MT MOTHER BIDS ME BIND MT HAUL 

Mosic by Haydiu 
AU$gr€ti0 


^^i g i f^ JU j:;] J' l 



My mo - thttr bids me Und my hair WiXh, bands of ro - sy boe, ' lb 


My mo - tMT mas me una my 

^f^ J J' l JJ JT)^ 



ap my sleeves with rib-bons rarep And lace my bod-dice bine ; 


Heap my 


f. c^fiJ l.n ^u W I fi ll ^ ^ 


with rib -bona ran, And lace, and lace my bod -dice bloc. 



why,' die cries, * at still aadweep, While others dance and play ?* A-las ! I scarce can 


go or creep, IHiOe Lop bin is a - wayl A-lsst I scaroecan go or creep. While 

/>& g i.^ k^ k I .^ I ^ ! I O 



if ^diJiptJiJ^rfd^n 


La-Ua is • -wayl WhAs Lu*>bfai is a -way, is a. way, is a -way I 

>Tis sad to think the days are gone. And while I spin my flaxen thi«i4» 

When those we love were near : And sing my simple lay, 

I dt upon this mossy stone, The viUage seems asleep or dead, 


sigh when none can hear t 


Now Lobin is awar. 
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THE LOVER'S LUTE. 

Irish Melody, to the Air, ' The Minstrel Boy.' 




Hot lo-ver^i hite, that so often woke With thrill - ing tones to hail her, 



Bm-flu's eyes im - tan'dandhroke,And it tiim*d her pale cheek pa - ler. 



< Harp of love!' aha soft - ly sigh*d, ' Thy mas - ter Ught-ly iUes thee; His 


heartbeats high to war - like pride, Mine on-ly Uyes to prise thee.' 

But yet again, as so oft before, And sang^' How wdl is he repaid. 

She heud ita notes so tender ; Who, from toil of war retonung, 

When her warrior-yonth retnm'd once more. Beholds in eyes like thine, sweet iaaid« 

His eoantry's bert defender ; Lore's brightest wannest welcome ovmlngl 


^itdtaU&m 


PEACEFUL SLUMB'RING ON THE OCEAN. 

Composed by Storace. 


^i rtt^ c Jc N J'P^ir[ no'f n 


Peaoe-ftd^shim - b'ring on the 6-oeaB| Sea -men flear no dan - ger nigh,— The 


Ip Ci'LJf O ^ 



wind and wsvesy in gaa*tle motion, Soothe them with tneir Inl-la- bys Lnl-ln-byy 



hd-huby, hd-la-by, 


Is tte wind tempeatnoas blowing, 
StOl no danger they descry ; 


^^M^ f- i C;J'JJ'iJ^rJ: i i 

,lnl.la*by; Soothe them with their fad -la -by, fad-la -by. 


The gnflekss heart, Its boon bestowing, 
Soothes them with its lullaby — 

LoUaby, mUaiiy, &e« 


ERE AROUND THE HUGE OAK. 

Composed by Shield. 



Eie a-«mnd the huge oak^ that o'er- sha-dows yon miUy The ftmd i-Tjrhaddar'd toea- 


S^^ J . ^ J'. J' I : J. J. r ^ li I J' J' J- J 


twine; Ere thacfaorchwaa a m • in that nods on the hill« or 




..i,r|f7 .\ni iii^E 


rook built his nest on the pine. Or the rookbnilt his nest on the pine. 

Covld I trace back the time to a far distant date, He, dying, beqoeath'd to his son a good name, 

Since my ftxre&thers toil'd in the field ; Whi<^ unsimied descended to me ; [shame, 

I Aad the fium I now hold on your honour's estate. For my child I've preserr'd it, nnblemishM with 

I Is tiie same whieh my grandfather tJli'd. And it still firmn a soot shall go firee. i 


'.i 


S4 


DAVIDSON'S' UNIYERSAL MELODIST. 


LOVE'S RITORNELLA. 

Words bjr J. R. Flaiicli£ ; Hiuie by T. Cooke. — PubUiliad bf Chq^pdL 



ii-|J'Jit P i e J' Ur ^ i i^'J' i t c ^ 


Gen-tle Zi - id -la, 


'wbi-tlMr a - imy? Love'iBl-tor - nel - la. 


if[. I ^N M ^J'^ i r' J* J' l ^ ' J' l I H 


list, ^rUla I play.* 


i» : J' J'l f ;■ , ^^ 


'Nol I bars Un-ger'd too long on tiie load,^ 


jNl^ M6I 


Night is ad-Tane-ing, Tlhe Bri-gaiid*s a - broad ; Lone-ly Q-tsl-la hath 

fcs=t 


if' r ' ri |- " i j "N[ r " ir ' ^ P=^ 


too mueh to fisar ; 


Lore's Ri - tor - nel - la 


she may not hear.* 


* Charming ZiteUa, ^»hy shoold'st thoa care? 
Night is not darker than thy raven hair ; 
And those bright eres if the Bricand should see, 
ThoQ art the roboer, the eapt^e is he.* 

Gentle SUteHa, banish thy fear ; 

Jiove*s Ritomdlatairy and hear.* 


' Simple Zitella, beware I oh I beware 1 

List ye no dit( 

To yoor light footsteps let tenor' add wings 


List ye no dittv, grant ye no prayer 1 
TisMassaroni himself iHio now aing»— 


Gentle ZiteUa, banish thy fear ; 
Lore's Ritomella tarry and hear.* 


TO THE DAISY. 

To tbe Musle of *Ahl tcHo a mi Ritoma,* fai BdUnTs Opera of Norma ; by George Sotiie, BJL* 

PabliahedbyDaTidBOQ. 

*ABegro, 



Pals Dai-sy, gentlest flower That grows in mead or bow - er, Or wel 


A-pffl 



When coe - koos load - ly dng; Thy modest ftoim 


• dis- 



• see More grace than lord 


ly ro - . sea, Or vi*o-kt 



that TC»po •see Up • • 


of spring, - 



jsp 


breast of spring. 


R e pi ne not, genua daisy. 
That none are found to praise fiiee. 
Or flrom thy lowness raise thee^ 
Far longer is thy time ; 


While roee and toBps ii^ag, 
To am'roos breeaes sighing. 
Are pnllM, and, oh ! an^fbag, 
Au in thdr early prime. 
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B.^ X^MlrfhiH^ 


THE GREEN BUSHES. 

Am Old Irish Melody, m taiigbjMn. FltswiUiam in the popular Dnma. — PnUkhed by Daildioft. 
Andamie Moderato. 



1 wM a walk-ing one moin • ing hi May, To hear the Urds 


J-f r r f JV' F'F 



■he, Down by the green boah-es, where she chanc'd to meet me. 


' O ! why are yoa loiterincr here, pretty maid ? ' 

* I'm waning for my true lore,' sofkly she said ; — 

* Shall I be your true lore, and will yon agree 
To laY« yov own true loye and folly with me ? ' 

' T'U gire yon fine bavetB, and fine lilken niwns,— 
1*11 ghre yon smart petticoats, fionne'd to the 

gnMmd; — 
1*11 Myyoa fine jewels, and live but for thee, 
If jtmlL Isve yow own true lore, and folly witii me ? 

' I want none of your barers, nor fine silks or 

hoee*— 
Vor I'm not so poor as to mazry for dothes ; 


But if yoall be constant and true unto me, 
111 lave my own true love, and marry with thee* 

' Come, let ns be going, Und Sir, if you please 
O r let us be g^uitf firom under tiiese trees ; 
For yonder is oonung my tme love, I see, 
Down by the green bashes, where he thinks ta 
meet me.' 


And when he came there and foond she was gone» 
He look'd very sheepish, and cried qolte fbriom,— 
' She's gone with another, and fSorsaken me. 
And left the green boshes, when she vow'd to 
meet me.' 


^WS^A^M/N/^^^^A/WM/>/\^ 


DANDY JIM OF CAROLINE. 

Am song by Henry ftossell.— Published in Davidson*s cheap and uniform Edition of his Componttons. 



hc o lJ' J^ ^^- ^ 


I heard tAd. mas - sa say of late. South Ca- ro - li - na was de state "Where a 


^-Hi-' O^'t r-£4-f'-g c : \ -i-r^^^ 


lab - ly nig-gcrll cut a shine. Like Dan - dy Jim ob Ca - ro - line : **> Tes, my old 

-}' J' J' J' J' J: 



told me so, *Tou'mde hand «som. est Nig-gcr in 



coon-try, O I' 


i^f Mg l J'f I I gif-'M-c l J J'J'Jl- 


look in de glass, it's tme I fine: None like Dan-dy Jim ob Ca-ro-linel 


I dreas myself in de long tail bhie. 
As wdl-bred Nigger gemmen do; 
My hat vrhat 'em call de Ullyshaller— 
Creation couldn't find its fUler. 
I'm sore de hatter told me so, 

HAnd de deuce is in it if he didn't know. 
De jigriinff gals cry, ' How divine 
I Is Daa^y Jim ob Caroline !' 

My pantaloon's a tartan check, 

A yatler foglcum round my neck ; — 

In my patent boots Peg see her face, 

And was foirty rooted to de place. 

Indeed, Miss Pwgy told me so, 

Dere wasn't such a bed in de country, oh I 

S»^ she, ' I'm year's, if ][ou am mine, 

Dear Dandy Jim ob Caroline.' 


White beauty's but skin-deep alone, 
De nigger's go right thro' to debone; 
She's as lubly bluk as you can find. 
And her heel sticks out a foot behind i 
Far de shoemaker told me so, — 
She*8 eighteen inches from de bed to de toOy 
She's form'd bv Nature to be tUne, 
Great Dandy Jim from Caroline. 

I marry her, and soon shall see 

Elegant lads d'imag«? ob me ; 

De gals shall show, in form and fltoa» 

Mammy's beauty— daddy's grace,—" 

My expectation teD me so. 

We'll hab foor and twenty little nigs all In acowf 

Boys and nla almost diione. 

Like Dan^ Jim ob Caroline. 


\ 
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THE TEAB. 

The Poetiy bf Lord Bjnm; the Mode by G. J. Oodian. 



' I I II 1 1 Ml' ^^ 


Whea fifend-ship or love our flym-pa-tbks Move, Whoi truth in a gUmoe thonld ap - 



n rJ'' ^ Ji ^- > J' 



pear, The l^s may beguile with a dim-pie oramile, Bntthe test of af-fbelion'e a 




Too oft is a smile hut the hy-po-crHe's wilei To mask de-tes-ta-tion or 


;- ; i r'r.rrn; f KrJuJJi 


ftars Gttve me the soft sigh, whilst the sool-tdliiig eye Is dimm*d f6r a time with a tear, a 


tear, a tsar, a tear 


• Is dimmMfor a time with a tear. 


When my sool wings her Higfat to the region of night, May no marble bestow the tplendoor of woe, 
And my corse slbAll remain on its bier, which the children of vanity rear ; 

Asye pass by the tomb where my ashes eonsnme, No fiction of fisme shall blazon my name*— 
Of moisten their dnst with a tear. AllI ask, aUI wish, isateari 


HELEN. 

Irish Melody by Lsman Rede, to the Air of Moore's ' Meeting of the Waters.' 
Sektntmdo. 


|w i ['g''J'H'ij-JJJ ge i f. r. ^ 


ea« va-Ber gal-lop'd in haste o*er the glade, And his steed and his 



master were gai -ly ar - ray'd. And bright was his fnna, and bUIhe was his air ; In his 


^.^ V'B J'J' j' j'f Tti^f4 f i fc J'J' n ij-i^ ^ 


hat was seen flow4ng tiie gift of his fair, In his hatwas seen ilow-ing the gift of his fhir. 


|i 


And Helen look'd ontfrom her window that night, 
And he wav'd lus gay plumes, when the maid was 

in sight ; 
Qap^ng spurs to his steed, swiftly onward he 

press'd,— 
In a moment he fdded the fUr to his breast. 

And lip meeting lip, there as mntely they chmg. 
Their eyes glowing raptare, spoke more than tae 

tongue; 
WUle her breath panting quickly, in sighs only 

spoke 
the eehoes of raptors hit presence awoke* 


The morning beam'd brightly, tiie cavalier's 

steed 
Flew lightly along o*er the dew-spangled mead ; 
But never again came that knight, and no more 
Wears the maiden the smile which that ev'ning 
ahewore. 

She vreeps not, but looks from her lattice ad 

day. 
On the roiMl where the cavalier wended Us way ; 
In vain her heart throbs, or her bosom may 

bam,""~ 
That knight and those bBsssa wA aevar ntera t 
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NO MORE SHALL I SEEK IN THE RED FIFT.D OF DANGER. 

Uah Mdodr— Tb gone and ibr ercr. 


J' Ni 1 ii CjLin ^u Qj ^ 



No more shiU I seek, in the nd i&eLd of danger. The phan-tom of hononr, the 



iMipes that be- tray: I iffll roam like a pu-grim, and aik of tile itraager Hie 



eroft and the eap that wiU serve for the day. IVir how hare I ftfond aU my 




darings re-eorded ? And how have my Ufo-wonnds and Urn been re-ward-ed ? And where is tliat 


"tj-^J'J' i J-Jj'j'j./^-^^ii- 


one who, had she bnt ap - pland-ed, Had hrigliten'd in^gra-tl - tilde's drear - i- est way ? 


That dmsen of aU— that best beam of my glorv, 

Whoprondsedtoli^t me to heaven's own shrine, 
Haa thrown the ilrst Uigbt on the dawn of my 
stofj. 
And withered the wreath that she tangbt me to 
twine* 


No matter I when years shall have sadden'd her 

ndiits, 

Ana tanght her how fUse is the flatterer's breathy 

Sad/desorted, dedfaiing, shell think of my merit»« 

She'n seek me, perhaps — she most seek me in 

death! 


OhlTainwaathehopethatsheldndledsobrightt>, &he will 8Bk--they win tell lur, idien hope ihnn 
'miathestsrstiiatwateh'doverme life parted, 

She his east off the chain that bat fttter*d ler IVn, sDent and lone, I wait forth broken-hMuted, 


■Igfatiyt 
IS easi 

Ml' 


life parted, 
One heart-borst 


1, and 


[started; 
bandog tear 


its wcigirt and Its ehOliieas on me. 


Tb seek some kme spot that miglit serve-for a 
grate. 


/v^/v^/w^/^/v^/^/^/w^/>^^^ 


NE'ER ASK WHERE RADIANT SUMMER FLIES. 

The Words by W. Dodsworth, Esq ; the Mns&e by James Ions.— PoUished by Davidson. 



] ] |ji ifi J.j -i J | J ^^ 



Ne'er ask where radiant Snm-mer flies. When win - try tempests cVmdtheskies : Un- 


;'d.1he va-aons may depart. For lova makes sommer, makes sqm-mer in my heart. 


^r^j gifjJr^ ^ 



Ask me not where tho son-beam goes, When fhdes its los-tre from tlie rose: • 



V^ 


Bo-ses and son-light fhr more bright In thy sweet ftce for me - n - nite. 

Ask me not why unheeded sing Nor ask why lovers deem tiie hoe 

The linnets in the langUng sprins : Of maidens' eyes is deepest Une t 

Love's syren notes mine ears enSain, To mortal men from Jove was given 

And thns the warUers pipe in vain. To bask in light derived from heav^L 


rr^ 
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THE LASS O* GOWRIE. 


Andante. 


^ I j j i j;J>J'J ;g if ^ .j';^ | r ; g-T Tt^^ ^ 


'Twai onaahn-mer's af-ternoon, A wi*be-lbretbesanga'eddown,My laa - sie wi' a 



braw new gown Cam o*er fhe hiU to Gofr-ite. Hie rote-lradf ting'd wi' mom-ing show'r, Bloom'd 


#H^^i r, r T it I fp r. 1 1 c f. fi 


freihwith-infhetiin-nlebow'r, But Ma-rj 

I had na thonght to do her wrang, 
But round her waist my am I ilang. 
And said, * My lassie, will ye sang 

To Tiew the Carse o' Gowne ?— 
I*U tak ye to my fiather>8 haS 
la ^n green ildd beside the 8ha% 
And nude ye lady o' them a', 

The brawett wife in Gowrie. 



the ftlr-est flow'r That e-yer bloomM in Gow-rie. 

Saft kisses on her Ups I laid— 
The bhish upon her cheek soon spread- 
She whisper d modestly and laid, 

* I'U ffang wi' ye to Gowrie.' 
The aula fous soon ga*ed their conseoty 
And to Mess John we qnickly went, 
Wha tied as to oar hearts' content ;— 

And now she's Lady Gowrie. 


A MAN'S A MAN FOR A' THAT. 

The Words by Bobert Bums.— Pobliihed by Davidson. 


|¥.i, f I ;: J* 7 ]■> ;■ ^. p 



What tho' on hamely five we dine, Wear hodden gray an* a' that, Gie foob tber s^, and 


i|t:; ^[,ir^J'J'JJ'frJc3^tra^ f 


*e 


their wine,— A man's a man iat a' that ; For a' that, an' a' that. Their 



tin -sel show, an' a' that; An honest man, tho' ne'er so poor. Is chief 6* men, Idt a' that. 

Wha wad for honest poverty Te see yon birlde, ca'd a lord, A king can mak a belted knight, 
Hangdown thebrheaaB,an'a' that, Wha strnts and stares, anda' that; A maraois, duke, an' a' tliat. 
The coward slave we pass him by,Tho'hundreds wonhip at his word,Bat an honest man's above his might; 
And dare be poor fbr a' that. He's but aeoof, for a^ tiiat, • Gnid ihith 1 he manna &' that; 
For a' that, an' a' that, For a' that, an' a' that, For a' that, aa' a' that. 

Oar toDs obsenre, an* a' that : His ribboa, star, an' a' that : Their dignities, an' a' that t 
Iherankisbattheninea'sstampillie man of independent mind The pith o' sense, and pride o' worth, 
The man's the gowd, for a* that. He looks an* langlis at a'that Are mglur ranks than a' ^at. 


MT HEART IS SAIR. 



r i;.J'J'<J^ i J;]'J^f, i r ^ 


My heart is uir. I dare na teU,— My heart is uir fbr aomebo-dy I 1 I ooald wake a 


^'JiHflJ'nnry j i f'J'iirrF i f^ ^^ 


win-ter night. A' for the saks o' aone-bo-dy I O I hon fbr soaie-ho^, 1 hey fbr 



tL^u-U]-J:,^ m 


iome*bo*dyl I could range the worid a-ioond, For the sake o' 80Bie*bo»dy« 

Te powers that smOe on virtooQt lova, Fra iUta dyger keep him ftrw^^ 

- - ^ And send me safe^my somebody. 

O t hon, for somebody, &«• 


epowhrs 

OlSWM 


Bweetty smile on somdiody $ 


ac 


V > 
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1 


,AUegrttt9. 


WHY ASKS MY FAIR ONE? 

Canxonet, by Haydn. 


ftrif r J JirPfiu ^ h Linrn.iii ff^p tT 


Why asks my fair one Sf I love? Why, why, wby asks my fUr one tf I tore? Those 


eyes so piere • ing bright Can cr - ry doabt of mt remove, And need no o - ther 


^,' jj II fj^j; ir I f' m f^ r f r ^ I r ^ ^^ 


light, And need no o - ther light, And need no o > ther light. Those 


^'g ^' J c t#^ f. I :j ^' ^^ ic Iff 




^qcif-Htetf^ ^ 


play*d the eonq*-ror's party And I 

^h.niT) f. i^ 


And I no more wn free, iuid I no more was 


E^E 


free: E'er since they play'd tiie oonq'ror s part. 




And I no more was free, And 


:im^ \Q: '^i' \ m ( U'n^ \ in 


I no more was ft«e,And I no morewv free, And I no more was fr«a. 


. ^Allegro, 


DESPAIR. 

Cansonet, by Haydn. 



d^ r I J'. JO ^iLr- ;■ ;■ f i ^ f. r 


aa'goiah of my burst - ing heart TQl now my tongue hath ne'er be-tray'd. 


ff* J- r n J. J' r Vi rp^ i ^^^T^T^^-' ^"^ 

TUl now my tongoe hath ne'er be - tray'd ; ue - spair at length re - 



^ I 't : J H J^ J' j' h^^^'^^'t J'^^ i 


Teals the smart, Des - pair at length re-veals the smart, 



No time ean 


*■ r i Ji r r m ^ h^ i-ct t^ 


Des-pair at 



length re-veals the smart, No time can core, no hope can 


If f sorrows verging to the grave, Give to voor kind compassion way, 

shaJl pain thy gentle breast; Nor cneck the tears by pity shed. 


aid. 


rio more 
TUnk death gives freedom to the slave 
Nor moom for me whoi I'm at rest. 

Tet. if at eve yon chance to stray 
WhsM silent deeps the peaeeAil deadf 


Whene'er the predous dew-drop fUls 
I ne'er can know, I ne'er can see ; 

And, if sad ttionght my fate recalls, 
A sigh may rise nnheard briM- 


\ 
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MY AIN FIBESIDE. 


fill i ng J'-J'J^ i t^^rtJ i f-fr^^ 


O I I hae leai gNUtoneSt and sat Ingraat ba's, Mang lords and mang la - dies, a* 



oo-Tcr'd wi' brews; But a al^^ aae de-light -fti\ I trow, I ne'er spied, As the 


f r-F t ^'■^^' ^-^ ^ ^ J'l^ g - 1 ^^ 


bon-nie Uitbe bUnk o' my ain fire -side, Mj ain fire - side, my 


f LJ t r M il u ^'-^'^1 1 u = M 


ain fire - side, As the bon - nie Uitiie blink o* asy ain fire - side. 

Aneenudr, Hesfenbeprais'dlroiindinyainheait- Nae fUsdiood to dread, nae malice to fear, 

some in^. Bat tmth to delight me, and kindness to dieer ; 

1^ tbb friends o' my yonth I eordUly minflle ; O' a* roads to pleasure ttat ever were tried, 

Nae force nownpon bm, to seem wae or glsid,— There's naae half so sore as ane*s ain fireside.— 
I BsaylaMfbwIien I'mmerry, andsigh when Fmsad. My ain fireside, my ain fireside, 

Ify afai firesiAB, my ain fireside, Ot sweet is the blink o' my ain finside. 

C • tiraet is the blink o* my ain fireside. 

MY BOSOM FLOWER. 

Original Seottish Song { the Mtnie by James Pearman.— PuUiahed by Daivldsoiu 



In my wee Im' there biooms a fiowor, An' tho' the gar •den rose is 



&', It ne • Tsr tinea Us seent - ed bios • som ; Thrcvgh torn • Bur's 


J I I i ti' i t n I Mf 


laia or win-tar's snaw, It breraes its fra-graaee in my bo - 


I tend my fiow'rwP canny eare,— 

It wants nae mabthan km an' duty 
TV> shield its bods andblaimns foir, 

Vtr, O I nagieet woald bUffht its bcant/. 
And woald ye ken this matenlfs flower, 

Its Jnst my ain nnchanglng Mary, 
Wha mak's my hame a bonny bower. 

Where peaoe and lore ddight to tarry. 


It is not in the bloomlttg cheek 

Tliat time win change, and ysan Bunm witter s 
Nor in the witching e^e yell seek 

To match my flower wi' ony ither : 
Bvt O I if s in tte deep, deep heart,— 

Ibe bonny bloom th^ changes never i 
The ties that death alone ean part, 

The love that tfane nor tUa can 
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BRIAN boko:. 

Hie irards arriKged ezpicaily ftir this irork, to aa Ubh Melody, ' Garry Owen.* 



1 Kil - mnr • ry M'-Ma-hon's a place yoa would Uess, Where whis - key ooeti 



no-tfaiiig, ud Imt-ter-milk less; And it's near to that saiMe Is a neat lit-tle spot, Where wuf 



gran-fiutlier's gnnd-lk*ther dwdt in his eot; WEose chU - dren, from Den -nls to 



Te-«cnoe and Put, Eadi atodk up ft peg for a tn-^-ler's bat. For 'twas land of their 



own, iriiere tiie m 


tert grew, Andfliey 


In oar garden, to dMnn both the ere and the nose. 
Nature always seemed dressed in her holyday 
dodies; [brew'd. 

And, so sweet was tiie smell of the whukey we 
That s pig in the porioor would sometimes intrade 1 
nkeB, at the Asshces, Vwt ta'en np a broom. 
To leather a eow from tiie eoanseuor's room ; 
For we let off a chamber, as other folks do. 
Who may not be descended from Brian Born. 


an were des • eend -ed from Bri-an Bo-m. 


But sweetest of all was that beantUU maid. 
At the door of whose cabin I're oft left my spade 
Vtom the window sbe'd peep, like a alTftuy elf, 
G^jing— * Mister Kihrooney, get out wid jfoorself ! 
If yon stop tm I open the widcet, my dear, 
I'll be making a noise whieh nobody can hear r 


Then I always behared as all gentlemen do. 
Who, Mka me, asadcsesadad fawn Brian Bern. 


THE BETTER LAND. 

FaUlshad by Z. T. Poday. 



bear tbee speak of the bet - ter land,— Thon call*st It, cUl-dren, a 


KAJ'JjJ/g-M 



there, not tiierel my child I— • not there. 


not therel my 


cUDTi' 


'Is it where the feailiery palm-trees rise, ^Bye hatk not seen it, my gentle bey ; 

BOfiO 


And tiie date grows ripe vnder snnny skies ? 
Or mUst the green Islands of {^ttermg seas, 


When ikagrant forests perfume ^e breese. 
And strange bright Urds on their starry ^ ' 
^eridi boes of all g^orkms things ?' 


f 


bright Urds on thdr starry wings 
kboesf - - J - 

' Not there, not there I my child I 


Ear hath not heard its deep songs of joyi 
Dreams cannot picture a worid so fiir,— 
Sorrow and death Bsay not enter thme I 
Time may not breathe on Its fliddess Uoom;— 
Vn beyond the doods, and beyond the tomb-« 

It is there, it Is there 1 iQ¥ child t > 

> ^l 
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THE SPIDER AND THE FLY. 


-- V 


MotW^on* 



c c c N J' -ri 


'Wmyim walk in -to my par -kmr?* nid a ipl - der to a fly. "Tb the 



pret-tiest lit- tie par-loor tliat e-Tcr yoa did spy; Yoa'^e on-ly got to 


I'lN I [|, I, f^ l l j 

pop your head with - m side of tte door, 



Toall see so ma-ny ca-rkras things yea 



I ilj ilj J J fij M 'I ' jjl 


ne-Tcr saw be • fore I 


^ 


¥nil yon, willyon, will yon, will yon, walk in, pret-ty 


•r 


1 n Ui ! N; i i TTjx 


Will yon, will yon, will yen, will yon« walk in, pret-ty fly?' 


* Wm yon grant me one sweet Uss ?' said the spider 

to the fly,— 
To taste your charming Ups, INe a cn-ri-o-si-ty.' 
Said tlie fly,' If onee onr lips did meet, a wager I 

wonldlay. 
Of ten to one, yon wQidd not after let themoome 

awny.* YHSL yen, win yon ? &e. 

' If yen won't Uas, win yon shake hands ?' said the 
spider to the fly, _ [sigh?' 

' Bcftire yon lewe me to nysdf, to sorow and to 

Sajrs the fly, * There's nothing handsome nnto yon 
belongs,— 

t deelaxe yon shonld npt tonehmewithapalrof 
tongs/ WDl yon, win yon? te. 

' 'What handsome wings yon'TS got,' said the spider 

to the fly;— 
' If I had snch a pair, I in the air would fly I — 


* Us nsdess nD my wishing, and only idle talk ; 
Ton ean fly up in the air, whfle I'm obliged to widk*' 

WUl you, win yon? die. 

' For the last time now I ask yon, win yon walk in, 
pretty fly ?' by.' 

' No, if I do, may I be shot — I'm off, so now good 

Tlien up he sprinn— but both his wings were in the 
web eanght nut; jjon sale at last' 

Hie spider Irai^'d, * Ha, hal my boy, I've eang^ 

Wni yon, win yon? die. 

' And pray how are yen now ?' said the spider to 
the fly,— [buy 

' Yon foots win nerer wisdom get, unless you dearly 
TlsTsnity that ever nmkes repenti^ee come toolate^ 
And yon who into cobwebs run surely deserve yonr 
ntsi' Wmfon, win yon ? dEC. 



Now, an young men, take wam-ing by this fool-ish lit-tle, ttt-tle, ttt-tle, Ut-tla 



- der that to catch yon Ihst wfll try ; And al- 



n.J'f r ^ i J^JiJ' ^ 


though yon may be think -ing that ad - lioe is quite a bore, You're lost if you stand 





j 'i 'M l j I I J i 


par-ley&ing out- side of plea-sure's door. ¥nnyon,wffl yon, wlU you, wiU you 

o fc. ^ /?^ o 


It 


walk ont« Mis - ter fly ? Wfll yon, wffl yon. wffl you, wffl you wa& out, pret - ty fly ?' 
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MAID MARIAN'S SONG. 

Poetry I17 George Soane» A^. ; Music by Edward J. Loder.— Pabliahfld hj Davidson. 
Andantino 0m moto, ^^ a tempo, ^ 




YHieredoefl the dew stream clear - est flow? At the foot of some lone hill; Gushing, 


il'" r . J'J i i Q 



hob-bung, at its will, All 'twixt banlcs of lire-liest green, On - ly by the wan*d'rer 

^ AlUgrttto Chrtudoto., 


I^' f f , T I r. J i^ii^ jB 



seen, Or the child who eha-ses there Snm-mer in - sects thro' the air. Then, far from 



Ntrn i f f. i ff fir' i rfr.|j luj- i ^sa 


me the d-ty be,— The wood imy home, still let me roam; Then far from me the d - t|f 

fp_ _ _ /■ Dim. e RUard, 


#Y r.i t J n r ^ 1 C r c^^i^f f ^fHf^ ^ 


I 


be, — The wood my home,Still let me roam, let me roam, let me roam. In freedom *neath 
^ a tempo, T ad lib, ^^ 


Z 



^rnr nrrfifiT^ 


greenwood tree ; Let me roam, lee me roam in ft«e-dom 'neath the green - - wood tree* 


Where does the fresh wind freshest blow? 

On the mountain, he whose head 

To the blast uncorered 
Seems to lore and woo the storm. 


Sporting with his nigged form. 
Or upon tlie flowing mead. 
Where the flodcs unnoted feed ? 

Ilien far from me, &c» 


WALK ALONG, JOHN. 

Negro Mdody by Henry RnsselL—Published in Dayidson's uniform Edition of his Composttbns* 



John-nyBrodc from Chidca- law, De strang-est chap I eb .• er saw, Pnthis coat on »- 


#4 M P.^ ^P 



five his aliirt, I de-dare, 'Cos he had no shirt to wear.^So wallc a- long, John, 


•n \Mn V\\-i ~^~^ Y ¥^^^ j Wfm 


walk along, John, walic along, John, aD thro' de town; Walk a-long, John, all thro' de town. 


I 


Boss ga:?e him oats to feed de boss. 
He eat *em hissdf, and massa cross : — 
'What Dobbin had >* said Boss,—' Yon flat I 
Noting at all, and not quite dat !' 

Walk along, John, &e. 

Boas going out to a place of note, 
Orders John to beat nis coat ; 
What yon tink John do dat ndnit? 
B«Mts de coat wid de massa in it. 

Walk along, John, &c. 

Inlkn. took turnips to feed de sheep, 
Bvt gib 'em faistead green 'bacca-leaf :— 


< What YOU do wid turnips, hungry g^tfeon?* 
' Keep em till I get some mutton I' 

Walk along, John, &e. 

Johnny lay on de raihroad track, 

De engine come slap on his back ; 

John didn't cry, nor wince, nor whine, 

But cried, * Do dat again, yonll hurt my spine V 

Boss gave John a pound ob tea, 
A sort ob stnifhe nebber did see; 
Johnny couldn't make tea by any means, 
But put it in de pot, and boird it like green I 

Walk along, Jobut &»• 
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GREEN GROW THE RASHES, O > 

The Word* b; Bom. 



Ihere'inraghtbateaTCOii er-'iylian', In er-'iyboiir that pas-sea, 1 What stg-ni-lles the 


^' f J'j'a jij-^:j' i ij.j I I rf/Mffr i f ^ 


life o* many An' 'twerenot for tht las-se*i OI Gieen grow tlie rashes, O ! Greengrow the 


^>Ff,f.<E i r/^r. r. I ^^li^^^^f^ 


rashea, 01 The sweetest hours that e'er 

The warlj race may riches chasey 
An' ridies still may fly them, O I 

An' thov^ at last they catch them fhst, 
'Their hearts ean ne'er enjoy them, O 1 

Green grow, &c« 

Gie me a canny hour at e'en, 

My arms about my dearie, 1 
An' warlv cares, an' warW men. 

If V a' gang tapsalteirie, 1 

Green grow, &o. 


I spent Were spent amang the las-ses, O I 

For yon sae donee, ye sneer 4tt this, 
Ye're nangfat but senasless asses, O t 

Hie wisest man the warld e'er saw. 
He dearly lo'ed the lasses, O ! 

Green grow, &e. 

Anld Nature swears, the lorely dean 
Her noblest worics she classes, O I 

Her 'prentioe han' she tried on man. 
An' then she made the lasses, 1 

Green grow, &c* 



O! SCOTLAND, MY COUNTRY. 

Music by John Davy. 
llsgrwtto. 



OI Scot-land, my ooun-try, 



rJlJ J J 1 . 1 Jj ^^ 



air sae dear, udL your moun-tains sae blue: All lands I 


tra - Tell'd 



to 


P'\ f'Ji^' J jti 


me are the same. But the land 


> 


my 


m 


Trn-n 


bfarth, and the land of my hame : To E - gypt fiure - well. And her 




sae biyre, Where fell 


A • ber - crom - Ue, the {vMe of the 


1 Scot - land, 


^iW^ i j J J i - p g 


my eoun-try, his loss ye mun mourn— 


^^ 


S 


And the lads that gang'd wi' him, nae mair to re • tarn. 

Oh I ndther, dear mither, wi' joy wilt thou greet, Come, laade, gi' on singing, de'd tak the wars, 

Whenflrst thy anld een thy poor Sandy shall meet ; Behold thy ain lad coom'd wi' siller and scars ; 

And Nannie, dear lassie, thy blushes will rise, Naof ht has tempted thy soser lus loye to resign. 

When I pess thy soft breast as you sink in And his love and his siliert Sear lassie, are thine I 
•aiprue. 
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COME, MY FRIENDS. 

A Baccbanalian Song, to tlie Mntle of * The Druids' March ' in Norma, by BeUini ; fhe Worda bj 

6. Soane, B JL.— PabUsbed by Dairidaon. 
AOtgretto. 


cXifVij frienda, let*a be mer-ry to-nigbt 



frienda, let*a be mer-ry to-iiigbt;^!!^^ can aay whatinll chance to- 


y .1 J J'. I I J ■ J- jJVJ44t^ 

morrow? Let vs feaat tiUlight On oar mirth iabri^t: 


iu f4 4-ja 4 


There will be time e 



^.MW4 




noagh for care; There will be time e - nongh for sor-row, "When the 



son bieaka the ^rm- pours of air. TDl it eomes, from thenig&t wewiU 



fair. Fill then, dl, and ilU 


bor-row AS her stars, and her moon so 



heahhto onr fHcndi ■ hip 1 hnr-rahl Here's a health to the foir ones~ Hna-xa! 

May we meet when this day comes agafai, S^ ^l'^*^' '^.IfSL'f*^'*^ u 

iS5^ !7«*«i»nW. ^^^^Jr^' May have plongh'd deep its cares on oar brow j 

?? "S^JSL^ • T^f ' -I- Yet again, in oor festal bower, 

^ "?^ S^LSSi&TSwJ^^J? * ^ fofgt* and be bLc»s'd as now. 

JJ|^ of heart as the bird on bough. " FW then, aU* &c. 


^Si/V\^%/S« .^%/\A# «>/>/\4%/\/«/\/\ 


O I WHAT A CHARMING FELLOW. 


^M i i ff rcji^'^ ^ 


Ol what caie I for 



mam or 


dad! "Why, let them scold and 


bd • - low ; For, while I lire, Tu lore my lad. He's sudi a charm-ing 



fU - low 1 The last foir day, on yon - der green. The yoothjie dane'd so 


§^'jVin!\^^nffm^^mim^[!r^ i 


well, O I So spruce a lad was ne - Tcr seen, as my sweet charm-ing fol • low. 

The foir was over, night was come, I'll Uss you here by this good light.' 
Tlie lad was some^niat mellow ; O t what a charming foDow. 

^1\^\*??L^* ^1 "^ ?f" *°™* '•' ' You rogue,' says I, • you've stopp'd my breath | 
1 thaak'd the charming fellow. Ye beUs, ring out my knell, oK 

We tradff'd along, the moon shone bright ; Again I'd die so sweet a death, 

- - With such jai 


Says he, ' My sweetest NeDo, 


, charming fcUow. 


' :\,m 


u 


S6 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


O! 'TIS LOVE. 

Adapted by Henry FbilUpt^to the fimffite Fra&di Air, * C'est L' Amour.' 



1 'tULore/tU Loye,*tULoTe,Of which aU fieel fhe Knart: 


High and low can 


^''' J ;■ J ;rrr^ i n " J' i r i 



ne'er fore-go The pow*r of Ca - pid'f dart. When Loye'f first thought by 



Mias in teens, She feela, but can't tell how : Jt i^tnrea to her Uiss-Ail scenes Of 


rr-gnrr ^ i J ^^ 



charms, To o - thers can re - Tcal 

What fills the blooming nudd with joy, 

When kindly she's caressed ? 
Thoogfa care may oft her mind annoy, 

StiU Lore 'tis makes her bless'd; 
What makes the widow blithe and gay— > 

A thousand fears imjtart^ 
Still think with pleasure on that day 

When first she lost her heart ? 
With hope she's still inspired. 

While fimey holds to view ; 
The time her hoaom fired, — 

That time she'd fUn renew. 

Oh! 'tis Love, &c. 


ewe fior Lore's a - larms. 


The miser he may count his pelf. 
And prize his gold in store — 

If caught by Lore, he feds himself 
Still wanting something m<»e ; 

Alike, old mams advanced in years 
Lore's power would fidn deride ; 

But oft bemoan thdr lot in tears, 
And wish themselves a bride. 

Thus, Lore's an endless bower—- 
With him there's no deeay'- 

All fed its sov'reiffn power- 
E'er Cupid holas tne sway. 

Oh 1 'tis Love. &e. 


THE FISHER-BOY. 

The Poetry by Elisa Cook ; the Music by Henry Russell.— Published in Davidson's cheap and 

uniform Edition of his Compositions. 

3 S 



Mer-ri-ly, mer-ri-ly, mer-ri-ly, OI The nets are spread out to the sun; - - Ol 
8 8 



^=if4 n^ -TiS } 


mer-ri-ly, Ol the Fish-er-boy sings. Right glad that his la-bour's done; Ol - - - 
3 3 



mer.ri-lvt 9* the Fish-er-boy rings. Right glad that his la • hour's done. Hap»pv and 


r f 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


89 


Pm^y: 'i^i]kk mv\ i \ i' ' iu-m 


gayytfith his boat id the hay. The stonn and the dan-ger for-got, The weal-thy and great might re- 

8 S 



^ 0^-nfif^ 



pine at their atate, And en-vy the FiBh-er.boy'f lot I - - O I - - mer-ri-ly, mer-ri-ly, mer-ri-ly, 

8 8 


WM^=f=WT^_ 




O I The hur-den thua he gives ; — O I - - chee-ri-ly, 6 1 the blast may 


g^4J^^+F^ 



blow, — Iha FIsh-er-boy mer-ri-ly lives ; latla^la, ]a,]a,]a,la, la,la, la|]a,]a,]a, 

3 8 . Riiard. 03 



pi=t^ 



la, la, la, la, la, la,. la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, Uu la, la, la, la! 


Merr&y, merrily, merrQy, O ! ' 
He sleeps till the morning breaks; 

O, merrily, O ! at the seagiall's scream 
The Fisher-boy qnickly awakes. 

Merrily, merrily, merrily, O 1 
He sleefis till the morning breaks > 


O, merrily, O I at the seagoB's scream 

TheFisher boy 
Down on the st 

His shouting 
The donds are dark, bat he springs to his bark, 

Vfith the same light-hearud strain. 

01 merrily, morily, <ke. 


7, vp 1 H« ue seagou's scnam 
iher boy qnickly awakes, 
the strand he is plying his hand, 
silting is heard again ; 


itUgretto* 


WHEN WILLIAM AT EVE. 

_Bt Shield. 


ffih i j I i i-'trtzM J' c c f c I ^ m 



When ^l-Uam at eve meets me down at the stile, How sweet Is the 


J ni i i i H i i ^ Jnj'i^jn m 


night * in - gale's song ! When W& - liam at eve meets me down at the stile, How 


il'iM' ^r I' J [i UiH ! n \ H ^ 


sweet Is the night • in-gale's song I Of tiie day I for-get all the la-boor and 



ton, While the moon plays yon branch -es a - mong. While the moon plays. 



r J !■ !■ -^J i ^tii 


WhUe the moon plays yon branch-es a-mong. 


By her beams, without bfaishing, I here him com- Yon know not how sweet 'tis to love the dear 
plain, swain, 

beoavr cv'ry vrard of his song ; While tl e moon plavs yon braacbes aaoar ( 


ss 
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THE GALVANIC RING. 

elodT of Moore's <Ot N 
PabUabfld by DaTidton. 


fir Leman R«dt» to the Iriih Mdody of Moore's ' O t NotUnff fai Ufr ean ndden u.'— 

"iblf' - - - 


i 



Dearbeartl how this worM Is pro-grcss-faigl For sd-cnet is soar-ing on 


j> n' M f ii| J ; : J' J j-i ^jkj J' ;■ f i 


/ 





ma -gi - cal toneh of the Gal - Ta - nie Biagt. TUk a • boot Bro-die, and Coo-per, and 



^M^^^m 


IJs-*»n. Of surgeons' Hy-ge-ian and Me-dl • cal Hall,— They're fl-nish'd, and roll'd up ; fbr 

li.C. al Fine, 


#C.C t CT W' 



in- sist on, 


When Sir James Graham broaght in his medical 
bin, he 
Inilleted on doctors a terrible stiog ; 
But their fears sink to nothing, are fdtile and 
Billy,- 
Thelr regular min 's the GkdTsnic Ring. 
Tis fiun'd thro' Great Britain, thro' Frenoe, and 
thro' Flanden, 
From London to Ldth ; and of this be assnr'd, 
If a maid has the mnmps, or a mare has the 
^anden, 
fting finger or fetlock, ther're easily enr'd. 

DearhMrt,&e. 

Miss Dobbv fen in lore with a lanky Uentenant— 
His condoct was reaUy by no means the thing ; 
But she bhishingly owns that on last Sunday 
se'nnight 
He made ue mnendehy the aid of a ring. 
Deputy Dubbins, whose wife ran away from Urn, 

Leaving him not the least trace of her track, 
Has made the dame tow she wiU nerer more stray 
iW|iiii niiu ■■ 

Be put on the ring, and it soon brought her back. 

Dearhttrt, &c. 


Both bipeds and quadrupeds, women and weasels, 
Confss the great charm of this wonderful 
thing f 
E'en pigs may be enr'd that ore * down with the 
measles,' 
If you put thro* their noses the Galvanic Ring. 
Gout, palsy, pleurisy, aU other iU pains. 

It cures on the instant, and banuhes woes ; 
My own nttle darlings were enr'd of the chil* 
blains, 
Simply by putting some rings on thcv toes. 

Dear heart, &c 

The peer and the peasant, the churchman, the 
layman, 
Fkvm powerfol Fed to the famous T\om Spring ; 
flatty's troop, fh>m his tragical dame to his 
gay-man. 
Alike are desirous to hold ud the rinff . 
Cknne, ladie8,who're londy in widow weeds moping, 

Sighinff aU night in a husbandless bed ; 
Come mmdens who're blushing, and sighing, and 

hoping, 
Buy but a ring, you may speedily wed. 

Dc«r heart, ftc 


*\y\^\r*^\^K^s^'^^^f^^^>0*^^sr\^K 


A CHRISTTMAS CAROL. 


the Pdetnr by Charles Didcens, Esq., printed by permission ; the Music by Henry RussdL'— Published 

I's dieap and unilonn Edition of his Compositions. 


in Davidson 
OfuSnittO AMI ilavma. 



^m 


not tat Spring I On his lie - kle wing Let the blos-soms and buds be 





bone i He woos them a -main with his 


• eus rain. And he seat-ten 
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fc^^l^rt^N^f^^^^:^-^! r ^ ,; ^-^- 



An in-oon-fltant df, he knows not Um-tdf or Ut 


j'lJJ j'ij'.|ij' , i J'J' l rJ^^ 


own diang - ing mind an hour,— Hell unile in jonr face, and with 

ad Ub. ^ /-> a tempo 

■<v * 



I' I'''' I i'i),iu 



mace Hell wi • ther your yoong - est flow*r. Let the Snm - mer sun to his 



bright home jvjk. 


[e shall ne-Ter 


When he's dimm'dby 



dond I 


langh a -loud, And I care not how svl-ky he 


A mfid hanreat night, by the tranquil light 

Of the modest and gentle moon. 
Has a far sweeter shMn for me, I ween. 

Hum tlie broad and unbhishing noon. 
But every leaf awakens my grief. 

As it lieth beneath the tree : 
So let antomn air be never so fidr. 

It by no means agrees with me. 

Let the snmmer sui, &e. 

Bnt my song I troll ont, for Christmas stoat, 
Ihe hearty, the tme, and the bold : 

A hamper I dndn, and with might and main 
Giie three cheers for this Christmas Uid. 


We'll nsher him in with a merry din, 
That shaU gladden his jojoas heart, 

And we'll keep him up, while there's Ut or sup» 
And in fellowship good we'll part. 

• Let the summer son, &c. 

In his fine honest pride, he scorns to hide 

One jot of his hard-weaUier scars : 
They're no disgrace, for there's much the same traN 

On the checks of our bravest tars. 
Then acain I sing, till the roof doth ring. 

And It echoes from wall to wall- 
To the stout old wight, fUr welcome to-night. 

As the king of the seasons all I 

Let the snmmer sun, ftc 


WHEN PENSIVE I THOUGHT ON MY LOVE. 

By Michad Kelly. 



When pen-sive I thought of my love, The moon on the moun-tains was bright. And 


J'J' j' i r^^c irsJ' J' J jJ' i ^^^J'^iJ' ^^ 



Phi-lo-mel down in the grove Broke sweet-ly the si-lence of night. O I I wish'd that the 



tear-drop would flow. But felt too much an-goish to weep, Till, worn by the weight of my 


j j i^ J ir J l f P F 1^ 1 r ^ r'l J 1 m J ri] f-iff^lp-ill 


woe, I sank on my pO-low to sleep, to sl^p, to sleep— I sank on my pQlow to sle^ 


Methooght that my love, as I lay. 
His ringlets all clotted with Kore, 

In the pabness of death seem'd to sa 
'Alasl we must never meet more I 


Tes, yes, my bdov'd, we must part. 
The steel of my riTsl prov'd true. 

The assassin has struck on that heart 
Which beats with sach fervour for joa I ' 
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BONNY BET, SWEET BLOSSOM. 

Composed by Shield. 


■!> " j-j I J ^ J' J^ JJ i . 


iMjiAfi-npi 


No more rn court the town-bred fidryWho ihines in ar-ti - fi-dal bten-ty; For 


fi-^-B-nt, 


rrrf i r J ^-^ 


na-tife charms with * out corn-pare CHaim all my love, res * pect, and dn - ty. 



ri f- f^^ i ^ ^ r n 


01 my bon-ny, bon-ny Bet, sweet blossom, 04 my bon-ny^bon-ny Bet, sweet blossom. 



k^ if f2 \ f: ijQn \ r^;^rifj \ { jii 


Were I a king, so prond to wear thee, From, off the ver - dant lawn I'd 


|i 


i f,>f I ^A ^ • ^. ^.jn-i-N-r \ u !■ ^ ^ !■ \ i 


bear thee, To grace thy fidth - fill lor^er'a bo-som ! O ! my bonny, bonny Bet. 
Yet, ask me where those beanties lie. 


I cannot say in nnile or dimple, 
In blooming dieek or radiant eye, — 
*TLi happy nature, wild and simple. 

1 my bonny, bonny Bet, &c. 

Let dainty beaux for ladies pine. 
And ngh, in nnmbers trite and common :— 


Ye gods ! one darling wish be mine. 
And all I ask is lonely woman I 

1 my bonny, bonny Bet, &c. 

Come, dearest girl, the rosy bowl, 

Like thy bri^t eye, with pleasure dancing ; 
Myheaven art thou — so take my soul, 

with rapture ev'ry sense entrancing! 
1 my bonny, bonny Bet, &c. 


THE WASHING-DAY. 

To the Afar, ' There's nae Luck about the House.' 


! i 


I I 


jSi nil. I J. J: I J'J'J'. ,1*11. >^ ^ 

fbe ikr -with donda ma o - Tcr -east, Ilia nia be • gaa to bU ; 




f:-K\ }^ \ n ^-j^lJ^ n^M- 


i 


My wife she whipp'dthe chil - dren, Who rais'd a pret - ty squall; She 


jh [' n: ). \ i\ i' ^F l f.•^^^Jr 


^ 


bade me, with a frown - ing look. To get out of the way ; 1 the 


^-^JLULUL-S^h i\ J' I. J^ l J ^ 


deuce a bit of com - fort's here, Up - on a wash • ing - day I For 'tis 


P J' W iin J' 1 1 1 ^ h j,^ ^p 


thfump. thump, scrub, 


scrub. 


scold. 


icold, a • way! Ol the 


pLi^y. s.}M\ h=^ 1 1. j^^^^ 



P I 


I, 


deuc# t bit of eom - fort's hettt Up - on a wash -ing - day. 


1 1 


I 
I I 


ll 
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If yKate she U a bonny wife. 

There*! none so free from evil, 
Exoept upon a washing-day. 

And then ihe is the oerill 
The very kittens on the hearth, 

They dare not even play ; 
Away they jump, witJi many a thump, 

Upon the washing-day. 

For *tis thnmp, thump, &c. 

I aset a friend, who asked me, — 

' How long's poor Kate been dead ?* 
Lamenting ue good creatoxe gone, 

And sorry I was wed 
To snch a scolding vixen, while 

He had been Ihr away ;— 
The truth it was he chanc'd to come 

Upon a washing-day. 

When 'tis scrob, senib, flee. 

I ask'd him, then, to stay and dine : 
' Come, come,' quoth I, ' oddsbnds ! 

Ill no denial take, — yon most, 
Though Kate be in the suds I' 

But what we had to dine upon, 
In truth I cannot say ; 


But I think he'U never eome again 
Upon a washing*day 1 

When 'tis scrub, scrub, &e. 

On that sad morning, when I rise, 

I put a fervent prayer 
To ell the gods, that it may be 

Throughout the day quite fair I 
That not a cap or handkerchief 

May in the ditch be laid ; 
For should it happen so, egad, 

I get a broken head 1 

When 'tis scrub, scrN»/, flie. 

Old Homer sang a royal washt 

Down by a crystal river, 
For dabUing in the palaoe-halls 

The king permitted never : — 
On high Olympus, beauty's queen 

Su<m troubles well may scout. 
While Jove and Juno, with their train. 

Put all their washing out. 
Ah I happy godsl they fear no sound 

Of thump and scold away ; 
But smile to view the perils of 

A mortal washing-day 1 


SONG OF THE MARINERS. 

Poetry by Eliza Cook; Muaie by Henry Russell. — Published in Davidson's Cheap anw*. Uniform Editioi 

of his Compositions. 


|¥a^7 | r J J . Jl J^ /J ^^^ 1 J i) J j3TfT^ 


Choose yewhowiUearth'sdaz-zUngbow'ri, But the great and glo-rious sea be ours; Give 

i 

ms, give us the dol- phin's home, With the speed -ing keel and splashing foam! Right 




mcr-ry are we as the sound bark springs On her lone • ly track, like a crea - ture of 



are the ftve I We are the free, the free 1 We are the 


We love the perilous sea because 

It will not bend to man or his laws : 

It ever huXh roll'd, the uncontroll'd ; 

It cannot be warp'd to fashion or mould. 

We are not so apt to forget our God, 

As tboNSC who dwell on the dry safe sod ; 

And the chafing tide, as it rolls and sweUs, 

Hath a deeper sound than the old church bells^ Down, down bdow we mariners go. 

We are the free t &c. While thunders volley and hurricanes blow— 

We are the free 1 &c. 


lis here we mav sink 'mid the deluge and blart. 
But we cope witii the strong, and are quell'd by the 

vast; 
And a noble urn is the founder'd wreck, 
Tho' no incense may bum, and no flow'r may deck. 
We need no stately fun'ral-car, 
But, tangled with weeds and lash'd to a spar, 
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, nAndammo Patetioo, 


mji'. J' 


WALY, WALY. 

Ancient Sooteh Saag, 



■ J' l J: J' J. r - T 


O I wa . ly, wa-ly up tiie bank, And wa - It^ iro- ly down the brae. And wa - ly by yon 


(fiiQ rj-iiJ'JriCff'rK- 


born- lidet'WbenlandmyloTemmttogaelllean'dniybaeknn-toanaik,! thoofl^ itwasa 


I' l ^^fM. i niTT^'ljjf i nTi 



tras - ty trce ; But first it bow'd, and syne it brake, And sae did my true k>Te to me. 

Now Arthur's Seat shall be my bed, 

The sheets shall ne'er be warm'd by me | 
St. Anton's Well shall be my drink. 


O ! waly, waly 1 lore is bonnie, 
A little time, while it is new ; 


But when it's anld, it waxeth canld, 
And fades away like morning dew. 

1 wlierefore should I bosk my head ? 
Or wherefore should I kame my hair ? 

For my true lore has me forsook, 
And says he'll never love me mair. 


Since my true love's forsaken me. 
OI Mart'mas wind, when wilt thou blaw, 

And shake the green leaves aff the tree ' 
O I gentle Death, when wilt thou come, 

And tak that ttfe that wearJM me i 


LET US HASTE XO KELVIN GROVR 




I^ us haste to Kel-vin grovep bon-ny las-aie, 1 Throng its ma-zes let us 

/7^ 


g ^ii . ^ J r i\ r' rH^t^ i c c h^^ 


rove, bon-ny lassie, OI Where the rose in all its pride paints the hol-low din-gle side. Where the 


§>' f r. T f. Q : m=^u I f c f. r ^ 


ndd-nighl ful-rlea glide, ban*ny la-sie, OI We will wan-der by the mill, bon-ny 



P 


r. F f- r f, nk rcr c gic ^^ m 


gieni re-bound the call of the lof-ty wa-ter-fidl, Thro' the moun-tain's rock-y 



P^z^ tr. f. i-f 4h m^^^ 


ball, bon-ny las - ^ O I Tliro' the moan -tain's rock - y hall, bon-ny las-sle, O I 


Then we'll up to yonder glade, bonny lassie, 1 
Where so oft beneath the shade, bonny lassie, O ! 

With the songsters in tibe grove, 

We have told our tale of love, 
And have sportive garlands wove, bonny lassie, 1 

O ! I soon must bid adieu, bonny lassie, O li 
TV> this fislry scene and jon, bonny lassie, 1 

To the streamlet wmdinc clear, 

To the fragrant scented bier, 
ftato thte. of all most dear, bonny lassie, O 


For the frowns of fortune lour, bonnv lassie, O I 
On thy lover at this hour, bonny lassie, O I 
Ere the golden orb of day 
Wake the warblers on the spray, 
Ftem this land I must away, bonny lassie, O I 

And when on a distant shore, bonny lassie, 1 
Should I foil 'midst battle's roar, bonny lassie, O I 

Wilt thou, Julia, when you hear, 

Of thy lover on his bier. 
To his mem'ry drop a tear, bonny laasie* 1 


r; 
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O ! NO, MY LOVE, NO 

Wcrd* b; O. M. Lewia i Moikbrlf. Kelly.— PnbUtbedbyDnUwik. 



JbprctHoM. 


^^JfC i rFMr Ctrl J J' J' l J J'5 


19?Ult I hang oo your bo- son dis • tract • ed to lea^e yon, High awcUs my lad 



pkaaema al homa could yon tar-ryy Nor o'er InI a wiih froia Ma - li - ft to 


i j;j?j ii iuhc uluig c JJ i 




par - tore ? 1 no, my lore, nol ShaU I Uame your da - par-tare ? O I no, my lore, no I 

Nor cfvr, daar Hal, whOe abroad you are straying, I bdiere you too kind for one moment to grieve me, 
Hist heart wUeh is mine on a lival bestow ; — Or to plant in a heart that adores yon, soidk -woe; 

Naj, banish that frown, SQchdispleasvre betraying; Yet shoold you dishonour my truth and deoetre me— 
.ygathinklsiiaDectyoii? 01 no, my love, nol Shooldle'er eeaaetoloveyoa? OI noymylove,nol 


N/>^>./>^^IMX/Ni»»»^S^^^/%^^^^» 


GENTLE YOUTH, AH I TELL MS WHY ? 

BvDr. Ame. 


r»£ 


i 


■ &>\> < } 



3 


^ 


r'p l Uj'jrljTiJ'^ 


Gen - tie yonth, ah I tdl ma why Still yoaforee ma thus tolly? Cease, O ! cease to 



per -sa- 


Speak not what I most not hear ; Speak not what I 


nnst not hear. To my heart tts ease re - ttoft : Go I and na - ver 


; Go! and na - ver 


ju^ i^muwuimfu 



To my heart its ease re -store; Got and ne-ver 



IL= 


Go I and ae - 


see me more t 


S»f 


I 
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THE MAY-ftUEEN,— Part I. 

The Poetry by Alfred Teonyson, Esq. ; the Music by W. Dempster. — Published by permissioii by DbtMsob. 
«AUMgretto eon Vwaee, 



lumrreim com rnrwue, t^ ^m ^ . ^ . ^ 


Ycni must wake and call me ear-ly, call me ear-ly, Mo-ther dear : To-mor-rowni be the 



hap-piest time of all the glad New - Year, 


all the glad New - Year, Mo-ther, the 



t day ; For I*m to be Queen o'the May, Mo-ther, — I'm to bedueen o' the May ! 


mad-dest, mer*riest 
There's many a black, black eye, they say, but 

none so bright as mine ; 
There's Margaret and Mary, there's Kate and 

Caroline ; [say : 

But none so feir as little Alice in all the land, they 
So I'm to be Queen o' the May, Mother,->l'm to 

be Queen o' the May. 

I sleep so sound all night, Mother, that I shall 
never wake, [break : 

If you do not call me loud when the day begins to 

But I must gather knots of flowers, and buds and 
garlands gay : 

For I'm to be Queen o' the May, Mother, — I'm to 
be Queen o' the May. 

little Eflle shall go with me to-morrow to the 

green, [the Queen ; 

And Tcm*]! be there too, Mother, to see me made 


Hie shepherd lads on every side 11 come from ftr 

away. 
For I'mto .be Queen o' the May, Mother, — I'm to 

be Quieen o' the May. 

All the valley, Mother, will be fresh & green &stfll, 
And the cowslip and ttie crowfoot are over aJl the 

hill, [and play : 

And the violet in the flowery dale 'ill merrily glance 
For I'm to be Queen o' the May, Mother,— I'm to 

be Queen o' the May. 

So yon must wake and call me early, call me early, 
Mother dear, — [New Year ; 

To-morrow '11 be the happiest time of all the g^ 

To-monpow*ll be of all the year the mad£tt, 
meniest day, 

For I'm to be C&een o' tiie May, Mother, — I'm 
to be Queen o' the May 


THE MM-aUEEN,— Pabt II. 

The Poetry by Alfked TenBysoUi Baq. ; the Music by W. Dempster.— Published by pemSialoii by Davidson. 
Andtmte* 



If you're wak-ing, call me 


'nrfii 'niJjiiji II 

ear Jy, can me ear-ly, Mo-ther dear, For T would see the 



j' J ji jj 


sun 


^ J g r u r7 


xbe up - on the glad New - Year — 

E3 



the last New - - Year - • that 



c-ver I shall see ; Then you may lay me low in the mould, and think no more of me. 


To-night I saw the sun set : he set and left behind 
The good Old Year, the dear old time, and all my 

peace of mind ; 
And the New ^Tear's eoming up, Mother,— but I 

shall never see [tree. 

Tbt blossom on tiie Uack-thom, the leaf upon the 

Last May we made a crown of flow'rs ; we had a 

merry day: 
Beneath the hawthorn on tiie green, they made 

me Queen of May ; 
And we danc'd about the msy-pole, and In the haxd 

eopse, 
TDl Charles's Wain came out above the tall white 

chimney-tops. 

There's not a fiow'r on all the hills ; the frost is 

on the pane: 
I only wish to live till the snow-drops eome again: 


I wish the snow would melt, and the sun come out 

on high : 
I long to see a flower so before the day 1 dk 1 

When the flowers come again. Mother, beneath 

the waning light, 
Youll never see me more In the long gray fields 

at night; [cool, 

When from the dry dark wold the summer wrs go 
On the oat-erass and the sword-grass, and the 

bulrush in the pool. 

Goodnight, sweet Mother: call me before the day 

is bom, — 
All nigbt I lie awake, but I fall asleep at mom : 
But I would see the sun rise upon the glad New. 

Year,— 
So, if you're waking, call me, call me eari|^ 

Mother dear. 


I 


( — - 


A 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


45 


WHY CHIME THE BELLS SO MERRILY? 

Poetrr by J. P. FhilUiM ; 'Music by J. P. Knight.— PabUahcd by Davidnn. 


f»(tTT f. F J' Hi±±t \ I- J' J^. ^^^^ 

Why chime the beUs io met - ri - hr ? Whv . seem Te aU so sav ? Ii 


p' mm Jj'. ^nr ^ TX^ 



it be-canse the New-7ear's come, aadtlie old haipass'da-way? O! can ye look up 



past and fed no aor-row now, That thus ye sing so joy - ons - \j, and 
smiles light er' - ry brow? 01 if ye can beUiiheand gay, tlie song troll gal - ly 





on, And the bar -den 


p 


m 


be, the New-year's come, and the Old - year's gone ; and tbe 


E 


^^ 


^^ 


-^ 


H-;-'^ 


I 


I 


\jni - den be, the New - year's aame, and the Old - year's gone. 


11 


Tlie old man gases on the mirth, 

He smika not like the rest; 
He sits in sQence by the hearth, 

And seems with grief oppressed* 
He sees not in the merry throng 

Tbe child who was his pride ; 
He listens fw her joyoos song-- 

She is not by his side 1 
Bat scarce a twelTemonth she was there. 

And now he is alone ; 
Tet still ye sing, the New-year's come. 

And thiB Old-year's gone. 


Danee on, dance on ! be bttthe and gay. 

Nor pause to think the whUe, 
That, ere this year has pass'd away 

Ye, too, may cease to smile : 
For Time, in Ids resistless flight. 

Brings changes sad and diiar. 
The many hopes of youth to bUght 

With ev'rr comine year ; — 
But still be nappy while ye may. 


And let the dance go on ; 
Still, gavly sing, the New-year's come, 
And the ~ 


Old-year's gone. 


^k/N/vrv/>/>y>/^^^^^>^'v>^%^«M^» 


jindamtt. 


FAR, FAR FROM ME. 

Composed by M. P. King. 


11 


Far. far from me my lov - er ffies. A fSsitfa - less lor - er he ; In 


Far, far from me my lov - er ffies, A fSsitfa - less lor - er he ; 


yain my tears, m yain my sighs, No long - er true to me. He 


J 


.1 


1 1 I f 1 1 H . p r onirjir?^ 



seeks, he seeks an « o - ther. He seekt, he seeks an -a -Ifaiar. No Ion - ger, Ion- ger 



true to me. He seeks, he seeks an - o - ther, He 


seeks, he seeks an-o-ther«- 


Lie stUi, my heart ; no longer grieve ; 
No pangs to him betray : 


Who taught yon those sad sighs to heave, 
Then laughing went away. 

To seek another* 


11 


\ <6 
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WHERE'S THE HEART SO COLD ? 

The Words by MUsM. L. Rede, to on Iiiih Helodjr, Moore'* 'AH that's Biij^ anit ftdc' 


(' 



Where's th« heart so cold, lliy tarp odnld not a - vakea I Hear thy sto-ry tud, Nor 


^^^^^tm 



fed its pvl - iM sha-ken 1 When a-mid the stifngs Thy ma-gie iln-gen stray - ing, If 


4>1ka* MftMM VaJa^ Wn^ ^Aw%mm IMTmtA fKink an aik _ maA nlaw _ Ino* I Whan «ia Itaaa Mtw 4«1a f^# 


that thon hadst hot whigs, We'd think an an - gd play - ing I When we hear thy tale Of 


id-nni'^ 



woe and ^-tne giT-en, We fed thon can'st not ftll To yet m one in. Hea-^ea. 

Then let sighs less deep, Mem'ry vainly tries ^^^7 nuuiy woes 

O'er thy lip come stealing ; 
Be the tear you weep 

Fraught with halmier healing 1 


To tiiee were onlj given. 
To prove how purely glows 


To speak to tiiee of erroTi—- 
Hope beyond the sides '^^LP'*'^ 

Hashes every terror. iW flame that moants to Heaven. 


FORGIVE THE MUSE THAT SLUMBER'D. 

Irish Mdody ; Poetry by Leman Rede to Moore's Afar *d Mourn the Hopes/ &e. 


i 


Tin Q I -T ^ 




For - ghre the muse uat dam - ber'd Vp • on thy dosr, thy na- 

I- J J j'}Tr-t-r ' 


, Nor 




think that 'tis un-num - ber'd A - mong the flrst that daim her lay ; And 


' 6 ; c r c cP 


m r J 



though she wants the fra -granoe Of 0ow • ing ftn - ey's beam 


^ 


TTT-t^:^ f : ^g 


fee-tion's flow'n of fra - grance A - round her hum - Ue harp en • twine. 
Those flowers have been shaded Tho' sorrow's tears oft dew them, 

By cypress-boughs from sunny skies ; Bright joy shall shake them off to-day, 

Yet still they bloom unfaded. As thou, u tiiou eonldst view them, 

Tho' adverse winds around them rise. Withsmiles would kiss them all away. 


I 


Malmf 


AWAY WITH MELANCHOLY. 

Composed by Moxart. 



life and human Ibl - ly, But mer-ri - ly, mer - ri-Iy sing, ftd lal Come on, ye ro*ay 
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i 


fe 


n 



i 


nff : Weil strew tlie vatfa with flow - en. And 


hoon. Gay emil-ing mo*inenti bring: 



mer-ri-lyr mer-ri-ly Atg, ftd-la I For - what's the use of sigh - ing 


of sigh - ing "Wliae Time is on the 



tf^^l-l J' ^ i : : J i =rHT 


we prefent his fly- ing ? Then mer-ri-ly, mer -ri - ly sing ftd - la I 


HERE'S TO THE MAIDEN OF BASHFUL FIFTEEN. 

Written and Composed by Richard Brinsler Sheridan. — PnbUshed as Song and Choms by Davidson. 
WUh Spirit. 



Here's to tiie ttimt liif «s • tHuvagant qMnI And koa't to ua liOMe>tiife Oat't thitf • ty I 



I 

■ k 

I . 
I • 


Let the toast pass ; drink to th« lass ; I war-rant shell prore an ex-cose for the glass. 

Here's to the charmer whose dimples we pnte I Here's to the wife with a fhce foil of woe ! 

' Now to the maid who has none, sir t And here's to the damsel that's merry. 

Here's to the girl with a pair of blue eyes, Let the toast, &e. 

Andhere'stothenympJiwiUibutone»sirI Let 'em be dnmsy or let 'em be dim. 

Let the toast, &c. Yoong or ancient, I care not a feather;— 

Here's to the maid with a bosom of snow ( HL up your glasses,— nay, All to tiie hrimM 

Now to her that's as brown at a berry 1 Ana let ua e'en toast them together ! 

Let the toast, &c. 


COME, LOVE, TO ME 

Serenade, Pablished by Davidson. 



l i r r. r t iTT=^=^ c r r. i f'^^ 


te 


me, love, to me: the ves-per star Shines bright and clear a - hove: I've 


weet, Iv 


m 



p 


^ 


g 


wan-der'd, sweet, Iv'e wan-der'd fer. To 


my feith - All love. 


That 


star, tho' bright, shines bat at night. And fUes at mom - ing's ray : Not so my 



Icve, — 'twill con-stant prove, Shine aye, nor fede a - way. Gome, &c. 

The moon-qneen gently sports her ray Another hour thy fev*rite flow'r 

Upon thy scented bower ; Wm droop and die, alas 1 

The zephyrs kiss, in sportive play. My love, for thee, aye fresh shall be. 

Thi perfume-breathing flower. Nor like a flow'ret pass. Come, love, fee 
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I AM A YOUNG MAN THAT'S MOST HIGHLY RESPECTABLE. 

Words by Leman R«de, Esq., to the Air of * The Irish Washerwoman.' 



am a jofong man that's most hig^ - ly re- spec - ta - ble ; My na - tore's gen- 


^^^^^^m 



teel, and my feel-ings sns-cep-ti - ble : I want a n-ther, a mo-ther, an aunt, — In 


Fine, 



short, I can't tell what re - la - tioos I want. 


I want an un-cle, with plen - ty of 



F f I g f n r ; ^H"r^-^-^=M7^ 


tip-pe - ry ; I want a tai - lor to find me in frip - pe - ry ; I 



want parks and 
Da capo al Fine. 




mansions, want Til4as and grounds, Want 

I want a tandem to splash to the races now ; 
I want a roadster that's good in his paces now ^ 
I want smart footmen, a tiger— but, sounds I 
I scarcely can keep all my wants within boimds. 
I want a wife, witn a villa to brine her to ; 
I want a Talet that's down to a tMns or two; 
I want to he shown to each swdlified hannt ;— 
In shortf I can't tell yon one-half that I want. 
I am a young man, &e. 


ra - cers and hun-ters, want fox - es and hoonds. 

I want edication,but that's nothing new, you know ; 
An office of profit, and nothing to do, you know ; 
1 want moostachios adorning my fece, 
A title, a fortune, and parliament place ; 
I want admiration, ana frolic, and blisses, too, 
8oft sighs, soft tears, tatt glances, and kisses, too ;— 
I want all these things, and you may depend on't, 
I really can't tell yon one-ludf that j want. 
I am a young man, &c. 


O ! IT WASN'T FOR ME THAT I HEARD THE BELLS RINGING. 

CompoMd by 'Whitakor. 


^Hfi il \ i LLU4-^. ^ J'J.: i Jf . 


I went to the ftdr with a heart aU so mer - ry, Sing hey down, ho down, j 



LU- i I ^ f . J' J'. Ji^ 


der - ry down dee ; And I bought a gay rib - bon as red as a cher - ry, For the 



1 1 


girl I lov'd best, and who vow'd to lore me. I re-tnm'd from the fair, gai - ly 


P t '\^ t J' J'H -r r ^^^i^^^ t^-^^t^ 


1 1 


whistling and sing-ing. My true lovers' knot I in tri-umph was bringing ; Ol it wasn't for 



me that I heard the beHs 



; Sing, hey down, ho down, der-ry down dee. O ! It 


^m 



was'nt for me that I heard the bells riog-ing ; Sing hey down, ho down, der-ry dtnm dee. 

I fbfund she was fidse, tho' she promised mefisirly. My true lovers' knot I away am now ifinging ; 

Sing hey down, bo down, deiry down dee ; I've done with the sex— wU! live sin^e and singiagy 
But wome^, I trow, are like weathercocks, rardy O I It wasn't for mSi &€• 

Ne're fix'd to one point, so coquettish they be. 
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BREATHS NOT A.GAIN THAT DREADFUL WORD. 

PoeCiy by Leman Rede ; to the Irish Melody, Moore's ' Whene'er I see thoee ■mOSng eyei.* 


if)'" J I r ff V .Titp-y^Tj-gH-p^^ 


Breathe not a • gain that dread - ful word, That from your Up so 



late 


#+t-r:f jf n i -[^ ^ 



ly fdl, Whieh then my ear with 


hor - ror heard* — It 



troke like dy-ing pas - lion's luiell! Chase not the dear de - lu - sive dream, VThidi 



now has hUl'd my heart so long; 

m 


Let 


sake the tl 


the theme In 


whic] 


m 


not thy harp for 



IF 


h it breath'd the 


soul 


of song. 


StiU sBEdle, my lore, as when the dream 

Of passion woke that sunny ray, 
WUch melted, like the western beam, 

When daylightfhdes in dew away* 
Let my adori^ eyes pereeive 

Hie smile yon gare, when lore was yonng ; 
Still let thy play^ ftmcy weare 

The tale on which, entranc'd, I've hong. 


Tell me yon love, and let me see 

The tntth in thy dissolving glance t 
Tom, turn that lang^d eye to me. 

And let its light my soul entrance i — 
But if that bliss yon now refuse. 

And love no more can wake those charmit 
O I take me, then, and let me lose 

Existence in thy fhithless arms. 


•rw^rv^t/N^^v/N^v 'N^./>/v^ /v*v« 


WHY DOES EMMELINE WANDER? 

I Poetry by George Sonne, A.B. ; Mnric by M. W . Balfe.— Published by Davidson. 



m^ ^ I [ U^ 



winds are blow-ing through the ib-rest and vale? While the moon's light ia doodled. 



r. ^ r \.\*<M^-^^ 



slum-ber so eold the streams ; Earth in darkness, too, shrouded; no star kind -ly 



'^ J' l J J' jn 


g^eaois. While the moon's light is clouded, slum-ber so cold the streams; 


jf i j.r' i flj't r^ir J'^r i ^rn 


£arth ia 


I 

I 


dark - ness, too, doud-ed; no star Und-ly gleams. 

ly w 
Proi 
Death seen dropp'd her flower 
Ahl it bloomM but to fade. 


'TIS her babe now is stoeolng Day will brush off the dew-dropa 

'Neath tlie yew-tree's aull shade - _ From the blue vilef s eye ; 


But no morning will ever 
A mother's tears dry t 


i 


h^ 
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WHAT SHALL I DO ? 

By H. FareeU. 


■ 


#^'^ ^\^-^-HusaQ\^ 



What shall I do to show how nradi I love her: Howtna-ny infl-lions of 


^M 


$ 


sighs ean saf - fice ?, Tliat whieh wins o-then' hcttrts ne 



Tor can 


I f J ^ \ 0^ 1 J > I J ^ 


move her; Those oom-mon me-thods of lore shell des - pise. I will love 


#T^-^N,1J ;: J' I J j l j J|JlN^Jp 


more than man e'er lov'd be - fan me, Gaie on her aU the day, Dream 



of her all the night, TUl, far her own sake, at last she'll fan - 



;,j'l j^|. A J'l^ g 


plore me To 


less, - To pre - serve - onr de - Ufi4 


LOVE AMONG THE ROSES. 

Br J. C. Doyle. 



Tonng Love ilew to the Pa-phian Ixnr'r, 


ga - ther'd sweets fimn 


P 



n f i ft 


ma-ny a flow'r; From ro-ses and sweet Jes 


-sa-mine, The 11 - ly, and the 


p tH^tJ^fT^^ g JJ J' ^' ^^t^ 


eg - Ian - tine. Hie Gra-oes there were cull - ing po - ses. The 


On- 


jfg^if rp" H^Pt'^[n^Y^ 


there were coll-ing po-ses, And found young Love a - mon^ the lo-ses. Young 



Love a - mong the ro - ses, Love a - mong the ro-ses; The 


if> t c c c i p r g-^ 



i' ^ i\ a i^ J' J I I 


Gra-ees there wore cnll-ing po-ses. And fomid young Love a - mong the ro-ses. 

O I happy day, O 1 joyous hour 1 Eternal spring the wreath composes, 

Compose a wreath of every flow'r ; Content is Love among tiie roees ! 

Iiefs bind him to us, ne'er to sever, — Young Love among the roees, &e. 

Young Love shall dwell with us for ever. 


J 
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Ailigmto. 


WE TARS HAVE A MAXIM. 


j!»flJilJ'f f ^J' UU U'J) j;]\-H-^ ^ 


We Tart have a max-im, ytmr jio-noars, d'ye see, To live in the same way we 


. 4* Jti'.r i .r 



^#^ J1 f ^ J' J!5 ^ 


figbt: We ne-yer give uiyandi when mn-niiig a lee, We pipe hands the Tee-sel to 


fjji J. ^ J- j' l J htt ji i J. rs s? . \ k 


{(i>j,j, l j' J- f J4-i^|fxfg g i g JJi'C M 


right, We pipe handa the ves - eel to rij^t. 


It may do for a lob - ber to 


^» ; J' ;■ j J iT^ T f . r : ^'li'^^r ^ 



ani - Td aad that. If by duu&oe on a shoal he be cast ; 


But a Tar a - mong 


^^-H-i' N' J' ^ ; J - ni^'^tn^^^ m 


break-erS) or thrown on a flat, But a Tn a-mong break-ers, or thrown on a flat, Pulls a- 



way, tog and tog, to tiie last; With a yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, 



, hip, Fol lol de rol 161 de rol le. 


yeo. Up, yeo, yeo, yeo, 

This life, as we're told, isaldndof acmise, Ovr Captain, who in oar own lingo would speak. 

In which storms and calms take thdr torn : Woal€ say, to the cable stick fast. 

If it storm, why we bustle, if calm then we boose. And, whether the anchor be cast or a*peak, 
ASk t»it Ihnn the stem to the stem ; Poll away, tog and tug, to the last. 

With a yeo, yeo, yeo, Stt» 


^Mdant§. 


THE BANKS OF ALLAN WATER. 

Mnsic by a Lady. 


^; J' I rrT-^tH-n\-iri'^-\ ^^ 


On the banks of Al - Ian wa-ter, When the sweet spring time did ML, Was the 



,jHJ:J'rJ-N-^ 



mO-ier's love-ly dangh'ter, Fair-est of them all. For his bride a sol-dier sought her, And a 


jLLi f,-glVf.H^^ 


^tt^~Jtti[ 


win-ning tongue had he ; On the banks of Al - Ian water. None so gay as she I 

On the banks of AUan water On the banks of Allan water 

When brown autumn spread its store. When the winter snow fell fhst. 

There I saw the miller's oauglkter, Still was seen the miller's daughter ; 

But she smil'd no more : Chilling blew the blast. 

For the summer grief had brought her, But the miller's lovely daughter 

And her soldier false was he, — Both firam cold and care was free;-- 

On the banks of Allan water On the banks of Allan water 

None so sad as she. There a corse lay she. 


Il 
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THE SOLDIER AND HIS BRIDE. 

Composed by Henry RuBsdL— Pnbliahed in DaTidaon^s cheap and uniform Edition of Ids CompodtioDS. 
Modtrato, 




fm^ 



She heard the fight was overi And won the wreath of fBrne, When 



ti-dingt from her lo-yerWtth hie good war steed came: To guard her safe ^ iy 



re r'"'irt J^ i 


to his tenti The red-men of the woods were sent ; They led her where sweet wa-ters gosh. 



Un-der ^pine-tree booghl The to-ma-hawk is rais'd to onish— 'Tis bn-ried in her 

_^. ^ 1 


brow — She sleeps, , she steeps, be - neatii that pine-vee 


Her broken-hearted lover 
In hopeless conflict died ; 

Tlie forest leaves now cover 
That soldier and his bride. 

The frown of the Great Spirit flell 

Upon the Red Men, like a speU { 


nowl 

No more those waters slake their thirst, 
Shaddess to them thai tree t-^— 

O'er land and lake they roam Bceiirs*d» 
And in the donds thlBy see 

Tliy spbit— thy spirit onaveng'd, M^Crea 1 


MINSTREL, STRIKE THE HARP. 

The Mnsie to the ' Da Conta,' in Bdlini's Opera of Norma, by G. Soane, A.B.—PuhUshed by Davidson. 



Min-strd, sbrike the harp that 


am - bers ; Let It gosh in sweet-est nnm - 



^ifJ^iJ:jj^'J' 



bers, Gently as the stream4et flow-ing, When the winds of spring are blow-ing. Sng to 



f ^ 1 J jj^J^-^N 



me no 



tea* man for his plea-snre, 


- ry, Nor the wHd Bae - chan - tes' sto » ry, N or the 
ire, Brav - ing Death be - low, a - bove ; — Tone for 



me a goi 


in praise of love, young love, — Tone for 

3 3 



a g(dd - en measiire, All in praise 

Hinstrd, whUe your gentle finger 
On tiie gold wire aeenu to linger. 
Dreams of other days come o'er me, 
Uke a volume spread before me. 
When I read tbe thooi^ta I cherish, 
Joys that only eame to perish ; 


• of love, yoong love. 

Yet go on, go on, I pray thee ;— 
Though I flatter like a dove, 
In her londy prison pining. 
Sing me still of love, young love 1 
In £er londy prison pining, 
Slag me still of love, yovng love 1 
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Mioderaio. 


TELL HER I'LL LOVE HER. 

Campowd by Shidd. 



^^■vi:i 


TeD her I'll love her while the clouds drop rain, Or while there's 


'jUiLL^±j:^= ^\=^ 


wm-ter in the path-less main! Tell her FU love her tOl this life 


i^i^ n i l s^ 




o'er. And then my ghost shall vi-dt this fweet shore I Tell her I'll lore her till tiiis 



jjtj' i i'j ttjt^nt !i} ij] p 


life is o*er, And then my ghost shall tI - sit, shall vi - sit this sweet shore I 

Tell her all this, tell it o*er and o'er,— 
The anchor weighs, or I would tell her more. 


Ten her, I oahr ask shell think of me, — Tell her all this, tell it o*er and o'er,— 

111 lore her while there's salt within the sea I 


WILL NOBODY MARRY ME? 

The Woidi hy G. P. Morris ; the Mnsie by Henrr Russell.— Pablished in Davidson's Cheap and Uniform 

Edition of his Compositions. 

Vivaes. ^ 



Heigh-ol fat a husband 1 Heigh - ol There's dan-ger in lon-gerde •» lay I Shall I 
ne - ver a - gain haye a bean ? Will no - bo - dy mar - ry me, pray ? I be- 



gin to feel strange, I de - daro— With bean - ty my pros-pects will &de ; I'd 



gire my-sdf np to de -. speir. If I thought I should die an old maidi Heigh- 


^'f r f J' r : \ i:i^^i^' J' ht^ m 


o I fbr a hus - band, heigh - o ! Will no - bo - dy mar-ry me, say ? Will 

^^ ad lib. 



np . bo • dy, no - bo - dy ? no I Will no - bo - dy, no - bo • dy ? no 1 


These men are the plague of my life I 

Tis hard from so many to choose : 
Should any one wish for a wife, 

Could I have the heart to refuse ? 
I dcm't know, for none have propos'd ; — 

O! dear me I I'm frighten'd, I vow— 
Good gracious 1 who ever snppos'd 

That 1 should be single tiU now ! 

Heifirhol &e. 


I once cut the beans in a huff; 

I thooght it a sin and a shame. 
That no one had spirit enough 

To ask me to alter my name. 
So I tom'd up my nose at the short, 

And 

But, 

And_ 

Heighol &r^ 


1 rorn'Q up my nose ax uie wwrc, 
ind roU'd up my eyes at the tall { 
t, then, I just <ud it in sport 
ind now I've no lover at all 1 


'«4 
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DONT BE IN SUCH A HURRT. 



And by a man too, idglit and day, Vbo'a (ore • ly mad or near . ly, Wbo'a 


Jin I jii ^ Mi n ii^i I ^|[| 



siue-ly mad or near-ly. Yet, tfau I cry, and oft haire aald,— ' How canyon 


rirt^ J'. ^ J^ i t ' g f ^H^H^ f k f t m 


plagne and vor - rF f Tet fhna I cry, and oft hacn aaid,— * How can yon plagne and 


wor-rj ; *T1a time e - noogli as yet ;to wed, Don't be in sncih a hur-rj ; TIs 



'f f. rif ['J ' U^ ^^ t u 1 , I 


time e-noogh as yet to wed. Don't be in such a hnr - ry.' 


Bnt all I say, or all I do, 

Avails, I own, bnt rarely ; 
He's teazinff, teasing me, 'tis trae, 

And that both late and early. 
O I ves, and thou^ I often cry, 

It is in Tain to worry ; 
111 not be serv'd so,— no, not I — 

Don't be in such a hnrry. 


And yet the tmth, since *tmust be so. 

It is in vain to smother ; 
So, when last night he said he'd go, 

And vow'd he'd wed another, — 
SnrprisM, alarm'd, I know not how, 

while quite o'ereome with flnrry, 
1 cried—* I'm yonra— will yon leave me now ? 

1 yon're not in snch a hurry !' 


Andantimo, 


iifi''" I' i7 cf ^ f 


BLOW, BLOW, THOU WINTER'S WIND. 

Poetry by Shakspeare ; Music by Dr. Ame. 



Blow, blow, thou win- ter's wind, Thon art not so un - kind, thou art not so un- 



though thy breath be rude, although thy breath be rude, al . though thy braath be rude. 


Freesct freeze, thon bitter sky,— 
Thou dost not bite so nigh. 
As benefits forgot. 


Thouc^ thou the waters warp. 
Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friendi remember'd not. 
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BY RHINE'S BLUE WATERS. 

Words by G. Soane, A.B. ; the Music from Fra Diavolo, by Auber, to the Air * On yonder 

Rock reclining.*— Published by DaTidson. 
JOtgretio. ^ ^ ^ 


By Rhine's bhu 



bine wa-ters deq^ing, Up - on the bank the min - strel lay ; The 


■f J J' J J J'lJ-f 


Ul-lows, Tip - plingi creep-ing, A - boat his slnm- 


j CU^M' IJ J' J i 

Inm-bers play. A* Toicefrom out the 




neath theva-ters dear; — love-ly our grots and bean-ti-ftil to see, l^ei 



floors all bright ivith 



pearls so white; Come then, lore, come then, love, come to me. Love-ly onr grots, and beau- ti« 



ftd to see, like floors aU bright, with pearls so white ;Come then, lore, come then, lore, eome to me. 


P 


^^ 


^^ 


^s 


Come to me. 

The boy from deep awaking, 

Gas'd long and fondly on the stream ; 
Strange lon^ngs thm caine o'er him, 

The echoes 0? his dream : 
And where the son was faDtng 
Upon the waters deep and olne, 
Grots and meadows met his -view, 
And flowers of ev'ry hue ; 
Wildly then tiirobb'd his breast with hope and fear, 
Still seems him near that voioe so dear : 
* Come, my knre, come to me.' 


t^metome. 


Come to mc, 


Then deq)er heaVd his bosom, 
As if beneath the waters fair 

A paradise were lyins, 

And beauty call'd him there. 


Xne perfume of those flowers. 
Upon the aching sense they came, 
And still the Toice rung on the same : 
' 1 come, my lore, to me I' 
Madly he plung'd where deep the waters be. 
And wildly cried, * My bride I my bride 1 
Tes, I come, lore, to thee 1* 



SHE NEVER TOLD HER LOVE. 

Canzonet by Haydn — Words by Shakspere. 
astia <!en SxprettUme 


i>Vnr i ff r i i 'i ^JifT. r-Ai 



She ne -Tcr told her love, she ne - ver told her love I But let eon* 


oeal - ment. like a worm 1' th' bud, feed on her da - mask 


feed on her da - 


diedt 


2 


She sat, like 


Ml iJ i'fi' i J. J' -1 1 t-n 


I 


Pa - tience on a mon-u-ment, smil*ing 

i^^a. J fj iJ ^ m 


mil 


Vr at itrief 



^m 


9m1l • lasr. niii 


. fnr at gdafl 


•^^ 
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O ! SAY NOT WOMAN'S HEART IS BOUGHT. 


j^p^rpU-ft-i'-M'Ti i F' rtrmm 



O ! say not wo-man*! heart is bought With vain and emp*ty treasure I O I say not iro-nn&'a 


#rJ'JV l JT.T>liJ-^MfPf^lf 



heart is caught By er'-ry i - die plea-sore I When ilrst her gen-tie bo-som knows Lore's 


flame, it wan-ders nerer! Deep in her heartthe pas-siong^ows,Deep in herheart ue 


!i;'J'iiirVMHi.^« 



i 


m 


pas»gion glows; She lores, and lores for er-er; She lores, and loves for er-er; SIm 


loves and loves for ev - er ; She loves, and loves for ev - er ; 


Deep 


^ > f.- n lumx t f I r3 }< I f.-^ ^ 


in her heart the pat-sion glows, She loves and loves for ev - er. 

1 say not woman's folse as foir— Ah, no I the love that flfst ean warm, 
That like the bee she rangeSt YHR leave her botoin never : 

Still seeking flow'rs more sweet and rare. No seeond passion e'er can charm— 
As fickle foney changes ;~ She loves, and loves for ever. 

THE WANDERER. 

By Thomas Dibdin. 


Animaio, 



Come, lads, hece's good lack to the por - ser, As long as he finds us in 


iJi^V^r J J JT " ^ Vfift'hi 


, And tho' growl-ers say times can't be wor - ser. Well keep ap hi-la - ri -ty'a log. 


grog. Ana tno' growi-ers say omes can'i oe wor -ser, we'u keep ap u-ia-n-ty'a 

f\ fire rr^Tm\ f Er m^ 

Tho' a roU-ing stone, cy- nics may tell ns. Is fom'd for not ga-ther-ing moss ; 

,t¥r I I r r r I' f n , r r r m- ' ^ 



Ito 


sence to '^ran-dcr-ing fol-lows JJkp as can be scarce deem'd a loss. White thro' 



N M f r ii f f | ^ 1 I I 


tfig^ change of scene^ 'tis oor no -tion, For air, he^tli, and pte^-snre to loam ; And we 



oft idrink in Port on the o. oean, ' The Wan - der - er al - ways at Honi9>* 


^ I > I 
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BktB aUms o'er the surge fike a lUxy, 

Vnth wonder while lukd-lubbers gazCy— 
No lady ao lightsome and airy, 

Is smarter than she is in sta^s. 
So ship-shape she graces the water, 

Of each tar she's the loret pzidei and joy ; 
And love, ^too, has boarded her quarter, 

For she's sometimes attached to a hnoy. 

lliro' each change, 5u. 

Yon may talk of the breexe and the battle, 

For neither has she any fears ; 
Were great guns to blow, or shot rattle, 

She'd meet them with so many cheers. 
TIs alike whether beating or ruoning, 

There is none can this craft overtake ; 
They may try all their steering and cunning, 

But they'll soon be asleep in her wake. 

Ttkro* each change, &o 

She's pladd and calm in fair weather. 

Or when storms seem her hull to o'erwhdm ; 

She rides o'er the waves Ijke a feather, 
And cheerfully answers her helm. 

With idleness ever untainted, 
A housewife from taAraU to bows, 


\^th the Needles she's not unaequainted | 
And no dairy-maid knows more of CotiWi 

Thro' each change, te« 

When once she down <»i»m*«*i was thrashing, 

A French frigate design'd her a treat» 
But at beating quite fisued, though so dashing. 

Then tried running, and there too got beat. 
Than the Crapaud's craft none was completer. 

While sail after sail up he crowds, 
But the little briff , laughing, dead beat her, 

For she was al^e in her shrouds. 

Thro' each change, &c. 

Then All, fill again, and again, boys ; 

The Wanderer claims your reeards,— 
Her skipper, her officers, men, boys, 

Hull, ngging, masts, canvass, and yards. 
On her helmsman and nands safe relying, 

Mischance may she ever avoidi— 
May she ever come off ' colours flying,' 

ijid always by fortune be buoyed : 
And, while through new scenes 'tis our notion 

For air, health, and pleasure to roam, 
We'll oft drink in port on the ocean — 
* * like Wanderer always at Home 1' 


$ 


m& 


^^m 


THE PLOUGH-BOY. 



A flax - en head - ed cow - boy, as sim - pie as may be, 


And 



V f I r J-4-4i 


next a mer-ry plough-boy, I whis - tied o'er the lea; But now a sau-cy 



wag my jol- Jy fi^e : When stew -aid I'm pro - mo - ted, I'll snip a tradesman's 


I ^Lrir r ^ r i j 



^^m 


My mas-ter's cof-fera emp-ty, my poe-kets for to All. When 

^r i T rrnr rrJ i 



roll-ing in my cha-riot. So great a man I'll be. So great a man,so great a man, so 


gr^t 


a man rll be, You'll 



for-get the lit- tie plough - boy that whis • tied o'er the 



^4-^^44^ 1 1: 


lea, yonmifDr-get theiit-tle phiugh-boy that whis - tied o'er the lea. 

II b«T TOtes at dsctionSy and when I've made the Til joke, harangue, and paragr^h— with speeches 
pelf, [myself ; charm the ear ; [a peer t 


1 poll for the parliament, and then vote in And when I'm tired on my legs, then 111 ut down 
r's good for me, sir, I never will oppose — In court or city honour, so gpreat a man 111 be, 


\U 


I'D stand 
Whatever' 

When an my ayca are sold off. why then 'I'll sell You'll forget the little plough-boy that whistled 
T noes. oVr we lea. 


m-/ 


58 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


i 


ROCK'D IN THE CRADLE OP THE DEEP. 

Steered Song, the Poetry by Mrs. WUlard $ the Mnaic by J. P. Knight.— PaUUshed by DstUmb* 
SloWf tmd with expreuUm, 


frc I f , I n, F 


Bock'din the en- die of the deep, I lay me down in peace to deep; Se - 



'^t^rt Vf li c ' 


t 



knowthonwilt not alight my call. For thon dost mark the spar-row't fall; 

"" I I r I r -rllfM I r fTrr r 


And 


^ 


calm and peaet-fnl shall I sleep,— Bock'd in the cra«.dle of the deep; And 


w^^^^^^m 


m^m 


calm and peace - fill shall I sleep, 

And such the trust that still were mine, 
Though stormy winds sweep o*er the brine ; 
Or though the tempest's fiery breath 
RoQs'd me from slumber to wreck and death. 


It 


-«- 


i 


Rock'din the cra-dle of the deep. 

In ocean-cave still safe with thee. 
The germ of immortality, 
And calm and peac^iil, will I sleep, 
RockM in the cradle of the deep. 


WAPPING OLD STAIRS. 

Composed by Percy, **^ ■■> Additional Vena b; JauMS PoiraU, Eeq. 



^^ 


m 


Your Mol-ly has ne -yer been fUse she de-dares, Since last time we parted at 


r^jg. J'./ i J p'J 'J J'.j' i ijJ^J'jj 


Wap-ping old stain, When I swore that I still would oon - tin-ua the same, And 


fi,r ^flJ'^.TiT-? J'^j.i i fl^f 



gaTe you the 'bac-co - box markM with my name, And gave you the "bae -co - box 



c r £f I j? J^^^fi 


mark'd with my name: "When I pass'd a whole fbrt-night be - tween decks with you. Did I 


j/ i,|f/fi; I i r i Q i| f cr n ±^Jj^^ 

e'er give a kiss, Tom, to one of your crew? To be use-fU and kind with my 



^ TH M'M-'i 


Tho-mas I stay'd. For his teou - sets I wash'd, and his grog too I made. 

Though yon promis*dlastSundaytowalk6i^maU ' Dear Molly!' cried Tom, as sheheaVdadeep sigh 

With Susan from Deptford, and likewise with Sal, And the crystalline tear stood afloat in each eye, ' 

In silence I stood your unkindness to hear, ' I prithee, my love, my unkindness forgive, 

And only upbraided my Tom with a tear. n^nsM ? And I ne'er more will slight thee, as long as I live : 

Why shoula Sal or should Susan than me be more Neither Susan nor Sal shall asain grieve my dear. 

For the heart that is true,Tom,should ne'er bedespis'd: No more from thine eye wiU thy Tom force a tear : 

Then be constant and kind, nor your Molly forsake ; Then be cheerful and gay, nor thy Thomas forsake, 

I, and your grog, too. Til But his trousers stall wash, and his grog too sfjJl 


6tiU your trousers 111 wash, 
make. 


Tnj«lr«*.' 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


^ 


THE DEEP BLUE WAVE. 

Woffdi by F. S. WalUs, Esq.-rllu^c by P«idlqtD«.-FiibUihed by Da^idMo. 




The deep blue wave ifl roll - ing past. As on the beach I stand ; The lit-tle bark 



J'J' J. , NJJ1 1 T '^''^^'i J.J'I^4-J ^ 


yields to the blast, And strains to reach the land; A sig-nal flag now mounts on highi 



hM-irM 


p 


m goes the wam-ingg^; And ma • ny an eye and anx-ioos sigh Now press in forward 

i 





ran, And ma - ny an eye and anz - loos sigh Now press in ftHr-ward run. 

The bark rides boldly o'er each wave, '/he deep bine waTe has roll'd its last, 

That sports in frolic fnn ; As on the beach I stand ; 

Before her prow is seen to lave The little bark heeds not the blast, 

The light of setting snn. For now she's gained the land. 


vyvrv^vrv 'V /* /N/v/^^x ^w/^ /^ rvrv/N 


THE LILY. 


Poetry by J. W. liedie, Esq. \ Music by J. M. Jolly .—Published by Davidson. 
M'tderato 



^ i J^f^ ^ 1 '' 



P 


There is a sweet pale flow-er, That oft un-heed-ed blows, And round its na-tlTs 



so - li-tude Its bslmy 


^ 


J^r i T ;ihi\r'^^^ 


I 


throws. It blooms not in the garden, Nor decks the gay par^- 



terre ; It owns no col - ti - va-tion, But *tis fira-grant as It's fidr ; 


It 



no cnl • ti • va-tion, But'tis fra-grant as it's foir. No gaudy tints a-diwn it. Nor 
paint-ed beau-ties rise To daszleits be-hold-ers, Or court ad -mi-zing eyes: like 

'' ' '■ ' ' -^-^^^ 




'tn \ ti'n \ iiii\'>^ m 



un-pretending me-rit, Neg-leet-ed and un - seen. Its pearly drops lie Ibkd-ed in a 



Yestofhum-ble green, Its pearl-y drops lie fold-ed in a vest of hum-ble greeu. 


I- -- - 


In maiden gndse and bashfnlnesa 

Its modest form it rears ; 
It lives in Nature's wilderness — 

Exists on Nature's tears ; 
And, like some ddld of Charity, 

Unwarm'd by genial flres, 
Just breathes its fragrant gratitud: 

In ^hs, and then eiplres ' 


Thou art a frail and tender thing. 

Though beautiful and wild, 
And, 'imdst a lovely sisterhood, 

Art Nature's darling child ! 
I love thee not a whit the less 

That thou art wan and pale— 
I greet thy coming, mourn thy loss — 

Sweet Uly of the Vale. 


eo 
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LOST GERTRUDE. 

Poetry by Thomas C. Brabant, Eaq. ; Mttsic by F. H. S. Pendloton.— PnbUahad by Daviasoo. 
Andante non Troppo, 


n /inaaniv nan Jtroppw. v 1^ ^^ 


Earth, to thy bosom, take in peace lUs gentle flower of yes-ter - day; 


) 


f^fs-i J' J^Fp^ ^ ^ j.j'>r-t 


But 


take not then that aem-o • ry Which Ung'reth sad - ly past de • cay : 


She 


biJ^4 -£ 4^-i-^i r rtJ'^J^^^^ ^ 



stood a-lone, onr hope, ovr pride ; We lor'd her In that ham-let nide. ▲ - 



las I in vain, for she is gone, 

Fair clustering round the lowered vine. 

Which leads the slope to this soft rill, 
Onr mstic daughter led the dance. 

Herself the fairest 'midst them still : 
And now, with blinding tears, they tcU 

How Death's cold garment doth intiTide 
On tikat pale form, and hide the brow 

We lord so well in our Gertrude. 


And lore hath lost its own Ger • trude I 


Ah 1 how with dewy feet sbe trod 

The early summit, where pale hues lay i 
And light, which o'er her dose-bound hair 

Betray*d the slowiy-mounting day I 
Ow Tillace youths have ceas'd from toil, 

8a^e i^iere she rests with tears they've strew'df 
And flow'rs whos» drooping odours sigh 

A low fiueweU to lost Gertrude I 


•^\/>y\/N/X^^W%M^^>/W\^W^^ 


TUBAL CAIN. 

Poetry by Charles Mackay ; Music by Henry Russell. ^Published by Jefferys. 
AUttgr** Moderafo. 


l^eif^^iJ^PM 



M=^4^^=^ 


Old Tu-bal Cain was a mas of adght. In the days when Earth was young ; By th» 


p3=^i^:g^^i^ 



fierce red light of his fur - naoe bright, The strokes of his ham-mer rung ; And he 


LU 1 11 I . ^^ - P 



FF^:^3?n^ 


sparks rush'd out in sear - let rout. As he fiMhion*d the sword and spear ; 
b _ ^ ■ k . k I ! w ^ ^ I ^ I K-. — ^ 


- Andha 



f f r J;.J' J' I J ^^ 

sang, 'Hur-ra for my ban - di-workl Hur-ra 


fbr the spear and sword I Hur- 



^^ 


rm for the hand that shall wield them well, For he shall bt king and tord I' 


To Tubal Cain came many a one, 
As he wrought by his roaring fire, 

AJLd eaeh one pray'd fbr a strong sted blade, 
As the erown of his own desire ; 


And he made them weapons sharp and strooiCk 

lUl they shouted loud for glee. 
And save him gifts of pearls and gold. 

And spoils of the forest free ; 


ll 
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And they aangi ' Hurra for THibal Calny 
Who hath gtv'o ns strength anew — 

Hurra for the smith I hurra for the fire I 
And hurra for the metal tme 1' 

But a andden change came o'er his head 

Ere the setting m the snn ; 
And Tabal Cain was fiU*d with pain 

For the evil he had done : 
He saw that men with rage and hate 

Made war upon their kind, 
And the land was red with the blood they shed 

In their lust for carnage blind ; 
And he said, * Alas 1 that ever I made. 

Or that skill of mine should plan, 
The spear and the sword for men whosa joy 

Is to slay their fellow man 1' 

And for many a day old Tubal Cain 

Sat broodinff o*er his woe ; 
And his hand nirbore to smite the ore, 

And his furnace sraonlder'd low : 


But he rose at last witii a cheerfol face. 

And a bright courageous eye, 
And bar*d his strong right arm for work, 

While the quick &mes mounted high ; 
And he sang, ' Hurra for my handiwork I' 

And the red sparks lit the air,— 
' Not alone for the blade was the bright steel 

And he fashioned the first ploughshare. 

And men, taught wisdom from the past, 

In friendship )oin*d their hands, — [^<^>Ut 

Hung the sword in the hall, and the spear on the 

And ploughed the willing lands ; 
And sang, * Hurra for Tubal Cain, 

Our staunch good friend is he ; 
And for the ploughshare and the plougli, 

To him our prSse shall be. 
But while oppression lifts its head, 

Or a tyrant would be lord, 
Though we may thank him for the plought 

We'll not foi^ the sword.' 


SMILE ON, FOR THY YOUNG DAY IS DAWNING. 

Poetry by Leman Rede ; to the Music of an Irish Melody, Moore's ' Sing, Sing.' 
AUegnlio, 



.Srafle on, for thy . young day is dawn-lng ; The world beams for thee in its 


A p.M^;J;|J^^;^:;^ff 


ik=± 


^m 


bright -est of hours; Warm gleams are be -fit- ting the mom-ing. When 


i' I J. J' : J J 


j:J jj ^ 1 :. ^ f r ^ 


rap-ture bursts forth, like the sun up - oa flow - 'rs. Bright as the sky is thine 


i' c f. t Ji;iJ'^ c I i\H M^ 


eye's bril - Hant beam - ing ; light bounds thine heart, as the roe on the moun-tain ; 


^m 


Calm flow thy thoughts, as the sum-mer lake stream - ing, Spark-llDg in joy, like the 

4 



rrt i jv i-s^ ^m 


ipray frtmi the foun - tain. Smile on : soon time will a - wa - ken 


Thy 


|> J J. J- I J [ l-F- J* I Jj J' l=fe ^^^ 


bo-som from peace, to o'er -whelm it in sad -ness; Thou'ltrise a - lone and for* 


^1* J- ; i'\iFr i J u r g J ^ 


u — 


•a - ken, To foel the worid's tem - pest, its wrath and its mad - ness. 

Young dreams, like the bright lotus* growing. The lotus awakesfrom the bright spell thatboundit, 

Arise from the stream when the sun kisses ocean. And vanishes 'neath the durk waters for ever. 

Bad in his beams, whilst the waters are glowing, SmUe on, for thy youngday is dawning ; 

All warm with hia smiles in their tremulous motion. Bask while yon may in joy's roseate light : 
Aa the cold eve draws in darkness around it, For soon you'll relinquish your mornine. 

The flowers of the earth frt>m the sunbeam must And sink in the cares of the world's gioaorr 

night. 
* An Egyptian flower that rites abore the stream at annrisc and aiafca at taaaet 


- H 
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THE SPIRIT AND THE STREAM. . 

Poetiy by Eliza Cook, to the Music of * Tke Old Arm Chair,' oompoMd by Henry RuiselL 
MuUmte con Btprmaiane, 



The baaki of the ri - rer were love . ly and bright, Ab the bios - aome and 



boughs met the sum- mer noon - light ; The moss hid the flow - er, the 


al i» - J « r J J. 



tree screen'd the moss, And tho wil* low's thiek tres-ses fell sweep* ing a- cross: But 



Timo took Us way on those green banks at last. And pull'd up the 



^m 


flow'rs and 


as he pass'd;— He stretch'd his oold hand— the white 


j^,*,. J J' 1 1 ; ; I ^^ ^^ 



eot-tage was down, And the spring - y moss wi-ther'd be • neath his stem frown. 

As it did when the alder and lily were there ; 


He trampled the woodbine, and blotted all trace 
Of the willow so lov'd for its wave-kissing grace ; 
But he touch'd not the river— that still might be 
found [round. 

Just the same as when beautifiil green banks were 
The heart, like that water, may quicken and g^ow. 
While rare beauty is seen on the furrowless brow ; 
It may gayly expand where Love twineth a bow'r, 
And niufimy picture the branch and the flow'r. 

ButTlme win soon ploush up the forehead so sle^. 
He will vrfaiten.the aark hair, wnd ahadowthecheek | 
Tlie charms that once daszled will dazzle no more, 
But the heart, like the water, shines on as before. 
The tide gushes fast, all as fresh and as frur 


Thechansethat has come o'er the place of its course 
Has not leasen'd its ripple, or alter'd its source. 

And the heart thatisbeatingwith Nature and Truth 
May outlive some dear images mirror'd in youth ; 
Some wrecks may be round it, but none e'er shall 
.And [kind. 

Its deep feelings less quick, or its yearnings less 
1 the green banks may fade, and the brown locks 

t»™ gwy» [way ; 

But the stream and the spirit shall gleam on their 
For the heart that is warm, and the tide that is 

free. 
Glide onward unchang'd to Etendty'a 


HURRAH FOR THE GIRL OF OUR HEARTS. 

FiwMt. Compoied by J. Btowitt 


^^ I've a toast now to sive. which, as lou 


toast now to give, which, as long 

m 




Should my locks with bright 




sn -Tcr 


pmm 


be crown'd* 'TIS a toast more ^an wine, or friend-ship I prise. And with 


I 



cheers will go round and go round: 


not the land of my birth, Nor the 


p fj P- J' Bj Wf WfUT^=^^3 ! ^ ^m 


he - roes in bat-tie that fall. Nor the monarch we lore and re - vero ; But dear 


Woman, the pride of us alll Then the toast then the toast be, *Deav 


Then the toast then the toast be, * Dear | 


I 
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WO • many dfiar iro 


1 I, m rrij ^rjT-r-n 

-manl' Ltk each brtaat that is man -It ap-prore; Then the 


|Vr.'5 ' TE^ 



toast, then the toast be * Dear Wo-man ! 


And nine cheers ibr die girls that we 


pT J'J^f J- Jj I -^^trrt^^^ ^i 


lorel* Come, mybojs; eoine»my boys; and nine cheers for the girls that we love! 


Bright* bright are the dreams of our earliest years, 
And sweet are the scenes of our yonth ; 

BKt brighter fond woman before ns appears, 
And sweeter her Iots and her truth. 


Her Toice is the trumpet of gladness, — 
Who hears must the summons obey ; 

Her tear-drop overwhelms us with sadness. 
But 'tis transport to chase it away. 

Then the toast, &c. 


OLD DAN TUCKER. 

Negro Meiody by Henry Russell.— Published in Davidson's unifbrm Edition of his Ckmipositions. 



Icamea-crossde o-cean wide, To liyewid a gemmanon t'o-derside; 'Xpeeted to breakftst. 



dine, and sup. When wid dtte harsh words he chaw'd me upi — ' Git out ob de way, 


i 



i i-j i : r.»ff3dp 


Git out db de way. Git out ob de way, Ole Dan Tuc-ker ; You're toolate 'to come to suppe** " 


I see a yallow bush-a-belle, 
But when I come my lub to tell, 
And aH de pangs she causes me, 
What you onk she answer me? 

Get out ob de way, &c. 

Sheep and de hog are in de paster, 
1 go to kiU one for de master ; 
Wben I kill him dead as a nit, 
Dey would'nt let me hab a bit,-^ 

But said. Git out ob de way, &e« 

I 'fkvid I don't look well a-dandng, 
'Cos my legs too much a slanting : 
* Rub 'em well wid riu and water, 
Soon come straight/ — so says de doctor. 

Git out ob de way, &c. 


' But den, Massa Doctor,' ole Dan quicker 
Say, * What de good ob wasting de liquor ?' 
So I swirde gin to wet my trottle. 
Den I rub my leg wid de bottle. 

Git out ob de way, Bee. 

I ffo to dance so hard one night, 
1 dance myself clean out ob sight ; 
Next morning early my head was found 
Sticking upr^ht, an' my body in de ground. 

Git out ob de way, &e. 

When I ran away one moonlight night, 
De proclamation describe me right : 
His legs is thin, his ankles fat,— 
He hM but one eye, and he squints wid dat. 

Git out ob de wny, &c. 


THE FOLLOWING MAY BE SUBSTITUTED AS ENCORE VERSES. 


On Nigger hill, as I heard tell, 
A darlcey woman us'd to dwell. 
From New Orleans 1 think she came. 
And Misses Tucker was her name. 

Git out ob de way. Misses Tncker, kc 

Misses Tucker is eighty-nine, — 
Her hair hangs down like a bunch ob twine,- 
Hcr nose sticks out, her eves stiek in, — 
Her under-lip bangs ober her chin. 

Git out ob de way, &c. 

Misses Tucker and my aunt Sally, 
Doy Itre down in Jawoone AUey, 


Name on de house, and knocker on de door, 
De first house ober de grocery store. 

Git out ob de way, &c 

When Misses Tncker goes to bed, 

She puts a nightcap on her head ; 

Slie blows out de light, and shuts up her eyes. 

And don't git up tifi de sun does rise. 

Git out ob de way, &e. 

Misses Tucker's short and fist, — 

Her fiice is black as my old hat, — 

De white ob her eye you can see in de dark— 

Her eyeballs shine Uke de eandle-spark. 

Git out ob die way» &<& 
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WHEN MY VERY FIRST DAY. 

Compoeed by Kelly. 



\1 


jc:^ji y\l' }^ 


^ ci f g ih '^ 


na-ta-ral putsaa a 


: My span-id had put up a saipefrom a bog; I 



miss'd it, I TOW, but I brought down the dog, Down, down, down, 


fi^ ' hi^r^ i 


1 J I ^ ^ ;i ■' I . 


der - ry der - ry down, der - ry down, down, down, der - ry, der - ry down. 


So keen my first hunt, I bmsh*d over the grounds, 
I decidedly dSstance'd the fox and the hoimdi ; 
And I leap'd my first hedoe with so earnest amind^ 
Tfaat i left a fine gelding I rode on behind. 

Down, derry down. 


But time and experience hare render'd me cool, 
And I oounsd yooag sportsmen to thinkof this nile : 
When you go out a shooting, don't shoot your dog 

dnd; 
And in ri<Ung ahone, don't fly orer bis head. 

Down, derry down. 



BUD NOT YET, YE GENTLE FLOWERS. 

Poetry by Gaorge Soane, A.B., to the Mnsic of ' E I'Assiria,' in Verdi's Opera of Nabuoodonosor, 

or Nino.— Published by Davidson. 
JL Andante $ Staccato, 


fi\ M h^ r« F 



J l fJ^iJ^^J^ljJ-iii- ^ 


Ol bud not yetiyegen - - - tie iow-ers, Nor tmst those winds, those son- 


- - 1^7 ^^^^f^ ' o * '^^ l^vt tsmpt you, to ds-stroy you, ^o de - 


show - ers : They but tsmpt you, to ds-stroy you, to de - 


.stroy Tou : They but tempt you, to de - stroy you. to de-stroy you 1 ik voor 



stroy you 1 Ia yoor 


^\\ Jl-nftjg 


5 


^^ ^ 


beds a-wfaHe en - joy you, en - joy you, 


*TIs not Spring's warm ate 




Lie be - hind 


PE ^h f rTm 


frosl, to blight, to blight you. Gen . tie 

m 



flow'rs, gen - tie fiow'rs, 

O I wilt till May, Spring's yonncest daughter. 
In robe of bhie, and eyes of langllterf 
Soon shall eaU you from your slumber. 
While th^ stars in eoontless number 


- tie flow'rs. 


gen - 

Fill the Heav'n above to greet you ; 

And upon the earth below 
Frolic zephyrs haste to meet you — 

Gentle flowers, irentle flowers t 


flow'rs. 
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OUR WAY ACROSS THE MOUNTAINS. 

The Foetry by George Soane, A.B. ; the Music by Henry Ruasell.— PobUahed in Davidson's Cheap and 

Unifbnn Edition of his Compositions. 
Cm Afdma^ 



^m 


Spring has yV- lets Une, all be-spientwith dew, And the smnmsr's song ringscfaeer -1-ly ;— And 

i 

wln-ter is cUU, yet I lore him still. For he ne'er to me looks wea-ri - ly, As 



i^yj.lKN j'ffir I ' l i \ i j ' j ji j i'^ 


ting-ing we go, Oar way a - cross the nurantains, ho! ho! ho! Our way a-cross the 



^^ 


moim>taias ; ho I ho! hoi ho! ho! When winds are loud, and the gath'-ringckmd 




t7T# ^ 



spyyl^omthB eot-tage Ua-i&ig mer-ri ly, O! Whenonr way is past, and tbt 



fire at laat Gives a wd-comehome right glow-ing-ly, More plea -sent the shoot of the 



I flJJJ^MJTfi: 


storm wiUi-oatyWhile the wine is streaming flow-ing-ly. Then sing-ing we go,Oiirwaya • 



croes t]iemoQntains.]iol ho! ho! Onrway a-crossthemoontains, ho! ho! ho! ho! 



ho! Our way a - cross the moon-tains, ho! ho! ho! ho! ho! hoi 



ho! Onr way a - cross the moan-tains. 


Ah ! it stin is far, like some distant star, 
Yet it beameth oat ii|^t pleasantly; 

Oar bosoms they iiiell, and we hope ML well 
Tlmt we shaD be tibere prcscntlT. 


Tlie ground is white, and throogh the night 

Cometh the squaU so gustily; 
The deetdrivas thick, aid the rain fUls thick. 

But onr hearts beat high and lustily. 
1 now our way is past. ire. 




ee 
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HEAR ME, LOVE. 

Poetrj bf George Soane, A.B., to the Muaio of 'Throng the Foresti,* in Weber* Opera of Dec 

Freyachuts.— PoUiahed by xhtridaon. 


fodtraio. 



WoundB like this too oft are ft - tal, — Such a waj-ward thing's the heart ; Wonndslike 

i 


this too oft are ft - tal,— Smeh a way - ward thhig'a the heart 



tUng*! 


'AiiJ'j-j' f j' i J JpJ:J' i j^J[j i ^i J^^ 


If a wordwere l-dly apo-ken, Ohl for-glreit, and for - get; Be tfaeaeteantfaa 



fend thee— Ne • ^er, O I ne - ver did my will of-febd thee yet. 

Tan not, aweet, in anger from me,— Yea, I aee I am forgiven I 

Think it waa the eanae of love $ Telia that amUe wliat lips diadain ; 

By thine own bright eyea I awear it. Such a amile, by Hear'n ftempta me. 

Brighter than ue son above. Then, almost to sin again. 


I'M GOIN» OBER DE MOUNTAIN. 

Mnaic by Henry Rnsaell.— PabUahed in DaTidaon'a Cheap and Uniform Edition of hia OompoaitioBa.. 



f-^ i v m i fr fi M i i j-jM i f r. ^ 


De qneer-eat eh^ I e-ber aee 


Waa Nig-ger Jack of Ten-nea-aee: 


And Us an • der Up hung 


Hia noae waa tat, hia eheda were thin, 


f i J jiif. i \ ^f=^ 




o-ber Us chin*- Re, ro, my true love ; Do come a4ong, my dar-ling : I'm go-ing 



I jj'i'j J ^If. !. [ 


yha,yha,ylmy yha, yha,ylm! Came a-long, my dar-ling, o • ber de moon-taial 
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^adc bayine hoiaes did engage, 
Look'd Ln dere ean to tell dere age ; 
nuniglit a doDkey better and stronger^ 
'Cm mn ean were so much lonser. 

Re, ro, my tmeJore, &e. 
Boas gare him aoT'reign ; Jacky said, 
' I'd ratlier have a crown instead ; 
A erown him bigser, and not snspicioninr 
Pem yaller eoiiniim look so bflioos.' 

Re, ro, my tme lore, &c. 
Jack was sent fbr doctor's stoif, 
Ikoofl^ 'twas ram, and swallow'd enonglr, 
Oct so bad he roar wid pains out, 


C7\ 


Took up a knife to blow him brains out. 

Re, ro, my true lore, dec 
One morning Jack, as soro as you're bora, 
Dog for taters in a field o' com ; 
Pat on a red coat at a boiin', 
And fiah'din de pond to catch red hening. 

Re, ro, my true love, &e. 
One morning, when dis nigger rose. 
He put him inittens on hfan toes,— 
dean'd him teeth wid an apple-scoop, 
And shaT'd hissetf wid an iron hoop. 

Re, ro, my true lore, te. 


THE BILLET-DOUX. 

Ckimposed by W. Shield* 



The bil.let-douz O I didst thou bear To my Lo- ren - ji, love -ly nuJdTT 


see how look'd the mo-dest foir, I hear the gen-tle things she said. tST 



maa.tHng blood her cheek for - sakes. But quick ro-turns the ro - ey 



f I ' ' "H I 1^ 1 ^ ['ill I i r 


trem - bUng haste the seal aha breaks, And reads my ten . der bil - let - bouz 
Tto bfflet^W whoi I reeeire, And nowittomyMpsispress'd; 

Ijjess tt to my throbUng heart ; But, when the^nSc Jaw I ^. 

^weet words 1 I cry, such jojrs you glre, Aeain I clasp it to^brSt, ' 

My fond, my tender bOkt-doas 


-»*»»• WWBWB • M V*J, VW««U JVJS JVU I 

Oh I nerer, never, ihenoe depart. 


I 


^M'^^'%«^>W%^M'W>/x/^r\/%^^'^/^ 


NOT MARRIED YET. 

Musk br Henry RoBsell.— PuUidied in Daiidaon's Cheap and Unifonn Edition of his CompocitionBt 



I'm sfai - gte yetl Fm sin - gle yet 1 And years haTO Town since I came 


j ^rMppp|JrlJVijJj:lJ_P^ 


^ Ht^ 


boot? 


out I In vain I sigh— In Tain I fret I Yegodsl yegods! what,Tdiat,what aiethemena* 



I TOW I'm twen-ty I O I ye powr's I A spin-ster's lot 


^f3 J'CJ 


is hard to 


5 


^ 


bear I On earth a - lone to pass her hours. And af- ter -wards lead apes down there 1 

No oifor yet ! no offer yet 1 Not married yet 1 not married yetl 

I'm sure I cannot make it out— Heigho I alas 1 and wdl-a-day 1 

For er'ry bean mT cap I set : A hand d snow, an eye of jet, 

What, what, what are the men about ? Are all I lu6re to glTC away. 

Tlwy dmi't propose ! they won't propose ! Tikey say, ' She's pretty, but, alas !* 

perhaps, I'd not say, * YeS I'— With hand extended, thus they flout : 

a try— for, Hear'n knows, * She has no cash !' and by they pass v-^ t 

\ Yegodsl what are the men about." *\ 


propose ! they won't propose I 
For fear, perhaps, I'd not say, ' YeS I' — 
1 wish they'd try— for, Hear'n Imows, 
I'm tfar'd of sbgle bl 
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O! MT LOVE'S LIKE THE RED, RED ROSE. 

Andantino, 


J ijij J i i b Min 



Ol my lore's like the red, led rose, T1iat*t new - Ij Bpnmg in June: OI mj 


hmf t J' J' I J- ^^TTi^^ 



love's like the me - lo - dy. That's sweet - ly play'd in tnne. As fair art tium, my 


§ J'f J' j' l J' n; f f-tfnrf c r J' r m 


bon-nie lass. So deep in love am I, — ^And I idll love thee still, my dear, Till 


i ^ i' ^' I r t ^^rnrt^^^'F^ 



a' the seaa gang dry. Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, TIU a' the seas gang 


^^ 


dry. 


^ 



=i= 



01 I will love thee ttfQ, my dear. Till a' the seas gang dry. 


xni a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rodcs mdt wi' this son,— 

1 T will love thee still, my dear. 
While the sands o' life shall run. 


Then fare thee ired, my only love 
And fare thee wed, awhile ; 

And I will come again, my lore, 
Tho' 'twere ten thousand mile. 


CHARUE IS MY DARLING. 


Moderato. 



Char -He 


my dar - ling, my 


|i4.'. J' J: ^^-h TM r n; rn. 



Char - lie Is my dar - ling, the yoong Che - va • Her. TVas on a Mon - day 






mxnrn - ing, Bight ear - ly 

ad lib. 


the year, When Ghar-Ue came to our town, The 


yoong Che - va - lier 1 01 Char - Ue is my dar - ling, my dar-Ung, my 



Jjri. J' J f/C I f ft, f^ 


dar - ling ; O I Chai - Ue Is my dar - ling. The yoong Che - va - Uer 1 


As he came marching np the street. 
The pipes play'd load and dear ; 

And a' the folk came running out. 
To meet the Chevalier. 

1 Charlie, &c 

Wi* Highland bonnets on their heads, 
And claymores long and dear, 

They came to fight for Scotland's right, 
And the young Chevalier. 

O I Chariie, &«. 


Now ha'd awa', ye Lowland loon,. 

And court na lassies here,— 
The Highland man's come back again 

VHi* ue young Chevalier. 

Ol Chariie, &c 

And it's up yon heath'ry mountain. 

And down yon craggy glen. 
We dare nae go a mifidngy 

For Charlie and his men. 

O! Charlie. &c 
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THE BRAVE IRISH BOT. 


JAArot*. 





Twas down by the stream - let that creeps tbrough the shade, On a 


of sweet 


t\ 



breast heavM a sig^, And the tears, as she sang, fell in drops from her eye. And 


S' Gf J' ^ fj r i 



hast thou, then, left me, 1 Pa - triek nn - kind, Un - true to thy 


111 g n I fi t x & 1 J J'- J' Q ■;■ j' l 

tme lore, in - con - stant as wind: With thee I'd hare wan - der'd,nor 



^^ 


known o - ther joy Than beamed in the smile of my brave I - lish boy. 


Tb tme he has left me, bat sure heHl return Then why should I giiereme? Though time linger 

To the land of his fathers, nor leave me to moam : slow, 

The heart that is brave no inconstancy knows. Its motion is certain as waters that ilow : 

Tlftoogh honoar compels it to conquer our fycB, With him, then, I'll wander, nor know other joy 

Than the presence and unile of my brave Irish lioy. 


ti 


OLE BULL AND OLD DAN TUCKER. 

As song by Henry RnsseU.— Published in Davidson's Cheap and Uniform Edition of his Compositions. 



todc de shine from Pa - ga - ni-ni — We am ds boys from Old Ylr - gin-ny. 


Ole Bull camefto town to play- 
Five hondred dollars for a day ; 
The women ran, and I ran too. 
To hear him fiddle up something new. 

Hand de bacjo, &c. 

Ihey play'd togetiier at Chatham Street, 
Badi other's time tbjej tried to beat : 
Some vrent for Dan, and some for Bull, 
The house was crowded ram jam fall. 

Hand de banjo, &e. 


When first his fiddle 'gan to speak, 
De people dey all went to sleep ; 
He gave h\3 bow a mighty hawl. 
He made dem all wake up and squall ! 

Hand de banjo, &«. 

If you want to hear good play. 
Just call for Dan from Old Vlrginny, 
Who beat Ole Bull frt>m de Norway, 
Whe tuck de shine ih>m Paganini. 

Handde bai^o. &<• 


-^ . 1 
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WHY DONT YOU COME, LOVE? 

Poetry by J. W. Leslie ; Miule by J. M. JoHy.— PaUiihed by Dsridfon. 
Liffhtfy amdCheerfuUy. 



^a^iJMjj^ ^^ 




Why don't yoa come, love ? ev'-ning is 


near: Why don't you come, lore? 




tme love is here. Night's he-raids are just peep-ing lYom their dome of a - sure 


W0^ 



n J J' ; ; i tT7^ 



ad lib. 
bright ; The waves are gay-Iy leap-ing 'Neath the moonbeam's all - v'ry light. Why don't yon 



come? Why don't yon come, love? Ev'-ning is near; Whydon'tyoa eome, love? 



Tme love is here. Why don't you come, love? Why don't you come? Why don't yoa 
ad lib. . ^^ --^ a tempo. 


HjioaMO. — >. a tempo. 


eome? Why don't yon eome, love? Why, 

Dost thon forget, love, 

This is the hoar 
When we last met, love. 

Near thine own bower ? 
The nightingale is wailing 

From thebosom of the rose, 


love, why don't yoa eone? 

Tlie moonlight ftst is paling, 

And later still it grows; 
Why don't yoa come, love ? 


Ev'ningis 
Why don't yoa come, love? 
Iroe love is here. 

Why don't yoa come ? &c 


THE WELSH HARPER. 

Compoied by T. Smith. 



^^ 


O - ver the son - ny 


I stray, IHi-ning ma-ny a ros - tic lay; And sometimes 



J'Lf p i f t Ll^ ' 


thns I spend my life: Tho' poor, my breast is htt firom 8trift;The Uithe old har-per call'd am 

/7^ 


fJ.lNh'r ^T-f l T'JJ'J' l ^ 



I, In theWdshvales'ndd moon-tains high, In the Welsh vales 'mid moon-tains 

Sometimes, before a castle-gate. When Sol illumes the western sky. 

In song a battle I relate, And ev'ning sephyrs softly sigh, 

Or how a lord in tfiepherd's goise Ofttimes on villlage-greea I play, 

SoogfatlisvoaT in a maiden's eyes: While roond me dance tiie roatics gay t 

WHh rich and poor a welcome guest. And oft, when vdl'd by sable light, 

jfo cares introde opon my breast. The wand'rinff shepherds I delight. 

The blithe old harper, &c The 


blithe old harpert fto. 
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JOCK O' HAZELDEAN. 

SeotUth Melody; Poetr; by Sir Walter Soott 


ff hi-Hfjjj i ut ;' i Jj'f. i r;j; s 


'IVliy weep 70 by the Jide, la - dy ? Wby weep ye 



rrtt J' J'. Ji J . J' 


the tide? 101 wed ye to my 

hi 



yoong-eet ion, And fye shall be \&b bride ; And ye diall be bis bride, la - dy, Sae 



oonae-ly to be leen ;' Bat aye ihe let the teen down n' For Jock o* Ha - sel - dean. 


' Now let that wilftd grief be done, 

And dry that cheek bo pale : 
Toiinff Frank is chief of Errington, 

Am lord of Lan^ey dale ; 
His Btq> is int in peaeefdl ha'. 

His swoid in battle keen.' 

Bnt aye she let, &c« 

* A chain o^ gold ye shall not lack, 

Nor braid to bind yoor hair, 
Nor mettlM hound, nor manag'd hawk. 

Nor palfrey fresh and ftir ; 


And yon, tiie foremoet of them a', 
Shall ride, oar forest qneen 1' 

Bnt aye she let, fte. 

The kirk was deck'd at morning tide, 

The tapers glimmer'd frdr ; 
The priest and bridegroom wait the bride, 

And dame and knight were there. 
Iher sonsht her both by bow'r and ha'<~ 

The la^ was not seen : 
She's o'er the border and awa* 

Wi' Jock o' Haxddean. 


Amdani$. 


JESSIE, THE FLOWER O' DUNBLANE, 

Composed by R. A. Smith. 




son has gane down o'er the lof-ty Bcn-Lo-mond, And leftthereddoods to pre 



lone-ly I stray In the calm sim - mer gloam-in'. To 



mnse on sweet 


reet Jes-sie, the ilow'r o' Dnn-blane. How sweet Is the brier, wi' Its 



sail nmld-ln' blossom. And s?reet is the birk, wi' its man- tie o' green;Tet sweet-cr ^' 



lUr-tf, an' dear to this bo-som, Is lore - ly young Jes 


Dunblane, Is 


Ji'l I I jiMll f I I I I II '^ '\ \ \ Y *^ 

iflvrirmnff Jessie, li lOTdy yonng Jessie, is loretyyoong Jessie, the flow'r o' Dunblane. 


lotdy young Jessie, Is lotdy young Jessie 

She's modest ss ony, an' bUthe as she's bonny. How lost woe my days tiU I met wi' my Jessiel 

For guileless riAplidty marks her its ain; The sporti o' the city seem'd foolish and rain ; 

An' for be the Tillafn, avcsted o' feeling, I nc^er saw a nymph I would ca' my dear lasde, 
Wha'd blight in its bloom the s?reet flow'r ol 
Dunblane. ^ 


TOl charm'd wi' sweet Jessie the tow'r 0' Dun- 
blane. 



U charming young JeMie,tbt«ow'r of DunUaas. If wasting sweet Jearie, the flow 


»' itf fcplni 
ro'Dnl 


— .. -I 


1 
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JULIA TO THE WOOD-ROBIN. 

Compoeed bj Spoffbrth. 



Stey» *weet en-chant-er of the grore. Leave not to toon thy na-ti^ trea; 
2nd tune. 



tree. 1 war -ble atiil those notei of love, While my fond heart re-aponds to thee ; O I 


warble atill those notes of loTe, 'WUle my fond 



Rest thy soft bosom on the spray, 
Tai chilly autumn frowns severe ; 

Then charm me with those notes of lore, 
And I will answer with atear. 


heart re-sponds to 


Bnt, soon as spring, enwreath'd with flow'rs, 
Comes dandng o*ar the new-dress'd plain, 

Retom, and cheer thy natal bow*rs, 
My RoUni with thiaie notes again. 


COME, FILL THE CUP. 

Poetry by Henry John Sharpe ; Mnric br Henry Rossdl. — Pnblished in Daridaon's Cheap and Unttortt 

Edition of his Compositions. 
Moderato Vnmce» 


ii!*"ifir'f 



Come, mi the cap, nor fear to sip The gen'rons, gen*roas m • by wine ; Let 


4'r'c ft \ u^ 



■^31-^ 


lore - ly wo-man's ro - sy Up Pro - teet, pro - tect the sa - cred vine 1 The 


\ 


fiT^i.npSif^ 



cheer-All cop in - spires the heart with friend -ship's ssn-ny, sim*ny g^ow; In 



H\^n f*]j' P I 


mod'rate dnmght, it doth im - part To wit a spark- ling, spark-ling flow. Come, 



i n i Ii \ 


flu the cap, nor fear to sip the gen* - roos, gen' - roof n • by wlae ; I^ 


tfr: f nc; ^>T-jTnD 


1 


love - ly wo-man's ro - sy lip Pro - tect, pro » tect the aa - cred vine. 
Come, fin the eup 1 the regal draogfat 


^ 





For iH was ne'er design' 
Ihe temp'rate will avoid the shaft 

Excess may leave behind. 
With gratefnl care the rare old vino 

Was rear'd by Nature's hand ; 
I^et not in vain its tendrils twine, 

Its jnicy bads expand. 

Come, #11 the cup I &e. 


Come, fill the cap I nor dream that harm 

Incipient lurks within : 
We pledge alone the social charm. 

Bat goard against the sin. 
Come, drain the cup ! and leave awhile 

Doll care to take its flight ; 
While lovely woman's gentle smile 

Illumes the shades (knight. 

Come, drain the cap ! Set* 
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A TRAVELLER STOPPD AT A WIDOW'S GATE. 




A tn-Td-ler itopp'd at a widow's gate; Sbekept an inn, and he want-ed to 


i f.'"J[ | f f. rn i f^ JJ'J'ict^J'^'J' i 


bait, aba k^ an inn, and he want-ed to bait ; But the wi - dow abe alight-ad bar 


yj.f r. i f f. r^:j- i j.. aj 



guest, Bat the wl-dow abe alight-ed her gneat: For when na-tnre waa making an 


al J f , t f. r .i t ^ f, ^ ^ TT T 


ng - ly race. She cer - tain - ly mould - ed the tra -vd - ler's face, As a 


t~n~rQ-^-f - 



sam - pie for all the rest, Aa a sam - pie fior all the reat. 


The diambcrmaid'a aidea they were ready to craek, The money immediately altered the case,— 

Wbenalie saw his queer nose and the hnmp on bia They were charm'd with Ina bnmp, and hia anovt, 
bade — and bia fiioe, 

A bomp isn't handsome, no donbt : Thongh ha atiU mlg^t bare fHghtenM the deriL 

And, though »tiaconfeaa'd,thirt the pwdndiee goes HepaldHkeaminea, garethewidowaamadt. 

Venr strongly in favoj^rfwf^ An/flopp'd on WtoSTat the door Uke a aadc ; 

Vet a Doae abooldn't look bke a anout. Wbili the landlady, toodung the chink, 

A bagfiill of gold on the taUe he laid, Cried, ' Sir, should you trayd this country again, 

"T had a wond'rona effect on the widow and maid, I beartOy hope that the sweetest of men 
And they quickly grew marrHoualy dvil : Will stop at the widow's to diink I' 


BEUEVE NOT THE TALES THET HAVE TOLD THEE OF ME. 

Poetry by Leigh CliillB ; Music by Henry Ruasdl. 
Published in Davidson's Cheap and Uniform JBdition of bia Compodftioaa. 





p^ 


Be - lieve not the talea they have told thee of me ; My heart beata aa tra - ly, aa 



fbnd - ly, aa free ; And, thonghma-lica aa - sail, with her iUae-hooda, my name, Through 



Hla tium wnt find me in apl-xlttlieeame. Ahl 


be - lieve that in me, day and 



dark - neaa will find One proud 


in bia api-iu aa con - atant in adnd* 


Let thoaa ^^Ao ddiriit to infiiet the aad pain 
On abeart that in nith ne'er can wander again, 
Knowtiutwbiapering Hope, atillunwillingtostray, 
Haa driven Dcnair from tbia bosom away, pdnd, 
Aad that die, m her fondncaa, amfl'd aweeoy and 
On the proodcativ aslilt, moat ooaatant in mind. 


Ol mem'ryl may never thy blosaoma daeay, [way; 
niougb tempeata should scatter life's treaaurea a- 
The past days of pleaaure reflected by thee, 
Are now the ade solace the world bath left mo t 
Ah I yet still one fond bosom is fdtbfrd and kind 
To one proud in bia apirit aa constant in mhul 


\ 
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ttidirato $ eon Sfririto. 


DOWN AMONG THE DEAD MEN. 

An old Eiigliih Air.— PnUUhad 1^ Dnidioa. 



f 


wealth m - ensM 1 Come, lePs drink it wbile ve baTe breathi For there's no drink-faig 



And he that ivfll thla health de • nj, Down a - mong the dead men, 


f i . i.M'.J'r f i 'M i J J i r-p ru ^^ 


down a-»ong the dead men, down, down, down, down, down a-mongthedeadmen let hhn tte. 

Let eharmfag beanty'i health go round. Maj love and wine their rites maintain. 

And their united pleasures reign ! 


In whom celestial Joys areftrand ; 
And may oonfiislon still vnrsoe 
The senseless women-hanng ercfw ; 
And they that women's heuth deny, 
Down among the dead men let than lie. 


Wh&e Bacchus' treasure crowns the board, 
We'U sfaig the Joys that both aiford 1 
And they that won't with ns comply, 
Down among the 4Md men let tiiem lie. * 


TOUNG ELLEN LORAINE. 

Compoaad by A lenndwr Lee. 



When I p«rt-ed from X-rin, beart-bra-kai tolesrethee, Idream'dnotofft]adiood,youig 

m 



El-len Lo-rainel I thooght, thongh bat wo»man,thon wovldstnot de-eelve me,— Ah I 



why ait thon ftith-less, yooag El-len Lo-raine? I lor'd thee in sor-row, I 



t f r ^ f J'N' J' 



songhtthee in 


daa-ger, And dear was the pe-ril, and tweet was the pain; But 


il n- J u j i I f I ^inwn^'l cicr ^ 


now is thy look as the look of a stranger,~Ah! why artthoafidtUeaa, yovng El-len Lo-raine 1 


I 


Ol thoawert the rision that brighten'd my pillow, 

The star of my darkness, young Ellen Loraine ; 
As the bloom to the rose, as the son to the billow. 

Hum cam'st to mylslomber, young Ellen Loraine 1 
Thoalt tMnk of me yet, when the fiJse worid de- 
eeires thee, 

And friends of gay fortmie look cold on thy wane; 

When the sheen of thy cheek like the summer-light 

toBves thee, [nine 1 

TiMs'lt think how I kyr'd thee, young Ellen Lo- 


Ol qpeak not to me— in those eyes I diseover 

ThiB wrongs thou hast done me, young EUen Lo- 
raine! 
Go, rest in the arms of a happier lover ; — 

Go, lovely, but fritUess, young Ellen Loraine I 
The moments of rapture, the vow and the token. 

They thrill in my bosom, and bum in my braini 
Go, fiJse one, and long^ at the heart thou hart 
broken ;— 

Go, lovely, but lUthless, young EUen Lorainel 


Urr 


I 
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OLD KING TIME. 

Boetry hj EHn Cook; Mule hj Heniy Rnsadl.— Pablkhed in DfttldMm*t Cheap and Unifbnn Editicni 

of hia Compori t io n i. 

Qfimii AUegn. 



lord - ly tbinga; But monarch and eonrtier, tho' great thej be, Must fall from thdr c^-ry and 



F^J'l J' J' | J' J' c U 



bend to me, But mon-arch and ooor-tur, tho' great they be, Mutt ftll from their g)o*ry and 

m 



bend to me. My aeep-tre te_ gem-leai | yet ipHm can aay, They will not come nn-der its 



mig^-ty away? Ye may learn who I aaft— there'ithe paaa • Ing ehime and the dial to 



Old King Time! 


Ha. ha. 


ha! 


' c [ r^rr 


Ha, hal OldKingllmel Ha, ha. 


Ha, ha, ha, hal Old King lime I Ha, ha. 


1 1 f 1 p 1 1 J ^ Ml 


hal 


Softly I creep, like a thief in the night, * 
Alter cheeka all blooming and eyes aU light ; 
My fltcpa are seen on the patriarch's brow, 
Ob the deep-worn farrows and locks of snow. 
Who laoghsatmypower ?— Theyonng andthe gay ; 
But tiiry dream not how doeelT I track their way. 
Wait tin their first bright sands haye ran, 
Aa^ they will not smile atwhatThne hath done. 

Ha»hal Old King Timet 


I eat thro' ticasares with moth and rost ; 
I lay the gorseoas palaee in dast ; 
I make the noeU-proof tower my own. 
And break the battlement, stone firom atoae. 
Work on at yoor cities aikl templea, prood maBt~~ 
Build high as ye may, and strong as ye can ; 
But the marble shall crumble, the pUliurs shall (Ul, 
And Time, Old lime, wiU be King after aU. 

Ha, hal OldKingllmel 


^\/VN/\/^^/>^/VX/W>/\/N^\/\/\ 


THE WIG, THE HAT, AND THE CANE. 



^rr? Ji jj J I f- ' N 


By the side of a mnr • mnr-ing streapi An d - der - ly gen - 



On the 



top of his head was 


The wfaid it Uew high and blew strong, 
As the elderly gentleman sat, 

And bore from his head in a trice, 
And plung'd in the rlyer, his hat. 

The gentleman then took his cane, 
WMeh lay by his side as he sat ; 

And he dropp'd io the riyer his wig, 
la attempting to get out his hat. 

His breast it new cold with despair, 
Ani ftdl in his eye madness sat; 


wig. And a-topofhiswigwashis hat. 

So he flung in the rirer Us cane, 
To swim with his wig and his bat 

Cool reflection at length came across. 
While tUs elderly gentleman sat ; 

So he thought he would follow the stream, 
And look for Us cane, wig, and hat 

His head, being tUeker than common, 
O'er-balanc'd the rest t!i his fat, 

And in plump'd this son of a woman. 
To foBow his wig, cane, and hath 


\ 
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LADY OP NIGHT. 

Poetry by Mrs. Price; Muaie by H. Oakey^^PobUshed by ToUdm. 


Andante, 




i 


Ttitttdm 


-^ 


J J JiriTi i ^-t r ^ 


La - dy of jklghti Lend ma thy ligbtl Shed thy eoft beams o- ver ttzeamkt and 
a tttnpo* 



keep-ing her footsteps for me, And El - la is keep- ing her footsteps for 
SUnUmdo 



^ 


Send me thy light. La- dy of night I The bright iow'ra of day, in the 

adUh, "^a temp; 


i\i rM f-T' i f J J i U'J i y.n i ie ri^ 


son's gdd -en ray. With their o- dour will pay The light heart that is free: But more do I 

tuu. 



^ 


priie Soft e?*n-ing's sighs, When El -la's bright eyes are beam-ing on me I When 

a Ump9. -^ RalL 



nrjnrTTiri^ ffl 


El -la*s blight eyes are beam-ing on mel Then, haste iHth thy Ught, La-dyof night 1 

ritard. ^ a tempo. 



Shed thy eoft beams o-yer streamlet and tree : While ro - ses are Bleep-ing, And night-dews are 
eret. 3 



keep-ing her foot-steps for me. Lend me thy light, La • dy of night I 


Moderator 



PRAY, GOODY. 


Pny, Goody, please to mo-de-rate the ran-conr of your tongue; Why flash those sparks of 


I n'j'i i ;' J- ;■ J- J' j'f ci 



fo - nr from yoor eyes? Re-mem-ber, vhen the iudg-ment*s weak, the pre • Jn- dise Is 


Ucs 


■f— 
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atrong,— -A stran-ger why iHtt yon des-]^? Ply me, try Bie,PiroTe e'er yon ds-ny me: 


i^t-m j i M J'-^ ^ 


If you cast me oif, yon nill Uait me, ne - fer more to rise. Prey, Goo-dy, please to 


^ : J' ;■ J- !■ ^ 



^^ 


i 


mo - de - rate the ran • eoar of your tongue ; Why flaah those sparks ot 


s 


-i ; J J- j' l : ^ ^ 



^* 


|iittigr0 JfWes 


FILL, FILL, TILL THE GLASS RUNS O'ER. 

Opera of Dcr F^erschut 
PahUshed by Daridson. 


Tbe Baeebaoalian Song from Weber't Opera of Dcr F^evschuts ; tSie Poetry by George Soane, A.B. 

Daridson 



^^ 



till the glass ron« o'erl He's a king, and some -thing more, 



Who Is fond of drink - Sng ; FDl k onoe, and ffll it twice; Here's a son to melt all 



ice, And set sor » - row wink - ing, And 



set sor - - row 


ing. 


Wine and beanty, glass for glass : Wine and women ! Uss for kiss I 

NriU make the mini] 
flowing measnre I 



Earth has not a joy like this I— 
Drink I dissolve in pleasuiy I 


MY DOG AND MY GUN. 

Coikipoeed by Dr. Arne. 



Let gay ones and great make the most of thdrftte, F^om plea-snretopiea-siivethey 


p- i ^n \i(Q %1- j 'i J^^ J' l f. ntw ^ 


ran, IVom plea -sore to plea-sore they nm. Well, who cares a Jot, 1 en-Tythem 



not, While I have my dogaad my 


For ezerdsc, air, to the fields I repair, 
With spirits undooded and tt^t ; 


ogaadmy gon, ... While I have my dog and my gun* 


No blisses I find, no sting leaves befaindU 
But health and diversion unite. 


-Ji 


1 
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JENNY, GET YOUR OAT-CAKE DONE. 



O ! Jen - ny get you oatcake done— my la - dy Jen - ay get your oateake done. 


A mifflity etonn dare came one nighty 
WU^ piat poor nigger in a friglit; 
De lightning slip au about de ikjf 
JnatBkeaUind horse dat*8 broke his thigh. 

1 Jenny, &c. 


We •nchor'd next morning dose to 
I thonc^t it a dream , or IHtle moio— 
Dey took me in a boat, I landed at de pier, 
Bnt ole nigger ooold'nt stand, he fdt so queer. 

O ! Jenny, &c. 

I vent up a street, den tom*d to de right ; 
I stmp'd Just as Ugh as a cow In a ft%ht ; 
My net felt so Amny, I cut such a figure, 
Dat all de folks say,' Dan's a mighty rum nig- 
ger 1' O ! Jenny, &c 

One white man say I make such a ftiss. 

So he took me stndght to de Mansion-house : 

Aad dare de mayor woold'nt let me go, 


Till I play'd lAiey Long on my ole bai^o. 

O ! Jenny, ace 

Now I fdt much pleas*d wid all I saw, 
So I question de mayor 'bout de com law : 
And he told me dey mean to repeal it as soos 
As Hanson goes up in his steam-balloon 

O I Jenny, &c. 

Next I ax'd de mayor, if all was true, 
'Bout London smoke goinff aH up one flue : 
He say it is prqpos'd, and dey soon mean to 

light 
AU London wid but one big gas ob a night 

O ! Jenny, &• 

Now, I tink I say enough 'bout my trabel. 
All ober de sea, dryland, and grabd ; [know-^ 
B^t dare's one tins, white fidks, I wish you to 
Dare's no music ue dat of de ole ba^fo. 

1 Jenny, &e. 


A ndanitHO 


O! REST THEE, BABE. 

Composed by John Whittaker. 


# HH ' i r.-f c f J'J' i r/f r. r 



O I dum-ber, my dar-Ung, Thy sire Is a knight ; Thy mo-ther, a ta-dy, so 



aU shall be -long, my dear Sa-ftnt, to thee, Ol rest thee, babe, rest thee, babe, 

i 


sleep on till day; OI rest thee, babe, rnt thee, babe. 



sleep while you may. 


01 rest thee, my darling, the time It shall eome. For war eomes with manhood, as Hg^t eomes with 

When thy sleep shall be broken by tnimpet and day. [day ; 

drum : Ol rest thee, babe, rest thee, babe« deq> on tlk 

Tbea rest thee, my darting, Ol sleep while ye 01 rest thee, babe, rest thee, babe, sleep while yoa 

may. 
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THE ROSE HAD BEEN WASH'D. 

Hie Poetry hj Cowpcr.— The Mnsie by Webbe. 



Hie roee had been wuh'd, just waah'd in a •bow'ry Which Ma-ry to An - na con- 


re r.«^ i ^Jlt^;i , Mj. ii 



Tey'd ; The plen - ti -fnl moia-tore en - com - beHd the iiow'r, And weigh'd down its 


l^'v f. > fj I J 



bean-ti - Ad head: 



The eop was all flOed, and the leaves were all wet. And it 


^'^ Jn-jJi J 1 p cif f. r. ^ 



M to a tarn. • d • ftd Tiew, 


lb weep for the bods It had 



left with re - gret. On the 4oa - rish - ing bosh where ifc grew. 


I hastily sdaed it, unfit as it was 
Fdr a nosegay, so dripping and drown*d ; 

And swinging it rodely, too redely, alasl 
I snapipd it— it fell to the ground. 

And soeh, I ezdaim'd, is the idtiftil part 
g^m^ net hy tiie dflifatft "f^TJ^i 


Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart. 
Already to sorrow resigned. 

TUs elegant rose— had I shaken it less, 
Might have bloom*d with its owner awlule; 

And &e tear that is wip*d with a little address, 
May be foUow'd pernaps by a smile. 


WOODMAN, SPARE THAT TREE. 

The Poetry by G. P. Monis \ the Mnsie by Henry RnsselL— Pablished by Davidson. 



Wood-man, spare that tree,— Touch not a sfai • gle boo^ ;— In jronth it 


if" ' I i nn i j.N f |i 



i^ 


shd - ter'd me. And 1*11 pro-tect it now. *Twas my fore - f^ - tiler's hand That 



plac'd it near Ids cot ;-^ There, woodman, let it stand,— ^Thy axe shall harm it not. 


That old funOisr tree, 

Whose fflory and renown 
Are spread o'er land and sea, — 

Ah! wooldst thon hack it down ? 
Woodman, forbear thy stroke— 

Cat not its earth-bound ties ; 
Ol spare that aged oak. 

Now tow'ring to the skies I 

When but an idle boj, 
I sooght its gratenil shade, 

Ka all their gnuing joy ; 
Here, 'too, my sister play'd— 


Mt mother Idss'd me here — 
My fiither press'd my hand ; — 

FOTgWe this iooUsh tear, 
Mt let that old oak stand. 

My heart-strings round thee ding, 

Close as thy bark, old friend ! 
Here shall the wild bird sing, 

And still thy branches bend. 
Old tree 1 the storm still brave I 

And, woodman, leave the spot ; 
WhUe I'tc a hand to save. 

Thy axe shall harm it notS 


I 
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WATERS OP ELLE. 

Hie Wordf ftom Ol e i n iv i im , Wiptod to a Vttadt Ab. 



P#= ^ ri r f , Q^^ 


Wa-ten at SUe, thy Um-pid streams are flow- ing, smooUi and on - mf - fled. 



o'er the flow-'rj vale; 


yT7~n 


On thy green banks onee more the wild rose blow-ing. 


Qreets the young springy 


^ 


and scents 


r 


E 


pass • lag gale. 



Greets the yoong spring, 

Here *twas, at ere, near inonder tree reposing, 
One, still too dear, first breathM his tows tome- 

' Wear this,' he orled, }iia goiletal lore disclosing, 
' Near to thy heart, in memory of me.' 


and scents 


ents ue pass - insr aaie. 


I 


Lore's cherish'd sift, the rose be gaire, is hdeA ; 
itedflow'r 
eepforthyfi 
We^, if thy tears can wash away the stabi 


Lore's blighted flow'r can never Uoom acaia 
Weeo fior jOiyfindt—lnheart and mind deyraaed ; 


«/\/\/\/%/WS/VW>/WV>/VN^ 


THE SPRIO OF SHILLELAH. 


m J. I J H^^^j^ 



O ! lore is the sool of a neat I - lish-man ! He lores aU that's lore-ly, iovea 


^m 


'. J' J* J- J J' I ]■ J'=F3=?? 


all that he can— With his sprig of shil - le - lah and sham - rock so green. His 


fi j'^r , , r, i .^-i-4 i \ 'i hi m 


heart is good - hn-monr'd, 'tis ho - nest and sound ; No ma-Hee or ha-tred is 



f^nrfijrri z- 


there to be fimnd ; He courts and be mar-iies, he drinlu and he flghts, For lore, aU flw 


i^' f. u I !'■ I : J' J' f f^ ^r^^^^^rg 


loTCt fbr in that he delights— With his sprig of shil . le • lah and shamrock so green. 

Who bas e'er had the luck to see Donnybrook Fair? He meets with his Shelah, who, blushing a smile, 
▲n Irishman all in his glory is there, [green. Cries, ' Get ye gone, Pat,* yet consents all the while ; 

With his sprig of shillelah and shamrock so To the priest soon they go, and nine months after that. 
His clothes spick-and-span new, without e'er a A fine baby cries, * How d*ye do, father Pat, 

speck, ¥^th your sprig of shillelah and shamrock 80 green?' 

A neat Baw«to«« tied round his neat ne ck, 3^^ ^j^ country, say I, that gave Patrick his birth ; 

He gw» to a tent, and he spends half-n-crown,— 3^^ ^^^ land of the oak and the neighbouring earth, 
Uf meets with a fnend, and for love knocks him ^^ ^^ ^ ^^^^ ^^ AiSirock so gree"- 

«T .iT??^' ^ ^ vin 1 V J V 1. May the sons of the Thames, the Tweed, and tho 

With his sprig of shifldah and shamrock sogreen. ' Shannon 

At er'ning returning, as homeward he soes, Drub the foe who dare plant at our oonflnes acaanoni 

His heart soft with whiskey, his head soft with United and happT at loyalty's shrine, 

blows— May the rose and the thistle long flourish and twino, 

Wnm a sprig of shillelah, and shamrock so green, Round the sprig of shillelah and shamrock so grscfti 


ll 
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ROBIN HOOD IS LYING DEAD. 

ftoabTliTQ«arg»So«iia.A.B.; Hnaie by Edward J. Loder.— FabUiliad bf Dsridioii. 



J^ f^ Hood Is ly - ing dead, All a-mong tfao leaves so green ; Robin Hood Is 



ly - Ing dead* dead, dead, deadi WMnes his stag hounds at hit head jlicks the pale cheek, 



^ 



01so4ear;iecnBsto ask, 'Whydeep yon hen. All a-mong the leaires so green. 


Iboe is a hoge oak s ending nigh, 
AH among the leayes so green ; 


Whence the raven croaks reply : 

- - shall ^ ' 

Ne'er shalf IdUow hound through hrake^ 


Eofain ileeps, and ne'er shall waki 
B'er shall io 
AU among the leayes so green. 


Now his men have RoUn found, 
All among the Icares so green ; 

Weep and lay him in the ground. 

But the dog no tear can shed, 

He but dies upon his bed — 
AH among the leaves so green. 


: FARE THEE WELL. 

Poetry by Lord Byron ; Music by Mozart. 



un-fiBr - gir • Ing, ne-ver 'Gainst thee shall my heart re • bd, 'Gainst thee 



^^H-JV^ J. > I r Q r '^J' l 


shall my heart re - bel. Would that breast were bar'd be - fore thee, 




so oft has iZi, WMe 


that pla-dd sleep came o'er theSf 



Which thou ne'er canst know a - gain, Which 


ne'er canst know a - gain. 


nmagh the world fbr tills commend thee, 

Though it smile upon tb» blow. 
It praises must offend thee, 

Founded on another's woe. 
Tlkongh my many fkults deface me, 

Gould no otiier arm be found 
Than the one which once embraced me 

To inffiet a cureless wound ? 

And when thorn would'st solace gather^ 

When our child's first accents flow, 
wot thou teach her to say ' Father,' 

T hough his care he must forgo r 
When her little hands shall press thee, 

When her Hp to thine is press'd, 
TUnk of 1dm whose pray'r shall bless thee, 

TUnk of him thv love has Uess'd. 


Should her lineaments resemble 

llioee thou never more may'stsee, 
Then thy heart will softly tremble 

With a pulse yet true to me. 
An my fonlts perchance thou knowest, 

All my mamtess none can know ; 
AH my hopes, where'er thou goest, 

lUther-yet with thee fhey go. 

But 'tis done— aU words are idle,—* 

Words from me are vainer still ; 
But the thoughts we cannot faridlB 

Force the way without the wHL 
Vsre thee well I thus disunited, 

Tom from every nearer tie, 
Sear'd in heart and love, and bUriitcd,- 

More than this — I scarce can oe 1 


ss 
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THE RUSHLIGHT. 

Poetry by EUta Gook; Muaie hj Henry RvsadL— Published in Da^deon*8 Cheap and Uniftirm Editisii 

of his Compoidtioiis. 



1^ 1 1 r f H ^ I 'I J I ^1 J' J'l J ^ 



O ! sooca me not 


fiune-lesi thing, Nor torn ^th con-tonpt from tiie 


.j'Ji i J J i J m f\i J J i 'i t:\ ^m 



Tie tme, I am not inf-fer'd to be On the ring - ing 


1 nrj J i ^ 


board of was - sail g^; My pal - lid gleam must ne - fer Ihll 



rush - light know Of le - cnt sor - row and lone - ly 

I'm found in the doeely cnrtain'd room. She moamfnUy trims my slender wick, 

Wherea stillness reigns that breatiies of the tomb— As she sees me fhding and wasting ooiek; 


Where the bre^i^dng heart and heavy eye 
Are waiting to see a lot'd one dio— 
Whwe the doting child with noisdets tread 
Steals warDy to the mother's bed ;— 
I'm wildly snateh'd, and mygUmmering my 
Shows a leasing eye and stnPning day. 

I am tiie Ugiit that qolreriiuif flits 

In the Joyless home iriiere ue fond wife sits, 

Watting the one that flies his hearth, 

For the gambler's dice and dmnkard'a mirth: 


And many a time has my spark eznr'df 
And left her still the weqdng and or'd. 

Many a lesson the bosom learns 

Of hapless grief while the rvshlight boms ; 

Many a scene unfolds to me 

That the heart of mercy woold bleed to see. 

Then soom me not as a fkmdess thing, 

Nor torn with contempt from the seng I slag i 

But, smUe as ye wiU, or seom as ye may, 

There's nanght but trath to be fovndin my Uy. 


^^^^\/^'>/WV^'^^^WV\^^^'V 


LUCY LONG. 

Words by Leman Rede ; Mnsle by Henry RnsselL— PnbUshed by Daridsoa. 



hib to mad dis-trae-tkm my pret-ty Ln-ey Long; Shell makeno wed- diag 



foe-tion— no, nor Us -ten to my song. Wdl, take your time. Miss Ln - cy, 




-no, nor us -ten to my song. ^ 

yrmfl i ^ ^ j' fl 


ii 


hnr-ry yon'dbewrong'— So mar -ry when 

Her skin's a diarmlDg yaUer, her.eyes as blade as 

does ; [toes. 

Toall neber find her fhUer, ftmn de forehead to de 
fn watt yonr time. Miss lAiey, thaogk my poise 

beats like a gong, [Miss Lney Long. 

And my heart snaps rif^t asonder— Tske yoar time, 
I aak'd her of her mother— die aaswer'd, ' No,' down 

flat; [obdat' 

' Degd's too yoong to marry ;' says I 'Shell mend 
Bo take your time, Miss Lney, to harry you'd be 

wrong t [lAiey Long, 

f oi oaa't be flfteen ahrays^take yonr time. Miss 


tt sott ye— take yoor time. Miss Lo-cy Long. 

< Yoor sommer days are going.'— ^Miss Lney snub- 
bing sdd, [head.' 

' I hav'nt yet done growing.'— Says I, * Then ao a- 

Yet take yoor time, Miss Lney— to horry yonM ba 
wranff: [Long. 

Grow tauer and grow good-er, my lordy Lney 

When married, dtoold yon scdd me, as sore as yo« 
are bom, [for eom ; — 

111 take yon down to Boston, and I'll trade yon off 

Now take yoiur time, Miss Lucy, for my Wfe Is 
deep and strong, [Locy Lonir. 

So marry when It satt ye,— take yoor time, Mis« 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


8S 


An^Mni€» 


SINCE THEN I'M DOOMED. 

An Italian Air. 



jTU if fHHH 


£$Boe then I'm doom'd tUs lad re - Terse to prore. To qiilt each ob - Ject 



drtr'a the keen - esty keen-cststoraii of fiite to bear; Ah! but fbr-ghe me, pi-tled 

/TV ft. ^ ft. ^ O 


p^ 



■vreiranldbnakiiiyiliik-iiig heart; Towrfroiinu too sure woold break my sink-ingySiiikiDg heart. 

Where'er I eo, wha&'er mj lowly ttate, And when, perhaps, you're mnsiiig on my fiitet 

Yet gratmd mem'ry still shall linger here; Yon still may greet me iHth a tender tear. 

Ah ! then forgiye, &e. 


#\/\/%^\/\/v\*wy» »>/\/w>/\/v>/» 


BLOW, YE GENTLE BREEZES. 

Ilie Poetry by George Soaae A.B. ; the Music fr^m Anber's Opera of the Crown Jewels.--Pnb]ished by 

Davidson. 
[U§gr9ti9 M^dtraio. 

id 



Blowi ye gen - tie breeses, blow ; Home is still so fiur a - way, And the son Is 


fih\P{.i\\* \ \.U[ ui' h \ ^ m 


set-tiog low,, With part-ing ny. Blow, ye gen -tie breezes, blow; Home is still so 


^f ^U:\tt \ . \ ^f \ Pi:M ' 


ftr a • way. And the son is set-ting low. With part - ing ny. 



waves are 



crt i J'J'J'-n i rr-^^^ 


lip-pling ronnd our prow. For e'en the tide is adverse now. Then wake thee, gentle gale, And 


fin the busy, la-zy sail; iSe waves are rip-pUng round our prow, For e'en the tide is 


nu vne m-sy, w - zy aau ; 



- #H~ c 


adverse now : Then wake fhee, gen-tle gale, And fill the la-zy, la-zy sail. 


In the darken'd east I see 
Outline dim of hill and tree , 
H9W it mingles with the skteSt 
And mocks my f yc5 ! 


But see, the wind unfolds its wings ; 
Its music through the 'cordage sings ; 
The clouds are flowing fast — 
The port is r^ach'd at last i 


.q:=r^ 


h 
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WHERE THE BEE SUCKS. 

Poetry by Shakspeare ; Mude by Dr. Anie. — PoUished by DsridsoiL 


fruij.^ i r f J ri^i^J'^HTf^Tf^^^ 



Where fhe bee racks, there lurk I ; In a eow-allp'i bell I lie ; iliere I I 


^jg-j. i-h-nt. j^ ■!■ M - 'T J' l -i^ 


eronch when owls do cry— when oids do cry— wbea owls do cry.* On a Mkt's back 


^^ \ ^ (zif^iii!\r^ 



ter aan - set mer-il • ly^ 



in -set mer - ri - ly. Mer-ii-ly, mer-ri-ly^ ahall I Una 


f^ J'r I ^ J-Tn rn j . f ; jf^p^^^ 


now, Dnderthe btoa-aom tliat hangs on the bough— mer - ri - ly, mer-ii-ly, shall I Ihre 


f^J'^ rfU^ f cM I' uiNiJ iJ . 



now, Under the Uossonk that hangs on the bongh, Un-der the blossom that hangs on the bonglu 

OLD TARE RIVER. 

Words by Leman Rede ; Mnstc by Henry Russell— Published by DaTidson. 



j'l J J .r f^ I J' H I 


W^ dofwn Ca - ro - li - na, Where old Tare and Cho -wan g^ide, 


Way oofWA ua - ro - 11 - na, wnere oia lare ana uno -wan gnooy 


Dera I * meet my lab - ly Di • nahy [Dere we 


- der aide by side. 



J J' ra I ^ ^ ^^ 


Al - ha • ba - ma;— What for yoa pipe your eye? 



f. J' ; ff I J* J' M l 


rii come back, my Ut - tie charm -er, Long be-fore de yoong leaf die. 


Like stars her dark eye flashes, 

light as any deer sne trips, 
Virgin honey's not more Insdoos 

Than mylnbly Dinah's Upe. 
Ttee's stream may swell for Ugger, 

Cape Bear de sun miqr dry. 
But your own, your foinifol Nigger 

Lob yon constant tUl he die. 

Ober momitain tho' he wander. 
Nigger lubber keep so trae, 

Dat, while him toOing yonder, 
H« tink and hope for yon:— 


Den will my own dear Dinsh, 
Frlmpe, heaye de heavy sigh 


For her poor absent Nisger, 


Who mast lab her 


die. 


Dear, look I de son is sinking. 

My heart a sinking too : 
When de pretty stars are wiaUag, 

I look np and tink of yon. 
Ill come back— what slumld Under? 

Watch at night wid wary eye, 
First at door-way, den at winder-* 

ru come back before I die. 
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I AM A BRISK AND SPRIGHTLT LAD. 


r ^ i i 'i i riJr^ g 



I am a brisk and sprigliily lad, But juiteome home from sea, sir: Of aUfhelhes I 

4 ^— t- ■— , 1 .-^ r-«^ 


if ' ^ M III 1 J II I ill II I || I II 


ev - er led, ▲ aai - tor's Ufa for ma, sir I Teo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, 
3a: 


f^-l' i r J i 


^^ 



boastliiff FJreDehmeB fly, 
tbe hanpAj Don, sir* 


yeo, yaol WUlsk the boat-swain pipes all hands. With yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, sir t 

What gill but lores ti^e merry tars. We make tSie 

Who o'er the ocean room, sir ? And bang the ! 

In et'ry dime we And a port, Yeo, yeo, te. 

In cy'ry port a home, sir. Qhp foes sabdoed, onoe more on shore 

Yeo, yeo, &c We spend our cash with |^, sir ; 

Bat when onr eonntry's foes are nigh, And when all's gone we drawn our eave, 

Each hastens to his gun, sir; And out again to sea, sir. 

Yeo, yeo, ftc* 


UUgro MOM Tnppo. 


FROM ALOFT THE SAILOR LOOKS. 

Composed by 8. Storaee. 


rFiftfr^ij^J' '■J i J.iJ. J 'Jj i 


V^m a - loft the sal » lor looks a- round. And hears be • low the mnnn'-riagbQ-lowa 



sound. 



and hears be -low the umm'-ilng Ul-lowt 

m 


aonad. 


Far oiffiromhome, he eoonts an -o-ther day; Wide o'er the seas the 



Yta-sel bears a-way. Wide o'er tlie seas the Tes-sel bears a -way; His 




eonrage wants no whet, but he springs the sail to set,With a heart as fresh as il - sing 



breeieof Hay, And, ca - ring naught, he toms histhooghtsto his lore- ly Sue or his 



Now 
The 


diarm - ing Bet, To his lore - ly Sne or his charm - ing Bet. 

r to Heanr'n the lofty topmast soars ; 
stormy Uast, like dreadAil thaader, roars ; 


Now, oeemi's deepest gnUi taotmt bdow, 
I The coiling sorges foam, ana down we go I 


When skies and seas are met, 
They his eonrage serve to 
With a heart as i^resh as i1 
And dreading naught, &c 


Tliey his eonrage serve to whet; 

With a heart as i^resh as rising breese of May 


"J 


i 




reU«, 
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OVER THE WATER TO CHARLIE. 

OM SeoWih Hdodjr. 


^m^uw ^^^^^\ni4i 


Come boat me ower, come row me ower, come boat me ower to C3iBr - Ae ; I'll 


^ ^;]JlfCJ-rJ^ICff[-f tiff, n il 


gie John Rosi an- i- ther baw-bee, To fer-ry me ower to Qiar - Ue. We*U 


fuTcc r-t- i i'fJi'j ^ \ e r r. f. ^ i^ 


ower the wa-ter and ower the sea, Well ower the wa-ter to Char-lie; Come 


wed, come woe, we'n ga-therand go. And « - live and ili>e wi' Char-lie. 


It's wed I lo*e my Charlie's name, 
Though some there be that abhor him ; 

But, O I to see anld Nick gane hame, 
An* Charlie's U«a before him I 

We'll ower the water, &e. 

I swear by moon an' stars sae bridit, 
An' the sun that glances early, 


If I had twenty thoosandllves, 
I'd gi'e them a' for Charlie. 

We'll ower the water, &e« 

I anee had sons, I now hae naae,— 

I bred them, toQing sahrlv ; 
An' 1 wad bearthem a' agsitn. 

An' lose them a' for Charlie. 

We'n ower the water, &c. 


LAST MAY A BRAW WOOER CAM' DOWN THE LANG GLEN. 

Scottish Melody; the Words by Robert Bams. 


fi'h utn j' l J*. J- J" J j- i J' •'' r-^^ 

Last May a braw woo - er cam' down the lang glen, And safar wi' his love be did 


P 



^^^^^-^f■ r. t e l f. ^ TJ. i' l ^ j'. P 


deave me ; I said there was nae - thing I ha - ted like men: The dence gae wi* 



him to be - Uere me, be - Here me ; The deuce gae wi' him to be - Ueve me 1 


He spak' o' the darts o' my bonny black e'en. 
And vow'd for my love he was dedn' : 

I said he midit dee when he liked for Jean ; 
Hie gold forgi'e me for leein' I 

A wed-stockit mailin', himsd for the laird. 
And marriage aff-hand, were his proffer : 

1 never loot on that I kenn'd it or car'd, 
But thocht I michi hae a waor offer. 

But, wimt wadve think, in a fortnicktor less-s-. 

The deU's in his taste to gang near her I — 
He op the lang loan to my black consin Bess— 

Guess ye how, the Jade I I could bear her 1 

Bat a' the neist vredc, as I fretted wi' oare, 
I gaed to the tryst o' Dalgamock ; 


And wha bat my braw fldde wooer was there, 
Whaglowr'd as he had seen a warlock. 

Oat ower my left dioather I gi'ed him a blink. 
Lest neebors midit say I was sancy ; 

My wooer he caper'd as be'd been in drink. 
And vovr'd I was his dear lassie. 

I spdr'd for my ooosin, fota eonthie and r«eeet, 
Gin she had recover'd her hearin* ; 

And howmy aald dioon fitted her shauchled feet * 
Godesaofosl how he fell a swearin*. 


^i 


, for gadesake I I wad be his wifo, 
wad Ull hhn vri' sorrow : 


Heb 

Or 
Sae, e'en to preserve the poir body in lifo, 

I think I maon wed him to-morrow. 


* Ip Scotland, when a caat-off lover paya hla addreaaea toe new nd itm aa, that new nhtraaa la aald to bav« got the 
paid ahoon (old ahoea^ of the former one. Hera the metaphor ia made to earry an catremely tngenloaa aarcasm a* 
the « lamHiiiMc fit the aew miatreaa'a peraon. 

/ . __^— ____ 


I 
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LOVE'S CALL; OR, YOUNG AGNES. 

A Snenade, from Aubflr*! Open of Fra Disvolo.— PobUahed by DaTidam. 
jlmdaMtino, ^ 



rJij^J i J^. 


nw er'-ning sprites are sleep-ing, Bright^ has sunk to rest, - 

1 I . . . I .J=;^ 


While, 


1^7 J i J i>T]irj 



^ 


^s 



like the i - Tj creep-ing, Dim ffii^thas oa-ward press'd. 


Hash'd, haah'd to 


aU ai^tnmd, dwk-nessdoiids night's star-ry pall, No wanton se-phyrskiss thegroand 



J' l J r. J rij.gi' 



irateh-dog's deep-ing In the hall :T1ien haste, lore, from thy tow -er; O! Ustye to Lore's 



OI list ye to hive's 



m^h J'^u J i ' 


There's nanght, lore, now can harm tliee, 


No prying eye is near ; 
The silent hoar will charm thee— 


O I haste, dispel allfnr. 
a fltsipeii 


Ol list ye to lore's caU. 

Now Flora decks the riade ; 

Rapture floats thro' oow'r and haU ; 
Haste to the Paphlan bower, — 

1 list ye to fore's call. 

OI ]ist,&e. 


TIME IS ON THE WING. 

Composed by W. Beere. 



^m 


Staew.atiewwtth ro - sea Life's rough path, and let's be gay: poughtiess youth pro- 

■ ■ - ' m 



po-tes, 


tri - fle time a - way, a - way, And 



ll / i i i r j 



. fit time a -way. But 


m 



youth, a fleet - ing A - prfl morn, TUa leT"- son seems to bring: Bt* - ry rose wiU 


q°fFf=f 



^ a thorn, And time is on the wing. And time U on the wiag, time la 








on the wing; BV-ry rose will bear a thorn, And time to on the wing, 

measure, But tore's sweet voice win oft betray 


Ooket as the Yoice of love ; 
Warble, sons of pleasure, 
Adown the flowery grove. 


And pleasure dov'd will sing, 
Bv'ry ifow'r must nde away. 
And time is on the wing. 
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Andatuiw, 


FAREWELL, SWEET. 

The Poetry by H. F. Hisatlieote; the Mule hy C. GUtet.. 


p t ii' m i^ c g i 



FUewelly sweety hut not for eif-etl lUok'liot I cto fotth-lese be; Or that ibeeDoe 


p c f. ^ Ji J; j^ J'. 


f-|i C J l C C=CT 


can dia - «e •* Ter Ties that bind me, loTe, 1o liiee. ' No, by tiioae 'warm dropt now starting, 


pm^Aj C CMf f. f. :if.c C M l f^ ^ 


by onr past fond hoars of bliss, By ovrhopaiandfcatfs at part-Ing, By this chaste and 


f ^j^ jJ'Nji J ji' c M g c ^ ^ 1 ^^^ 



sa-Gied, sa-cred ' l^ss, Farewell, sweet, bat not for ev-«l Think not I can 

/7^ 


^JEJLjgiiJjJ^ I t f. ^ J'l f !■ } jl ^ ^ 


faith-less be ; Or that ab-ience can dis - se - yer Ties that bind me, lore, to thee. 


O ! 'tis rapture to be near thee— 
Pleasure dwells where'er thou art ; 

Absence shall the more endear thee 
To this true and constant heart 


Hope eadi anxions«are shalHighteB 
while from thee oompeU'd to iwe, 

Tni oar mutoal prospects brighim, 
Shone on by ue light of love. 

Fkrewell, sweet, &C. 


«/V/\/\/\^W%^i»«MA#V^(A^^^^A 


THE HAPPY DAYS OF CHILDHOOD. 

The Poetrr by George Pendrill; the Music by Henry RusseU. — Published in Davidson's Cheap 

Uniform Edition of Ida Compositions. 
Andante Affetuowo^ 



li 


sport - ed 'neath 


dm tree that grew' be -'side oar 


ll tf-^4>-j r i 

oot^— Ql' Ihe 



Ezs fK J' in m 


hap - py. days of 

How wen I can remember 

The sports we os'd to play,— 
So dear are they to memory. 

It seems but yesterday; 
And oft I sport, in foncy, 

^thin the sdf-same spot ; — 
O I the happy days of childhood 

Can never be forgot. 

And ofttfmes, in my slumber, 
Mothlnks tiiat I am near 

Those ever fond belovM ones, 
^•n childhood's home so dear : 


diild - hood can 


ne - ver ^ be for - got. 


.1 

I! 

n 


But, vraking from that dumber, 
How chang'd I find my lot ;^ 

. O I the happy days of diudliood 
Can never be forgot. 

Hien bless ilie steps of difldhood, 

And let their sports be gay, 
That they, at least in memory, 

May live to bless th^ day ■ 
When they were blithe and happy, 

In palace or in cot ;— 
O! the happy days of cMldhood 

Can never be forvot. 
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STURDY WINTER. 

ne M wie from Weber's Opera of Der FreyMtratz ; the Poetry by Qeorge Soane, A.B.— 'PobUihed by 

Davidaon. 



O! wekome, ator-dy ^da-ter: Tbone^ your tomch ia 


.what cUDf ioMl 



^ fff f l f tCJ^lP 



Toioe Iff of the xoogfaest, Yet i* ftitht I love you itSL Tlie -fidda of apring «ro 



vnanTj A b^ antamn'a eve nore^ bi^[ht 3 Yet aBvg no ani*Be]f • oor-iitf y wmb 



irin-to'a flxo boma bright ; The fleUa of apringare greea-er, And aotamn^a eve monr 



bright, Tet aaagtiiechiB-iiey. oor 


When amamcr frieada ahan flatter* 
Aad the leavea are on the tr^ 

I'll think of your tme leaaon, 
Aitd atin my iong ahall be : — 


buma bil|^ 


6f udooiM atardy whiter: 

tlKiagh yovr ttmch la aoDMWhat ddUr 
And Tobeia of the roagfaeatf 


Tet,riliitht I love yon atfflt 


THE PATRIOT'S WELCOME. 

The PoetrvbvMiaa Jane Abmi Porter; the Mnalc by Henry RoaaeD—Pabllflhad hi Davldaon'a CSicap aai 
RmsMT^^ J J Uniftirm Edition of Ua COmpoaUiona. 


idlBnto Soitenuto. 



^^ 


On the bravewhohave «Bl-len, No tear we be - atowj Be - mov»d from a 



world of op . prea-alon and woe, It U bet . ter to die aa tley died, than live. 


wuritt w vy - §■•»«»- -~'— ' I 

f \ '[ III " r II I I wrrrr 



on, When the hq^ that an^-porU aa for ev-ar la gone. 


On the brave who have 



fld 


len, no ti^ vre be-atow; B«».Mv'Aft«a t rorld of op-prea.*ion and woe. 


O'er the acBona of those who n n ah rinlrin g coold 

Their freedom ao deaiiy^enrwto'djro dwdl; 
And, althoaghnnauccesrfal, the petriota tot roam 
Smn be waraily reoelv'd hi our own kland home. 

It la here that the spirit can sweU nneontroU'd; 
It f« here that hl«li ttioutrhts need not perish nrtoW; 


And a hand for .H friend, or a sword for a foe, 
la a gift that the poorest .hath pgwV to bestow. 

We have monm'd for the vanqmsh'd, we monm that 

the brave 
Shall ever enconnter a pirematore grave ; 
But 01 not for those only who fell is the stnin 
Of our tear»«ttil nnwip'd, but for thsm who remam 


I 
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THE GREEN LITTLE SHAMROCK OF IRELAND. 

CompoMd hf W. SUdd. 
AUegntta^ , 1^ 



•ni«'.a dear Ut-tle plaat thrt grombi <nr 1iI.,-JTwm St. PM-riek 



P 


bog, tbro* tile brake, tbro' the mira - land, And he ean*d it the dear lit • tie 


ahaan-ioel^ d Ire -land, 


— Hie aweefc Ut - tie sham -rock, the dear Ut - tte 



■ham • rock, the aweet Ut - tie green lit - tie sham - rock 


Ire -land. 


lliia dear UtUe^lant stiU grows in oar land, 
Fkeeh and ftdr as the danshters of Erin, 

Whose smUescanbewiteh, wmt esrescanoonunand, 
In each dimate that CMh shall appear in— 

And shine thro' the bog, thro' the brake, thro' the 

Jnst like their own dear little shamrock of Ireland. 
The sweet little shamrock, &e. 

nils dear little plant that springs ih>m our sofl. 
When its three little leaves are extended. 

Denotes from one stalk we together should toll. 
And owsclTes bj owsclTea oe befriended ; 


And still thro* the bog, thro' the brake, thro' the 
mirdand, [Ireland, 

From one root shoold branch like the shaihmck of 
Hie sweet litUe shamrock, &e. 

Hiis dear little plant tiiat shoots from our earth, 

Let the hard hand of indostry noorlsh ; 
And lore in each heart And its own warm birth. 

While peace. Jot, and plenty shall flourish. 
And bloom thro' uub bog, thro' the brake, thro' tiie 

mireland, 
Jnst like oar own dear little shamrock of Ireland, 
Your own little shamrock, &c 


TOO LATE I STATED. 

Composed by C. GOfert 



Too late I stay*^— for - give the crime— Un- heed- ed flew the hoars; Vot 



'r C JH ^ J^ 



_ I 


noise - less ftUs the foot of time That on - ly treads on flow'rs. 


O I who with 



dear a-moont re-marks The eb-Ung of his glass, When all its sands are 



dia-mond sparks Which daa-ale as they pass. 


jPfrDij^^f 


dai-zle as they pass 
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Altp who to sober measarement 
Time's happy swiftness brings, 
When birds 01 paradise have lent 
sir plumage to his wings ? 


Too late I stayed— forgave the erime^ 

Unheeded flew the hours ; 
How noiseless falls the foot of time 

That only treads on flow'rsl 


ENGLAND, HOME OF THE FREE. 

Composed by Oscar Perry. 


£h\ . ji J? r cr^ 



f^rt roeks, my na - Hvt isLe, Are dear - er to my breast 



vine - dad hills or 


Na - tmre*s boon - ty 



.UsM'd; Though all a - nrand breathe pare and bright, It is bat free-dom'fl 



might, 


Eng-land, home of the brave! 


Eng-land, home of 


braval 


My heart, in sOent loneUness, 
Pants for my dear-lov*d plains ; 

Which sweet content ne'er fidls to bless, 
Where peace, deUgfated, icigns. 


From here, alas! she's ta'en her iUght, 
For pity's tear to craTe ; 

Avenge lier with thy arm of might- 
England, home of the brave 1 


O ! NOT FOR ME. 


Poetry by Mrs. Price; Mosie by H. Oakey.— PohUshed by Tolkien. 


pa^ 



O ! not for me the smile that plays Wheire hearts in joy - 



■Weill When 


' ^ r i ' ^I'-'^T I^i^v f 


Hope throws roond her san-ny rayv. And lore de - lights to 

^ -3. 


^>' i .' lAim 


dwell: For 



grief per-Yades this heart a - lone, idt once was gay and free, 


And 



plea-sore's soft and sfl ■ tct tone, A - las I is not - far 

CadeuMa ad lib. 



And 


iijN'y i J^i'ii i 


piea-sare's soft and sfl - Tcr tone 


O ! not far me the melting strain 

That mosle lovesto poor ; 
Deep, deep enthralled by sorrow's chain, 

It mdts mine ear no more : 


- las ! is not 


far me. 


The cherish'd dream of hope and lore 

Must all forgotten be $ 
Tcwether still o'er earth to rore. 

But not, O I not for me 1 
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WHILE DAY'S LASTT SMILE WAS SHINING. 

Tht Hwia by His Bofal Hii^iMW FriMe Albert. 


^m 


^^^ 



WUle dA7*t liit anOe WM diSn - ing, A^ ad wM cafam and ftir. 



On yon -der.. rock n - cttn • lag, I ImatV^ tha er'n-iag air. 

- ThatlKMnatonreetrSoJondy— 


Vo stw yet trenkbled o er me^ 
No ftnded whiapen foil, 

Ka leaflet stirr'd before 
Twaa holy flDenee alL 


meLY— 
Tliat charm, that eUent fpoU 
Must rest for sflenoe only, 
To fsel and truly tdl. 


^^^^\/^nys^*^^^^^^^i^^»^%^0 


LIFE WITH ME BEGINS TO DWINDLE. 

The Maiie from BoOdieii's La Dame Blanche ; the Foetry by John Howard Payaa. 



aj'.J'i^j'Ji' i ff J'jj'iJ' 1 



IJfo with me be-gins to dwin-dle. All its bright hoars now are e'er ; Soon the 



f M.|j]j,j. m' 1 ^ 


Hghlwhfaflof the apin-dia To tUstonehwiUbend no more. Bat the mys-tic twist la 



. J; H f !■ ^^T-p ^ 



! 


nin-aing, Whenoa the lost may date his win-ning. And mi|^ 

A- - - "- ■ ■ • '^ 


right. And 



might yields to right a - gain, yields to right a - gain. Days 




light g^andng, O ! tarn, 1 tarn, O I 


tarn, O t tarn, O I tarn more swift - ly 


soil ; Days be - tweea thi 



that day ad • 



-tie wheel a-ronnd light ^lane-ing, Ol tarn, 01 torn, O! 


" ni r f if i | JiM'j.^ i 



frtii^ Ol tarn mora swift • ly soU, 01 tarn more swift - ly stiD. 

Dark and traaU'd are tiMahaagea, chDd, to which Twist ye, twfam ye ; darkly sh^ 

thylotisoastl Are the ttreada>hidi fiite has braided* 

Noooe'sfatemoiewfldandstiangeJs, TBI toat shag be fewid ag ain. ^ 

Bat thine own seturns at last. *«y» botwaen that dayt oWi 


\ 


— t 
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tUoittaio. 


OP A' THE AIRTS THE WDP CAN BLAW. 

Tlia Boabry bf BolMct Bum. 



Of a' the aSite flw viii[lo8iiUasr».I denr-lj liki! th« wcat t For then tbe boii- B&e 



HH-rr^: 


las - 4b Un^t Ilw las • lio | lo'e best: IlKmgh^d ivoods grow, and ri - Tsrs flow, «i' 



- tty a 



b» - tweeo, Baith day aa' aiglit my ftm-ey'a flight U 


e • vsv mV ny iaea* I sm her . in the dew - y flow*ra, sae love-ly, 


!>i .1 j. J: J; J: I J-. J: ^ 

I hiSr' her Toloe in & - ka Uxd wi' 



mu - sio charms the 



air. There's not a bon - nie flow'r that^ springs, by foun - tain, shaw, or 



^ffa p 


green. Nor yet 

law, ye west^ 
leafy trceSf 


a boa - ay bird that sings, But minds me o' my Jasa. 


Ol blaw, ye westlin' win' Uaw salt amang the What siglis an' tows, amang the knowee, ha^ 

[theladeaoeesi pass'd atween ns twa' I [gade«iaPI 


htLait 


my 




W^^^^MM^^^M#^^^M^^^ 


BRUCE'S ADDRESS-SCOTS, WHA HAS. 

SeottiahXdodyi Poetry by Bobort Bona. 



fleoli, wha has wi'Wal-laeebledlfleoli, wham Brace has af-tn led! Wsi-eonmto jow 



See the fronted bafc»tle loar. See i^-proadi prdod 


i'a pow'r, Caudnsaad sla-TS -ly. 


I 


Wha win be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can iU a eoward's grave / 
Wha sae base as be a siare ? 

I4t hfan tam and flee I 
Wha for Scotland's king and la' 
Freedom's sword will strongly dia', 
Fierman stand, orflreeaianih, 

I^thimfellowmel 


By oppression's woes and pains t 
Bt yow sons in senrile ehainsl 
We win drain oar dearest veins, 

But they shaU be free! 
Lay the prond usurpers low I 
Tyrants ntt in er'ry foe 1 
Liberty's in er'ry bhiw I 

Let as do, ordeal 


m^m^tttmrn^mnm 


Gif.ftr Gitet, Qaf-fer'sioii, and his Ut-^Jaek- an, Trot -ting a'-kng On 


H 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL HELODIST. 

TROTTING ALONG THE ROAD. 

CompawdbT W. Ban«. 



r.lJ'M J r i f '^ 


road, Tliro' a gos - sip- log Btng - g^lng vH - lage murt j»8s, Be - ibre tluy could 


f [■ J- ji h ^ J' J' I ^^ 



reach thdr a -bode. Mas-ter Jobn-ny rode Jack-eyi which old Gaf-ftr led; The 



y y\ J J' J' ;■ J n 


^ - la -gers thought the boy mon-stroiif ffl-bred, So they made ho-hest Gaf-iier gat 



up in his stead, lYot-ting a-long the road, lYot-tiog, trot -ting a - long the* road. 


n \ i.i ^J^HLliLiig 


lliey didn't ffo ftr ere they heard people talk, 

Trotting along the road. 
As how it was stapid for either to walk. 
Before they conld reach their abode. 
So they both rode— when, proud of his horse asd 
hispdf, . . [elf? 

A former cried, ' Downl would you kill the poot 
If fou was an ass, would you Uke it yourself, 
Ttotting akng the road ?' 


Next they carried the Jackass, who never saM 
nay, 
TVotdng along the road, 
But all changes endur'd lUce the Vicar of Braf , 
Before he would quit Us abode. - 
Tet this wouldn't please er'ry iU-natur'd tyke. 
And therefore this moral must forcibly strike,-* 
We should manage our jackasses just as we Vktf 
Totting along the road. 





01 days too foir, too bright to laa^ Are yon, in -deed, for e-Tcrput? 01 

m 



jftj-rh 


days too foir, too bright to last— 


you, in-deed, for e - ver past? Of 
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^ 


^^j ;ir i J^f^4-^^rir^rJ^Q^^ 


days too lUr, too bcigbt to Uwt— Are yon, in-deed, for e • tw- 



m^ 


pait? Are 700, in-deed, Ibr e - tct past? Are you, in -deed, for e • Ter past? 


Tba fleeting ehadowB of deHght 

In memory I iraee, 
In ftacy stop tlieir rapid fllgbt. 


And bH the past replace ; 
Bnti ah ! I wake to endless woes, 
And teers the fsding visions dose. 


«M/XM/\/>/>/VN/\M/\/\/S/S/\/\/N/> 


JMhrato. 


IN MY COTTAGE NEAR A WOOD. 

Composed by R. A. Moreland. 


f'J .JU J J JN i| ,ill n I flH- ^^ 


^ 


In aqr oot - tage near a wood, Lore and Bo - sa now are mine ! Bo - sa. 



er - er 


fidr and good, Charm me with those sndles of fldnel Bo - sa. 


r n r ,- ' J 1 k ^ ^ 



part-ner 


mj Ufe, Thee a • kme my heart shsU ptiae; Thee, the 



ten - der friend and wifel Ahl too swift UliB's ear - rent flies. 


Lore end 3roa still hless my eot-« 
Fortune's fhmns are for ow good ; 

May we live by pride fngotf 
la oar cottage near a wood 1 



Stay and hear my Rosa sing. 


LITE LET US CHERISH. 

Composed by Monrt. 



While yet it g^ows. Why do we dwell on grief and dure, Or why in fhn • 


e - vflsbear, Since life 


When tempests threat the sky. 
And darken through the air, 
Wfiea angry lig^itnings fly, 

Venseanee to bear s 
TiMn, tf the san his golden ravs 
Aroond the brighten'd world msplays, 
Creatkm wakes to new-bom day, 
Fair, smiUng, yoong, and gay. 


tt - self win qoiefc de - cay, 


fan • cy . 
D,C.alFin§, 



And plea -sore pass a - way. 

How short his mortol date 1 
FHendship, love, irill vanish ! 

Shan we yield to froward fiite, 
And lu^ banish ? 

Not come, thon greatest bHss of life, 

Fsir Hope, the balm of ev'ry strife ; 

And with thee bring thesodal tralnr- 

TIma Joy sbdl ever nign. 
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DEAR TOM, THIS BROWN JUG. 

3 


P'f , \ i j ii J.J [ ^ i j i-T\^ m 


Dear 1\nn« tliit lirowii J«g, that now foamswith mild ale. Oat of which I turn 



:)''l\U il'-'Ql'^ 



drink to fw«0t Nan of the Tale, Was onoe To - by FQl- pot, a thin-ty old 


§*,\ Ju r. ii i r r ^^ 



$ 


ioui As e'er cnek'd a bot-tle 
5. 


or &-thom*d a boiri: In boosing a 


bont'twaa hit 


"airjg Jl. 




bore oil the bell. 


he bore oiT the bdL 


It ehanc'd, as in dog-days he sat at his ease, His body, when long in the ground it had lain. 

In his flow'r-wtnren aiboor, as gay as you please, And time into clay had resolvM it again. 

With, a friend and a pipe, puffing sorrow awayi A potter found out in its oorert so snug. 

And with honest old Soago was soaking his clay, Aiul with part of &t Toby be form'd this brown jug. 

His breath-doors of life on a sudden were shut, Now sacred to friendship, to mirth, and mild ale )— 

And he died Adl ts big ts a Doithester but. Sohere'stomyloTclysweet Naaof theValel 


N/W^^^^^^^^>A^W>/>^W\^ 


MARGERY GRINDER. 



How I was bo.ther'dwith Joy! lOw a Ut-ten I frisk'd up and down, sir*; 



Call - ing her 


J- J' J- 1 J' f i^ 


Fbl • low -lag al • ways be • hind her. 



i u \ i' J' J ' r \^ 



gill eould matdi my sweet Bfar - ge • ry Grind - er. 


My mother in ndn bade me woik, 

Nor work nor eat oould poor Barney ; 
So she went to old Father O'Rourke, 

Told her story, and, after some blarney, — 
^ Gha me adriee,* si^ahe, Hm> friend llian you can 

be kinder;' 
Mher O'Rourke a sheep'seya had UflBself oast on 

Margery Grinder. 
« What deril has got in the place ? 

TliefidksareaUmadl' cries niy mother ; 
*ncre's Captain M<Dermot M'Shean, 

And that dnf lawyer, Patrick, his brother; 


Thady, the puiblind beau, and old O'Dononm 

bUnder,-* 
They're dancing and hobbling all after pert HtHa 

Margery Grinder.' 
nils Father O'Bonrke gramhr heard, 

For grare was the fattier, ^ough frfaky s 
' Mrs. LilfV,* says he, * take my woyd'^ 

But he mrst took a noggin of whiskey— 
' Barney will hrnre the giri, catch her where'er he 

can find her 1' 
So by his advice I was married next dty to tweet 

Margery Grinder. 
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OLD ADAM'S SONG. 

Foetiy by George Soane, A.B. ; Music by Edward J.'Loder.—PabliBhed by DavidBon. 
Moderato, 




$ 


Come, dance, and pat your work a -way; For once let la-bonr have a rest '.Why, 


i 


yon fbr-get 'tis New - Year' 


New - Year's Eve, Or sure - ly 



ly yon bad donn'd yonr beat. An- 


tfVfffCfiJf f J iteu tj ^Hlrr^ 


o«>ther log np - on the fire ! There's wood e - nongh, and some to spare : Come 




what may come, be mer - ry now,— An hour like this with ns is rare I Come, 



yon ftnr- get 'tis New-Year's Eve, Or snre-ly yon had donn'd yonr best. 

And then well drink a silent 


I've broach'd the last October ale, -^ 
Be cheerful, then, and fill your glass ; 

We'll talk the old times o'er again, 
When you and I were younger, lass 1 


eim 

To children who're no longer nere ; 
And yet we'll not be sad~for, hark 1 
The bells ring in another year ! 

Come, dance, &g. 


i 


llegnsto. 


CUPID 'MID THE ROSES PLAYING. 

Music by J. P. Knight.— Pabiiihed b, Davidion. 



;=JY^n': i f r^r±^Hi-p i 



Cu - pid 'mid the ro-ses play-ing, Sport-ive as a way-ward child, Met a pret - ty 



i %-F4 -f 4U- 


1 


^m 


>tray-ing; Thus he spoke in ae-cents mild : 'Tell me, gen- tie maid-en, why 

I^C P J J' F U-^' I ' ' I' f M^N44= 

TlKm hast wan-der'd here to-day? Like yon pret-ty bnt-ter-fly, A - wayl a -way I 


§ * v n f r fTi rr f-^-f^^uu4=u-i^i+-i 


a - way I lake yon pret-ty but-ter - fly, A - way I a - way I a - way 1 

Then the gentle maiden, sighing. Love, his bow and arrow seizing, 

Blush'd, and answer'd with a smfle, — Laugh'd to hear the maiden spei 

' wad flowers at the fountain lying Then with .kisses, soft and pleasing 

Tempted me to walk awhile : Press 'd the maiden's rosy cheek 

lliere the silver waters flow,^ Swiftlv then the bow he drew— 

Prithee sisk me not to stay ; ' Prithee ask me not to sUy,* 

1 must to the fountain go, — And off the little urchin flew,— 

Away, away, away 1' Away, . way, away t 


■ifc%~ 


• .• <y ■ ■ ■ m > » ■ 


l"^ 



«i8 
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IN THE DEAD OF THE NIGHT. 

Pabliahed by Preston. 


AndimU, 





In the dead of tha might, when with Ui-be«r op-pfCM'd, And mor - tale en 


Joy the sweet bless -ings of rest, 


A boy knoek'dat my door, I a - woke with the 



noise, 'Who is it,' I said, -Who is it,' I said, that my rest thus destroys 


>» 


He answer'd so softly, so gently, so mild, 

* I am a poor little nnfortonate child ; 

It's a cold rainy nlc^t— I am wet to the sUn, 

And, alas I lost my way--80 pray let me in.' 

In compassion I rose, and, striking a Ugfat, 

I open'd the door, when a boy stood in sight ; 

He had wings at his shoulders— the rain from them 

dripp'd. 
And witii a bow and arrow the boy was eqoipp'd. 

I stirT'd uj^ my lire, sat him down by my side. 
And with a warm napkin his tender sldn dried ; 


I chaf *d him all o'er to keep ont the cold air, 
Andwithmy own hand wrong the wet fromhishair. 

No sooner from wet and from cold he foond ease, 
Tlian, taking his bow, he said, * Ma'am, if yon 
pi 


If you please, I would fsin by experiment know. 
If the rain has not damag'dthe string of my bow? 
llien stra^iht frpm his quiver an arrow he drew, 
And aim'd at my heart, while twang went the yew : 
'My bow is not damag'd, nor yet is my dart. 
But you wiU iind some tnmUe in bearing the smart 


ERIN GO BRAGH 1 


#g ffiiF^ ^^ ^^ h: T^ 



Green were the lields where my fbre - &-thers dwelt. Oh I E - rin ma-voor-neen 



slan-la^t go braghl Iho' our turn it was small* yet com -fiort we felt. Oh! 




E - rin ma-vonr-neen, slan-laght go braghl At length came the day when our 


A{U Cjf-fJrS# 



lease did ex - pfre. And ftdn would I live where be - fore ttf'd my sire; But, 


At^^frr i J^j ^ r^ g 



Ah! wcD - a - day, I was forced to re - tire, E - rin ma-TOur-neen, slan-laglit go bmgh 1 

T1uwghaIltazesIpaid,yetnoToteoould IpasSfOhl With principles pure, patriotie, and Arm, 

Erin ma voumeen, slan laght go brash ! Erin ma voumeen, slan lasfat go bragh I 

Anrandiz'd no great man — and I fed it alas, oh 1 Attach'd to my eouatry» a mend to r^rm, 
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.JaiaUe. 


AH r WHERE THE FAIRY VISION. 

Hie Mwie from Salieri's Onem of Timn. 



1m I a quick tnuk -u-tioaHM snatch' 
• 3 • » 



^^ 


fi -iion. Vfhat 


ns'd 


ay pride to be. Love, then its dear-cst 



trea* snrSf 


ev'-ry spor-tire plea-sure, With- oat al-Ioy or mea-sue. ShowVd 
J Fine, • 3 




]|Lsa.leoiis-ly on me. Lore, then its dear-est trea - sore, Its ev*.iv spor-tiye 



plea • vatrtf ^^th-oot al-loy or mea-BQre,Show'r*d plen - teous - ly on 

* D, C. al Fine. 



me, with - out al -loy or mea - sure, show'rM plen - teovs • ly on me. 


Then alli my charms admiring 
Soft love their bosoms iUing, 
One gradoQS sssile desiring, 

ThirirhoBBSgepaid to me ; 
And bashfUly retiring«- 

Ador'd, ador'd I ns'd to be. 

Now what a diilf rent scene samranda 
A hang^ tyrant's darel 


^Hiat cold contempt now wounds ««,^ 
Man's ftowns I scarcely dare to biave, 
Man's frowns I scarcely dare to brave I 

None to my chatms now beading, 
Nor joy nor woe can I impart; 

To what an abiect task descending, 
To stoop to bow another's hM ! 
I stoop to bow another's heart, &e. 


THERE WAS A TIME ERE SORROW. 

Xlie Poetry by Hampden Napier ; the Music from the Oracle, or Interrupted Saerifioe, by P. Winter. 


There was a time ere sor - row Had caua'd a tear to start, £e care Imd 



pioai^'d one ftur - row a - cross this youth-^ heart, A - crossthis youth 


f 




Hut now wf eye is teaxfol, 
And seesss in sorrow vers'd ; — 

lUs heart ns more ia dicerftd, 
Bat tluraba, as though 'twould burst. 

But throbs, &c. 

My hours must pass in anguish. 
And sad soUcttudey 


heart. 

Since 'lis my lot to iiM» g«««K 
In silent solitude. 

Ins&ent, ace. 
There was a time ere sorrow 
Had caus'd a tear to start. 
Ere cars had plough'd one fonow 
Across this youthful heart. 

Across this. Ac 


too 
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THE TREASURE-FINDER. 

Thfi Poetry by George Soane A.B.i the Miuic from Aaber's Opera of tlie Crown Jewd8.^Pa1iiUalied hf 

Davidson. 
Allegro turn Troppo. 



The trea - sore - find - cr sought the fo - rest drea - . rj. What 


twink-ling 



stars looVd pale and wea - 17 ; With trem - bUng hand he tnm'd The soil where 


i''ilt r^ i T'LT 0^ c c 



light had Imm'd, When, Id 1 a Toioe from the earth, so hoi - low, and so 



near I 'Mid-night is here, mid -night is here, mid-night is here!' What means that 



sound? 'tis sure the an-gry, an - gry _spi - rtt. Who grudg-es mor-tals should h^ 

lit 



gry spi • rit, who gmdg - es mor - tals his gold. 


Strange sounds he heard of bells below him tink- When, lol a voice again comes, so hollow and so 

ling, drear! — 

«jid lights beheld from earth's dark oosod twuk- * Midnight is here, midnight is here !* 

ling ; At morn they found him there, all lifeless lying, 

Tet rtffl he delves, and delves. And deem'd him, stmckby summer lightning, dvhug 

At morn they found him--*they fowul him Kmless 
there! 


While louder langfa the elves; 


WHEN I WAS A LAD. 

To Irish Air, ' Katty O'Lyneh ;' The words by Leman Rede.— Copied, by permission, from Cumbedand's 

British and Minor llieatre. 


jL * ^•^'y 


ft i' 



When I was a lad Iwas brought up by hand. For my ould fa - ther lar-rup'd 


me 



nrjrhrm 



del - ly, 'Cause in light-ing and loving, and all sorts of sports, I pass'd all my moments gen- 

A 1 ^ ^ ^ . fe 



^^^^^^m 


tale-ly. My school-mas-ter tried, with hi^ das-si-cal prate, To beat mus-ty 1am -ing . in 


fh'f f- f ?■ f I -Lf^JJ^ fe E g8=fcJ=£=E=£= 


poor Paddy's pate : Ar-rah, Pad-dy! ar - rah, Pad-dyl ar - rah, Pad-dylsora I 


«3C 


II - 
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PfJ^^^J.^MJ: M=W:p 



^Siire it*s a fair day in Bal-Un- a - era- sy I There's dfoi • dug and twir-Iing, wrest-Ung and 



^feU-J-i^ 




hnrl - ing ; Glaas-es too, laas-es too, fa tker, topleaaeye; Feet trip-pingUglitly, 


f-f f f pi-m ^ 4_f. i Mj jijti.^ ^ 


eyea glanc-ing Inightly,— AU at jear Bal -Un-a-era-sy. With my lU lal lal. 



¥^ 


^^5^ 



lal lal, 


la de ral lal,~ Sore it's a ftdr day in Bal -lin - a - cra-sy 1 


When a chicken, you see, I was fond of the 

Growiog older I couldn't be aisy ; 
The sight of a girl put my heart in a whirl, 

And their loye-gUn'ces drove Paddy crazy. 
Oeh I a sensitive plant is an Irishman's breast I 
And the cratores can*t let a poor lad be at rest. 


Arrah, Paddy! arrah, Paddy t 

With their ftd, tol, lal, &e. 
Och ! the fair ones of Ballinacrazy, 

Dear little Nprah, Katty, and Flora, 
Jenny too, Winny too— Och I 'twould amaie yel 
Fanny and Letty, Lizzy and Betty,^ 
The dailings of Balliiiacrasy ! * * 


THE OLD MILL-STREAM. 

Poetry by Eliza Cook ; Mnsic by Henry Russell.— Pnblished by Davidson. 
imdtMU con Espreu, 



Bean - ti - fol streamlet t How pre-euHia to me Were the fields and the wild blos-soms 


pTv^-^-Arm 



wa-ter'd by thee 1 I think of thee mt^ as thon wert in my yoath, and thy rip-pie stil 

■ 


tT fH^Jj' 



mnrmnrs with firesbness and truth. Bean-ti - ftil streamlet ! I dream of thee stiD, Of thy 



P 


poor-ing cas-cade and thy mer - ry old mill ; Thou liv - est in mcm'-ry, and 

ad lib. 




^ ^ r Mr ri^"^^ 


will not de-part, For thy wa - ters seem blent with the streams of my heart. 


What pleasure it was to spring forth in the snn, 
When the sehobl-door was op'd, and the lessons 

wcfe done ; [the eall. 

When, ' Wbere shall we play ?' was the doubt and 
Vnd, 'Down by the mill-stream' was echo'd by all. 
How 1 lov'd the green spot where my fairy ship 

laid, [shade! 

\Qd the perch with its golden back slept in the 
^ow I lov'd the tall rushes that grew by its side, 
%nd the cress and the lily-jup kissing its tide I 


Home of my youth, if I go to thee now, 
None can remember my voice or my brow ;— 
None can remember tbi^ ninny-fhe'd child 
That play'd by th^ wsr^.nill joyous and wild. 
Beautiftil streamlet i I sought thee again, 
And the changes that maric'd thee awaken'd des|k 

pain! 
Desolation had reign'd— tiionwert not as of f w a ^ 
Home of my childhood I I'll see thee no mors I 
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THE OLD JAW-BONE. 

The Words altered and adw^ by F. A. D. ; the Mnale by Henrf RoaidL— Pnbliihed In DavldiOB^a 

Cheap and Uniform Edition of his Compositions. 


De Jaw-bone hung o - ber log*- hat iire|«-Jaw-bone de ting I most ad-min, And 



when at night my work am done, Jaw-bone and I 


i¥tj' ^; / JiTH' ilJ- J^J'j-i,j.j-p B 


Danoe jaw-bone wid your tor -key too, Neb -ber mind my k>6k-ing at yon. 


No sooner I sit down to nuie. 
An' kig-hnt fire make de blase, 
Dan Jaw-bone show such lots of sights 
As nebber was seen by British whites. 
Dance, jaw-bone, &g. 

Once, when de fiame was burning bright - 
O I what a sight I see'd dat night— 
I ftmey de jaw-bone a Inbly wreath, 
Wid de ftice of my Dinah nndemeath. 

Dance, jaw-bone, &e. 

Ol how my heart went pit-a«pee I 
I blnsh*d at her, she blnsh'd at me ; 
But de fMilt was her's, I'm certain snre, 
For I know she Inb'd dat Nic next door« 
Dance, jaw-oone, &g. 

Anoder time, as I sat dere. 
Kicking my shin-bones in de air. 


Who*s queer Yisage shonld I see 
But Jolmny Baker's from Tenn< 

Danoe, jaw-bone, &e. 

And ober his shoulder, noddin time, 
Was Dandy Jim flrom Caroline;— 
Wid such great folks I'm berry tna ■ 
I wink'd at him, he wink'd at ma. 

Danee, jaw-bone, &c 

I ndiber make dat tew-bone swing 
But all de beOsb^g^ to ring; 
And if I ent a caper or two. 

Jaw-bone always daaoes too. 

Danoe, jaw-bone, to. 

Jaw-bone and Joe will nebber part, 
Jaw-bone always in my heart ; 
For my ole fhder gabe it me 
As a genewine Jaw-bone legacy. 

Danoe, jaw-bone, &e. 


THE BAY OF BISCAY. 

Composed by J. Davy. 


^ - tf .JU ^| J=^gg ^^T gljT^ ^ 


Loud roars the dread-fblthun-der, The rain a dd - uge show'rs, Thedoudsare rent a - 


f^iii i '^-ij- m -trnj j' ^ir^ ^m 


sun-der By light-nings' vl • vid pow'rs ; The night was drear and dark— Our poor de • to - ted 



bark. 


TDl next day, There she lay, In the bay of Bis-cay, Ol 


Now dash'd upon the billow. 

Her op'ning timbors creak ; 
Each fears a wat'ry pillow ; 

None stop the dreadful leak. 
To cling to sUpp'ry shrouds, 
Ench breathless seaman crowds, 
As she lay, till next day, 
In the Bay of Biscay, O I 

At length the wish'd-for morrow 
Breaks through the hazy sky, — 

Absorb'd in silent sorrow, 
Eadi heates a bitter sigh. 


The dismal wreck to view. 
Strikes horror to the crew. 
As she lay, on that day, 
In the Bay of Biscay, O I 

Her yielding timbers sever. 
Her pitchy seams are rent. 

When Hearn, all bounteous ever. 
Its boundleu mercy sent t 

A sail in nght appears. 

We hall her with three cheers !— 
Now we wil, with th** gale, 
From the Bay of Rismv. t)! 




T 
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FAREWELL, THOU STREAM. 

The Poetry hj Robert Bums. 


tLargheHn, 




Tun - ndl, tfaou itream, that irind - lug fiows A • roand Ma - ri - a's 




"rrrrfJtrf^^^ 


ingl 1 em - el aem' - rj I spare the throes With - in my bo - som swell-ing ; 



Con - demn'd to draw a hope - 


chain And still in se - cret Ian- 



■ j'lJI^f. f Jjjjp^ c i Q ^ sr^i j'L^ 


gnishy To feel a Are in er' - ry veini Nor dare die - dose - - my an-goish. 


Themeteh of lore, vaseen, imknown» 

I fein my giiefe woold cover; 
Hie bursting sigh, theunweeting groaih 

Betray tiie hopdess lover* 
I know thou doom'st me to despair. 

Nor wilty nor can'st reteire me ; 
Bnt, O! Maria, hear one p r ayer^ 

For ^ty's sake forgive me I 


The music of thy toDgne I heard, 

Nor wist wh Je it enslaved me ; 
I raw thine eyes, yet nothing fear*d, 

TBI «ears no more had scared me t 
The nnwary sailor, thns aghast. 

The wheeling torrent viewing, 
Middrding horrors yidds at last, 

To overwhilming min. 


DUNOIS THE BRAVE. 

A French Romance. 


^ 


It was Dn-nois tiie young and brave, was bound for Pa-les-tine; int 


young and brave, was bound 



iirst he miade his o - ri - sons be - fore Saint Ma - ry's shrine; 'And 


i j!>lj J J J I J. J' J J | J i J J] 



22 


grant, im - mor - tsl queen of heav'n.' was still the sd - dier's pray'r, ' That 


pTraa \ ^-r \ ' ti l u u 


I may prove the 


brav - est knigj&t, And love the fair - est feir,— - That 



1 may prove 


brav.est knight. And love the feir - est 


Hia oath of honour, on the shrine, he graved it with 
his sword, [Lord; 

And follow'd to the Holy Land the banner of his 

Where feithfnl to his noble vow, his war-cry filled 
tie air, > [fidrest fair/ 

*- Be hononr*d aye, the bravest knight, bdov'd the 

They owed the conquest to his arm, and then his 
Uege-lord said; [be repaid ; 

) The heart that has for honour beat, by bliss must 


My daughter Isabd and thou shall be a weddec 

pair, [thefiiir/ 

For thou art bravest of the brave, she, fairest af 

And then they bound the holy knot, before Saiat 
Maiv's duine, [combine ; 

That makesa paradise on earth, if hands and hearti 

And every lord and lady bright, that werein diaa« 
tiiere, [the fairest fk*- 

Criedy < Honoor'd be the bravest knight bdc 
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AULD LANG SYNE. 

Scottish Melody ; Poetry by Robert Bums. 


p |i J\ I J- r I :. ^^tffr^^tf^N^ g 


Should anld ac - quain-tance be for-got, And ne-ver brought to min' ? Should auld ac- 


#t7]-^--^ ^ i y ffl7##Hf=4i^^^ 


quain-tanoe be for-got, And days o' lang syne ? For auld lang syne, my dear, For 


#^;ii H f . ^n. | .'JJU J^ i ;j jj^4Ji 


auld lang syne, We*U tak* a cup o 

We twa hae run about the braea, 

And pu*d the gowana fine ; 
But we've wander'd mony a weary fit. 

Sin' auld lang syne. 

For auld lang syne, &c. 

We twa hae paid*lt in the bum, 

Frae morning sun till dine ; 
But seas between us braid hae roar'd, 

Sin' mid lang syne. 

For auld lang syne, &c« 


kind - ness yet, For auld lang syne. 

And there's a hand, my trusty friea*. 

And gie's a hand o' thine ; 
And we'll tak' a richt-gude wiOie wanght, 

For auld lang syne. 

For auld .ang syne, && 

And surely 3re'Il be your pint-stoup, 

And surdy I'll be mine; 
And we'll tak' a cup o' kindnww yet, 

For auld lang s]me. 

For auld lang syne, &e> 


HE'S COMIN' AGAIN. 



What welcome sounds now meet mine ear, He's com-in' a-gain, he's com - in* a-galn, O ! 


P^"^-i-f^=^^^^":- ■" ; J j'f^ ^^ 


welcome sounds, to me how dear, Well see him a - gain, well see him a-gain I 


|t^' J ;i a^^ ^ ;^^^ 



O ! he has been lang a - wa', Far frae his ain, £sr frae his ain. Now 



^^^^^m 


let the pi • pers loud - ly blaw, He's wel - come hame, he's wel - come hame;Then 



ga - ther, then ga - ther, Ye lads o' the hea-ther, To see him a - gain, to see him a - 





gain ,* Let hill and dale re - peat the atr^m, * He's com-in' a-gain, he's com-in' a-gain 1' 

To fight for troth wha ere did rue? 

Tho' adTcrse a' tho* adverse a' ; . 

When fortune frown'd, and friends were few, 


1 ye wha've lang shed sorrow's tear, 
Wi' hearts sae sair, wi' hearts sae sair ; 
O I ye wha m«um the brave an' dear, 
Ye'll see nae mair, ye'U see nae mair 1 
Their trials an' struggles a' are past,' 
So greet nae mair, so greet nae mair ; 
For heav'n has own'd our cause at last. 
An' heard their pray'r, an' heard their pray'r. 
O ! ye to whom your country's dear, 
Rejoice wi' me, rejoice wi' me ; 
Let the echoing hills repeat the strain, 
* He's comin' again, he's comin' again !' 


For him they fought, fbr him did la' 1 
O I lang we thought our sun was set. 
But it's shinin' again, it's shinin' again I 
Our eyes that lang were dim an* wet, 
Are beamin' again, are beamin* again. 
Then gather, then gather, ve lads o' the heather 
To see him again, to see nim again ; 
Let hill an' vale repeat the strain, 
* He's comin' again, he's comin' again I' 
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THE WEDDING OF BALLYPOREEN. 

P I * g 


i 


^^ 



I 


De - soend, ye chaste Nine, to a 


grr f. n c-H^^ s 


trne I - rish bard— You're old maids, to be 


sare, bat he sends yon a card, To beg you'll as - sist a poor 



C g i i \ Ci 


^ 



mu - si - cal 'df , With a song rea - dy made— hell com - pose it him-sdf, A - bout 


M^_i' !■ ;■ r i ^^jUj^; J- p j^ j- i ^ 


maids, boys, or priest, and a wed-ding, With a crowd you could scarce thrust your head m, A 



Leer, and a bed - ding. Which hap-pen'd at Bal-ly -po - reen. 


sup-pcr, good cheer. 


fwas a fine summer's morning — about twdve in 

the liny, 
All the birds fell to sing, all the asses to bray. 
When Patrick the bridegroom, and Oonagh the 

fride, 
la their best bOn and tuckers, set off side by side : 
1 the piper plaj'd first in the rear, 
The ma!dft bliuh'd, the bridesmen did swear, 
O I Lord, how the -spalpeens did stare. 
At this wedding of Ballyporeen I 

Ikcy were soon tack'd together, and home did re- 
turn, 
Tb make merry the day at the sign of the Chum, 
When they sat down tt^ther, a firolicsome troop, 
O ! the banks of dd Shannon ne'er saw such a 
group: [lors, 

Tlwrewere turf-cutters, threshers, and tai- 
With harpers, and pipers, and nailors. 
And pedlers, and smugglers, and sailors. 
Assembled at Bauyporeen. 

TLere were Bryan Macdermot, and Shaughnessy's 

brat. 
With Terence, and Driscol, and platter-fsc'd Pat ; 
There was Nwah Macormick, and Bryan O'Lynn, 
And the fat red-hair'd cook-maid who lives at the 
km; 
There were Sheelah, and Larry the genius. 
With Pat's unde, old Darby Dennis, 
Black Thady, and crooked Macgennis, 
Assemlded at Ballyporeen. 

Now the bridegroom sat down to make an oration. 

And he eharm'd all their souls with his kind bo- 

theration; [hecurs'd, 

* They were welcome,' he said, and he Swore and 

* They might eat till they swell'd, and might drink 

tin they Irarst: 
Hie first christening I hsre, If I thrive, sir^^ 
Here again I hope you'll aU drive, sirs. 
You'll be welcome all, dead or alive, sirs. 
To a christening at Ballyporeen.' 

nien the bride she got up to make a low bow, 
But she twitter'd and felt so— she could not tell 
how-- [let fell 

She blush'd and she stammer'd^the few words she 
She wfaisper'd so low, that she bother'-d them aU ; 


But her mother cried, ' What, are you dead, 
child? LchUd; 

Ol for shame of you, holdup your head. 
Though I'm sixty, I wish I was wed, chfld ; 
O I I'd rattle aU BaUyporen V 

Now they sat down to meat— Ftitnsr Murphv aald 

grace: 
Smoking hotVere the dishes, and eager eaiMace » 
The knives and forks rattled, spoons and plattirs 

did play, 
And they dbow'd and jostled, and wallop'd away. 
Rumps, chines, and fet sirloins, did groan, sirs, 
Whftle mountains of beef were cut down, sirs, 
They demolish'd all to the bare bone, sirs 
At this wedding of Ballyporeen* 

There was bacon and greens, but the turkey was 

spoil'd; 
Potatoes dress'd both ways, both roasted and bolI'd| 
Hog's puddings, red herrings— the priest got the 
snipe — [tripe! 

Calcannon pies, dumplings, cods, cow-heels, and 
Then they ate till they could eat no more, sirs, 
And the whiskey came pouring galore, sirs, 
1 how Terry Macmanus did roar, sirs 1 
O ! he bother'd aU BaUyporeen. 

Now the whiskey went round, and the songrten 
did roar ; [Astore;* 

nm sung * Paddy O'KeUy'— Nell song « MoUy 
Till a motion was made, that their sonn they'd 
forsake, [shake— 

And each lad take his sweetheart their trotters to 
Then the piper and couples advancing, 
Pumps, brogues, and bare fiset fell a prancing ; 
Suchpiping, such figurine, and dandng. 
Was ne'er known in Ballyporeen. 

Now to Patrick the bridegroom and Oonagh the 

bride, 
Let the harp of old Ireland be sounded in pride, 
And to all uie brave guests, young or old, gray or 


Drunk or sober, that jigg'd it at Ballyporeen. 
And when Cupid uaU lend you Us wherr]^ 
To trip o'er the conjugal ferry, 
1 wish you may be half as mory 
As we were at Ballyporeen. 


IOC 
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§*i J' I J' J ^ 4UMr 


HOW SLOWLY MOVE THE HOUBS. 

Compo^ by Sir J. Stevcnaon. 



How tlow-ly morefhe haan, WhenpoM'd a • wayftom theel 


r I' r f i rt 


andlove-lf 



bow - en Have then no channt lor me* How ilow-ly more the honn, Wben pui'd a - way truA 


^-^Jir{f.g|CrrMf/£j'i^rTit 

tfiee 1 These fietds and lote-lr bow - «n Hafethea no cfaanni lor mt. Yon not 




grove that nnOes w 


jiJuJiiJ'fCKpcij.j'.' j; i jj 


fldr,With na-tnre's wildest grace; When-e'er I miis thee there, Be-comei a de-icrt place. 


If bat a day go by 

"Without a sight of thee ; 
I carve, with many a sigfc, 

Thy name on ev ry tree : 


I wander down the vale» 

And hope to find thee there ; 
I teU the rocks my tale 


Of love and 


smvcaie 
of despair* 


./>.Ay\yN/\/\/\A/\/N^^N^\/«M«N/\^ 


THE WILD IRISH BOY. 


[Uegretto 



ca-Un is built in the 


ffl ■'' Ul*iiH ^ ^ I frM^ . 


iiMU- 


aidit of a BiMir t No pret - ty green mea-dows a - boat it are found, But bogs in th0 


fccf'l^ t t! ^IC C ^Cf. 



middle and monntains a • ronnd ; 'Wkere sometimes he moamfnl-ly sings ' Grammachree,* Or 


^.'" C t i' J' J' ;l jLC-C r tf I c t J' J^ 



wUs-tles more cheerfolly sweet ' Lango-lee,' Or whis-tles more cheerfblly sweet * Lan-go-iec' 


Yoonff Paddv indeed is not polish'd or mOd, 
Bat Ids sonl is as firee as his eonntry is wild ; 
And tfaitagh vnacanainted with fiumon or dress. 
His heari«fer mMtr at the sound of distress ; 
For sometimes he moomftilly sings ' Gramachree,' 
Or whistles more cheerfolly sweet ' Langolee.' 


Ilien let as not farag^ at his bolls or his bhinders. 

His broad native brogae or his ignorant wooden ; 

And do not by ridicale ever destroy 

The honest content of a vrUd Irish boy. 

For sometimes he moarnAilly sings ' Qramadiree»' 

Or whistles more cheerAiUy sweet ' Langolee.' 


THE CUCKOO. 

Poetry by Shakspeare : Mniic by Di. Ame. 



rr i J'J'J'Jr^^ 



When dai-sies pied, and vi-o-letsUne, And coc-koo fiow'n an d • var wUte, And 


M r M. I i'J ip ^^ 


biit-ter»cnp8 of yel«low hue. Do paint the mea-dows with * de-light : 



Tho 


r 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


10^ 


^ f el :jj-r4J -:i ^^J4i ^ #f 



cuckoo tiicn on er - e - ry tree Sings merri-ly, sings mer-ri - ly, sings Bacr-ri-Iyy Yes, thus sings tbe 


^-iiL4:g:ifef#f^ C f C ^ \ f 



£9 


When 
Aad 


cae-koo, enoJcoo, eiukoo,eDdcoa: OltonetnuMtelMr, Ot tones moitdair, Thy 

-svr'd ac-oents chann fhe ear, Iliy mea-sar'dac-csntschanntlis ear. 

siieplierds pipe on oaten strawSf 
lanes prodaim the morning'a 4awn, 




And turtles ooo, and rooks and daws, 
And lambkins gambol o'er the lawn, 

The cnckoo then, Ice 


HOW HAPPILY MY LIFE I LED. 

Compoaed by Stance* 


How hap-pi-ly my Ufe I led, With -out a day of sor-row; To 



pknigh and sow, to reap and mow. No care be-yond the mor-row, No care be-yood the 

it 



^ 


j i r^f pic i f^^ i ri^ ^i H -:^^^ 


In heat or cold, in wet or drft I ne - Ter gmmbled, no, not I : My 



irV'jiJU J i ^-ifrf 1 ^ jipi^ 


wife, 'tis tnie, lores words a few, My wife, 'tis tnie, loresword^a few ; What then? I let her 


/fw^lf^J^IVifjf f^x^ 


prate ; What then ? I let her prate. For, some -times smooth and some - times rongh, I 



found my - self si 


rich e - nongfa in the joys of an hnm -ble state, in the 


t^iimn 



Joys of an hom-ble state ; 


^^=r^ 


For some- times smooth and some -times rough, I 



ri jfj f g=N=ff^ ^ 


^ 


feimd my - self still rich e • nonrb In the joys of an humble state 


But when with law I craz'd my head, One grievance brought another on, 

I lost both peace and pleasure ; My &bts increase, my stock is gone : 


Long says to bear, 
To search and swear, 
Aad plague beyond all measure* 


My wife she says, 
' Our means 't will raise ;* 
What then ? 'tis idle prate. 

For sometimes smooth. &c. 


^* 
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Andante. 


THE HEATH THIS NIGHT. 

Poetry by Sir Walter Scott. 




The heath this night must be my bed, The brack - en cnr-tain foae my 


^iHT^ J^ i^4==^^=^=4m=f 



P 


head, My Inl - U • by, my Inl • la • by, the warder't tread. Far, te from lore and 


thee. 


m 


r' • y ... 



more atil - ly laid, 


p ^-M^ - ni 



eonch may be my Uoo-dy phdd, My Tea -per long thy ^wail, iweet maid 


i 


^m 


will not wa - ken me. It will not wa - ken me, Ma - ry. 


I may not, dare not, fancy now 

The grief that clouds thy lonely brow ; 

I dare not think upon thy vow. 

And all it promis'd me, Mary : 
No fond regret must Norman know, 
VHien bursts Clan Alpine on the foe, — 
His heart must be like bended bow, 

His foot like arrows free, Mary. 


A time will come with feeling franght. 
For if I £bU in battle fought. 
Thy hapless lover's dying thought 

ShUi be a thought on thee, Mary ; 
And, if retum'd flrom oonquer'd foes, 
How blithely will the evening dose, 
How sweet the linnet sing repose 

To my young bride and me, Mary 1 


THE TIGHT IRISH BOY. 


fii^nf- f.c t^^^^Tr.nr. ^ i 



Oeh ! when I was ehrbten*d 'twas on a iiidr day. And my own fair-fiic'd mo-ther caU 


^^= ^^^i m 



of - ten would say. And that I 


t 


t 


this, why she of-ten would say, ' A gay-ful, play 



•- 


prat-tling, tat-tling, bean-ti-f a, 



du - ti - ful, look-ing sweet, lov-ing neat, O! bo 



tionl A tight I - rbh boy.' 


I 


Arrah I when I frrew up, I grew always in lo^e— 

Variety's pleasing, and never can cloy ; 
So, true to ten thousand I'd constantly prove, 
A sighinf?, dying, complying/pressing, caress- 
ing, distressing, adoring, imploring, enoor« 
ing, die away, sigh away, looking sweet» 
loving neat, — 
O ! boderationl a tight Irish boy. 

\t trar , love, or drinking, myself am the lad, [stroy. 
Who th^ widr world ititelf would ffo near to de- 


For a cup of the creature soon makes my heart 
glad,- 
Then I'm a laughing, quaffing, smoking, jqk* 
Ing, swearing, tearing, nunical, comicaL 
,figM - ■ 


sichtable, fightable, sing away, dbg amy, 
rcul about, tioll about, looking sweet, kntag 
neat, die away, sigh away, daahawsy, tuaZ 
away, flash away, smash awayy— 
O! bodorationl a tight Irish boy. 


DAVIDSON'S UNITERSAL MELODIST. 


109 


THE FIRST DEAR THING THAT EVER I LOVD.* 


The Poetry by the Rer. A. C. Coze; the Muaie by Henry Ronefl. — PaUiahed in Davidion's Cheap and 

Uniform Edition of his CompodtlonB. 
Com Stpretrione. 





ll 


f 


J J' J j'^ 



The first dear tiling that er-er I loy'd, Was a . mo-tiler's beam-ing eye, That 


iji^l f'H M' | [1f I ill , [.Pnlljl 

smil'd as I woke on the dream -y ooiieh, That dra-dled my in • fiim - cy; I 


J'j CMr t r g ^^N^r i f'r J'-f 



Be - ver for - get the joy - ons thrill That smile in my bo - som stirr'd ; Nor 



JLJ_Ji J'l ^-3= E=^=^ ^ ^ 


how it conld charm me a - gainst my wOl, 1111 I langhM like a joy - das bird. 



And the next ftdr tUng that ever I loved 

Was a bnnch of summer flow'rs, 
¥rith odours, and hues, and loveliness. 

Fresh as Eden's bow'rs : — 
I never can find suQh hues andn, 

Nor smell such sweet penume ; 
And if there be odours as sweet as them, 

Tls I that have lost my bloom. 

And the next dear thing that ever I loved 

Was a fitwn-lifce littte maid. 
Half awed, half pleased, by the frolic boy 

That toitnred her doll, and played ; 
1 never can see the gossamer, 

Which rude rouffh sephyrs tease. 
But I think how I tossed her fiossy locks, 

With my whirling bonnet's breese. 

And the next ff ood tiling that ever I loved 

Was a bow -kite in the sky ; 
And a little boat on the brooUef s surf, 

And a dog for my company : 
And a jingling hoop, with many abound 

To my mcMured strike and true ; 
And a rocket sent up to the firmament. 

When Even was out so blue. 

And the next ftir thing I was fbnd to love 

Was a field of wavy grain, 
Where the reapers mowed ; or a ship in sail 

On the billowy, billowy main ; 
And the next was a fiery, pranckg horse. 

That I felt like a man to stride ; 
And the next was a beautiful saHing-boat, 

With a hebn it vras hard to guide. 

And the next dear thing I was fond to love 

Is tenderer hr to tellx 
Twas a voice, and a hand, and a gentle eye 

That dashed me with its spesU ; 
And the loveliest things I haa loved before 

Were only the landMape now, 
On the canvass bright where I pictured her, 

In the glow of my early vow. 

And the next good thing I was tain to love 

Was to sit in my cdl alone, 
Musing o'er these lovely things. 

For ever, lor ever fiown. 


Then out I walked in the forest free, 
Where wantoned the autumn wind. 

And the coloured boughs swung shivec^gly. 
In harmony with my mind« 

And a Spirit was on me that next I loved, 

that ruleth my spirit still, 
And maketh me murmur these dng-sony words« 

Albeit against my will. 
And I walked the woods till the winter came, 

And then did I love the snow t [aisles, 

And I heard the gales throu^ the wildwood 

like the Lord's own organ Uow. 

And the bush I had loved in my greenwood walk* 

I saw it fhr away, 
Surpliced with snows, like the bending priest 

That kneels in the church to pray :' 
And I thought of the vaulted £sne and high. 

Where I stood when a little child^ 
Awed by the lands sung thrillingly. 

And the ^nt^f^ W nng f JiTfr^^i 

And again to the vaulted church I went, 

And I heard the same sweet pnjrm. 
And the same full organ-peids upsenc, 

And the same soft, soouiingairs ; 
And I ftlt in my sfrfrit so drear and strange* 

To think of tne race I ran^ 
That I loved the sole thing that knew no change 

In the soul of the boy and man. 

And the tears I wept in the wilderness, 

And that frose on my lids, did fsll, 
• And melted to pearls for my sinfulness, 

Uke scales from the eyes of Paul: 
And the last dear thing I was fond to love 

Was that holy service high, 
That lifted my soul to loys above, 

And pleasures that do not ^b». 

And then, said I, one thing there is 

That I of the Lorddesiret 
That ever, wliile I on earth shall live, 

I will of the Lord requires 
That I may dwell in his temple blest'd. 

As lonff as my life shall be, 
And the beauty fSiir of the Lord of Hosts 

In the home of his glory see. 

« Tbit riegant potm l> printed entire, that the rinyer may eeleet the vcnee most coMonant to Ut taste or stale of 
fcellng. The Flrat, Second, Foorth, and Sixth, with the first fear Uaee of the Seventh, followed by the last four llacs 
ml the Seventh for a condueloD, will be found a continooai and eloquent long, not teo long to be generally acceptable 


Um 
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THE MERMAID'S SONG. 

Compoiedby Haydn.— Pnblialied by Dayidsoiu 



Now tiie dnnring son-beams play 


On fhe green and gras - sy 


sea, ComOf and I wi] 



Come, and I will lead tte way. 


pear - ly 


^jjj^ij Jyi^f^^^irHr^ifTFij^ i 


trea-toKS be;Come»and I wiU lead fhe way. Where fbe pear-ly tna - maxtM 



^m 



be, where the pear-ly trea- sores be, where the pear - ly trea - sons be. 


f^^ i fTir-n 


Gome with me, and we will go 


Where the roeks of oo - xai grow, of oo - ral 


J ;■ f. r i HH^r [ Uif ^- n 



grow— fol - low, fol - low, id - low me— fol - low, fol - low, M-low me. Come with 



^"^Nit£j^^ 


me, and we wiU go Where the rocks of oo - ral grow, Where the rocks of oo - ral 



J J [ ^ I r f- u f [ r. ori- 


grow ; fol - low, fol - low, fol - low me — fol - low, fol - low, fol - low me. 

Come, behold what treasores lie Ebbing tides bear no delay, 

Far below the rolling waves ; Stormy winds are for away ;— 

Riches hid from hnman eye Come with me, and we will go 

Dimly shine in ocean's caves. Where the rocks of oond grow. 


ALVA. 

Irish Mdody, to Moore's Air, ' Rich and rare were the Gems she wore ;' Ptotry by Leman Rede. 

Poblished by Davidson. 


Deqp o'er Al - va's 



tow-er fUls 


A^Lf^\mmi \ in \ }f 


gloom of night: the an -dent walls An 


^ 


$ 


dark as death ; the sen - try's care Is si - lent all, for death is tfaere,'-llie 


m 


m 


last of Al . va's lof - ty line 

Ahral peace is not fiiir thee! 
lliy spundid torrets yonder see, 
Iliy wide domains are foir to view ; 
Thou hast no child to give them to ; 
And thon art old, and sorrow here, 
With none to dry thy bitter tear. 


^^i 


Is laid with - in the con -vent shrine. 

False thoo wert in love, and now 
Jhoo reao'st the guerdon of thy vow : 
Days shsJl rise, and sans shall glow, 
Bnt pleasnre thon wilt never know ; 
More wretched than thy meaner slave. 
Thy only hope is in the grave* 


Andanie* 
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loiig 1 My hours had not vn - heed - ed flown, De - ▼o - ted to the way-ward 



throng; The throb-bing heart and bom-ing brow Had both a-Bke beenspar'dto 

ritard, 3 



t^'^ c c 



had not lUt the an - gniah now, That min - strd't lot mnet er - er 


¥*'l^ 


^^^5 [ Ci^^M J J'J'f/^ 


be ; My hours had not nn - heed - ed flewn« De - to - ted to the way-ward 


\ 


^H r\ I * J 



g i ^iT" r Tf c ^ ^ 



throng I— Thoiwoald that I had ne«irer Jmown The bright, bat fti-tal gift of eoi^ 


In Tain, my strange and wayward tete 
A blessing and a corse hs^ sent, 

Thsi sukes ase hnre what I shonld hate. 
And sing again, while I lament : 

The minstrel's sonl, nneheer'd by praise, 
Is Uke ahite with chords unstrung. 


And thus we have the pensiYe lays 
That ftwmer bards had play'd or sung ; 

And thus my golden hours rve thrown. 
Devoted to the wayward throng : — 

Then, would that I bad never known 
The bright but fatal gift of song. 


I HAVE A SILENT SORROW HERE. 

Composed by the late Duchess of Devonshire. 



hrealhea no sigh. It she4^ no tear, 


But it eon - snmes my heart. This 



die-ilshM woe, ttds lov'd des - pair. 


§i\ II I I II J :t5 iJ= | r ■ f I f • C /-4 J JIJ.I I - 


my soal*s lord, the pangs I bear, Be ne - ver, ne - ver known by thee. 

And when pale characters of death I shall not raise m eyes to heav'n, 

Shidl mark tbis alter'd cheek. Nor mercy ask for me ; 

When my poor wasted trembling breath Mt soul ~ 

My Ule's last hope would speak, 


y sonl despairs to be f orgivea 
Unpardon'd, love, by thieb 


lis 
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HAD I A HEART FOR FALSEHOOD FRAMED. 

Irish Melody, to Moore's * Hie Haip that once through Tura's Halls.' 


11 


i 


^m 


Had . I . a heart for fidse-hood fram'd, I ne'er conld in -jure yon; Foa. 



though yoor tongue no pro - mise claim'd, Your charms would make me true : To 


^^ 


i c c ^=g=^J'f ^ n 


you no soul shaU bear de - odt, No stran - ger of - fer wrong, But 


il' I F f. r r/ r-^itip jk jvj^a 


friends in all the ag'd youlL meet. And Iot - ers in the young. 

Butwfaenthey learn that you hare bless'd llien, lady, dread not here deceit. 

Another with your heart, Nor fear to suifer wrong ; 

lliey'll bid aspiring passion rest, For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet. 

And act a wother a part : And brothers in the young. 


^^^M^^V^^^^^/V%M/%«W%/V 


SALLY IN OUR ALLEY. 



Of all the girls that are so smart. There's none like pret - ty 


TTJfHrt f. i M , -[ L i Jiiij- 



Sal - ly; 


She is the dar - ling of my heart, And she lives in our 


pi' r ^ ^' \ ni^fTH^-r^^=^^ m 


al - ley. 


There Is no la • dy in the land Is half so sweet as 



Sal-ly; She is the dar -ling 


Her Ihther he makea cabbage-nets 

For those that want to buy 'em ; 
Her mother she makes laces Ipag, 

And throurh the streets does cry 'em. 
But sure suca folks oould.ne'er beget 

So sweet a ski as Sally ; 
She is the darUng of my heart, 

And she ttres m our aDey. 
When she is by I leaye my work-^ 

I lore her so sincerely : 
My master comes like any Turk, 

And bangs me most sererehr. 
But let him bang his belly-ftill, 

I'n bear it aU for Sally t 
Fbr she's the darling of my heart. 

And she Ures in our alley. 

Of aU the days that's in the week, 

I dearly lo^ but one day. 
And that's the daj that comes between 

A Saturday and Monday ; 


of my heart. And lives in our al - ley. 


For then I'm dress'd all in my best. 
To walk abroad with Sallv ; 

For she's the darling of my heart, 
And she lives in our alley. 

My master carries me to church, 

where often I am bhuned, 
Because I leave him in the lurch, 

As soon as text is named. 
I leave the church in sermon-time, 

And slink away to Sally ; 
For she's the darUng of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

My master, and the neighbours all. 

Make game of me and Sally, 
And but for her I'd better be 

A slave, and row a galley : 
But when my seveu loog years are o«t| 

Why tiien I'll marrySally ;— 
O I then we'U wed, and then we'U bed. 

But not in our alley 
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ON THE DARK LONELY STRAND. 

Irish Mdody, to Moore't Air, • A.t the Mid Hoar of Night.' 


frhM i rff. i f j' N^?- fejyj^j=,^ ^ 


On tlie dark lone- 17 strand, WUch girts tba tern • pes - toons wave, See a lorn figure 


i^i n^-ttu!}^3^ 


I C M 


stand, Wbo watch-es yon lone - 17 cave ; Tho' night - sha-dows hang o*er her. Winds 


^H-^h^-^^ m 


whis-tle, and bil - lows boom, And her cbil-dren de - plore her— She wan-ders a- 


f^^JJ frtyy^F^Tt1±±bto^ 


mid the gloom ; She weeps not, she sighs not, hat ga - zes sad-ly on his tomb. 


1 that breast calmly sleeps, 
Ihat once was warm as her own ; 

And the loathsome worm creeps 
Throoffh the heart that was her's alone ; 

And the bright eye is doaded. 


Whose beam was guiding light ; 
And those smiles now are diroudf d, 
That made er'ry beam more bright — 
All fleeted, all perish*d, and left her in 
darkness and night. 


^y^\/\^y^\^\^^\r\^\^\ r\ n t\j» 


PESTAL.* 


The Poetry by George Sonne, A.B.'-Pablished by Daviaso^. 
Jndamfe pateiico. 



^N y^^±^ 


^3 


H^f^tl^j^ 


Yes, the mom-ing breaks ; The day for me that has no mor • row. 


|>J W J- .^^^^^ I j.f ^ J' I ; 


3ti 


Death 1-^ and where-fore shrink ? Tho' sharp, it is the end of sor - row. 

J- 



On 1 the ty - rant 


it has no pow-er o'er the graye; There a-Ione is rest. There at lastwe'reUess'dl 


4Mh^ J'. / J'. J' I J'^ffHs-riy -NH^ i 


Tes, the thooght that thou fai Tain wilt spend thy breath, Takes the bit - ter - ness from 


death. 


Tes, the mom-ing breaks; The day for me that has no mor -row. 


m 


t 


^m 


-\ J.f ^ J' HH^ ^t 


Death! and where -fore shrink? Tho' sharp, it 


the end of sor - row. 


Boose I and meet thy fate. 

That men in after times may Ioyc thee 1 
Rouse ! thy name most live 

¥Qien weeds are rank, and wave above thee. 


Yes, thy deeds shall be the theme of tale and song^ 
And shall prove a spell, ringing slavery's knell, — 
Kindling freedom's lamp in cottage and in hall, 
Till its li^t shaU spread o'er aU. 

Yes, the morning breaks, &c, 


* This air It said to have been composed by Cotonel Festal, when confined In • BasiiBn duofeon under lenteaee 
f] 0f dcftth, uad ouly a few hours before his •sefeutlon.— Aeoording to tbe popular tradition, he tcralched the melody 
D twidi a oail npoo hU prlaon walL 

■■ * 

8 


) 114 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


m 


Paihetieallp* 


WHEN SHALL WE THREE MEET AGAIN? 

The Poetry by a Lady ; fhe Muicby Dr. Honley. 
When shall we three meet a - gain ? When shall we three meet a-gain ? Oft shall 



ii 


glow - ing Hope ex 


^fj l J. J' J..r>|?.JJ.; i 


pire, Oft shall 


Death and Sor 



J > J. J' l iJ J 


wea-ried Lore re - tire, Oft shall 

m 


row reign, Ere we meet to part a - gain^ 


ThoQgh in distant lands we sigh, 
Parch*d beneath a hostile sky ; 
Though the deep beneath as roll, 
Fnendship shall unite each sovl : 
Sull, la feincy's rich domain. 
Oft shall we three meet again. 


When the dreams of life are fled. 
When its wasted lamps are dead. 
When in cold oblivion's shade, 
Beaaty, power, and fame are laid, 
Where immortal spirit's reign, — 
There shall we three m&t again. 


NOT YET RETURNING. 

The Poetry by George Soane A.B. ; the Music tnm. Beethoven's Grand Opera of Fidelio. 

Published by DaVdson. 



^TFm^- i J JfT J^ ^ 


Not yet, not yet re - tum-ing^ Old Wln-ter's fled, the buds are red, Andsummer 


P%:hiU^M ^ i\ n'i \'n\i'- \ 


■idea, and tnm 


mer skies are bum-ing; Old Win-ter'a fled. 



vrinds, and speed him home a - gain ; The moments seem niU drea-ry { How ma- ny 



iSm^^ 


bit - ter days I've watch*d, Till hope her-self grows wea 



ry. Blow, 


r r p I ^ fj f • J^l J J I* J 


winds, and speed him home a - gain ; the mo - ments seem fUl drea-ry ; How 
ma - ny bit - ter days I've watch'd, Till Hope her-self grows wea-ry. 




fLfLUUJJU-^ m 


And can he e'er for - get me? Too well I know I could not 


DAVIDSON^S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


115 I 



io,— My hiMrt coiud ns 


4-^ I q ^ -1 I ■ ' !" ^ 




not so, 


I could not io« 


■ I 


TE STREAMS THAT ROUND MT PRISON CREEP. 

8tmpr§ Pitmo. r^^t i 




■troBBU that nmnd my pii-MMi croop, If on your mos - sy bankt you 



- mnr, 1 mnr - mw, O ! mnr - mur thii oom •* mand from me : 


|> J j;^ J J I J Ljiy^ p'r. Q^'j' ;? c ^ n 



irayy .... And ahvn the broad » ey'd watch -fol day.* 

Te sales, Hiat lore wi^ me to sigh, O I whisper this command from me : 

yoor hreesy ffi^t, yon see ' Thy mistress bids thee haste away, 

And dmn the broad-ey'd watdiful day.' 


e sales 

Iff in yoor breesr flight, yon see 
My dear FlorasU ling'ring nigh. 


fN/N/^NMA/^N^A^MM^^^kAA 


HAD I A CAVE ON SOME WILD DISTANT SHORE. 

Hie Poetry by Robert Bams. 


AndamU, 



howl to the wavers dash-ing roar. There would I weep my woes, There seek my 


^r'J'Ji 


•ing roar, 

•0 m r"^ 


u' Lj I r ■ C— 


i-i-M^ 


lost re -pose, Till grief my eyes should close. Ne'er to wake more. 


Falsest of womankind, canst thoa declare 
AH thy fond p.igbted vows fleeting as air ? 
lo Uiy new lover hie, 


Langh o*er thy peijary. 
Then in thy bosom try 
What peace U there ? 


rrr-^ 


I ilu 
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TWILL BE ALL THE SAME A HUNDRED YEARS HENCE. 

Poetry by Greorge Soane, A.B. ; Music by Edward J. Loder.—Publiahed by Davidson. 
Aliigro eon Anima, 


^ H^rt c ri-j^ 



To the feast while we may, to the iight, to the light when we 


^ ^u^nu^^J^n^ vt B ^ 


most ; We will livei boys, to - day, take to - mor - row, to - mor-row, on 


f 1l f=HlriQ: -(L-J-l | c ; f f , m 


tmst. Talk of ^ - ry and fiune 1 I could ne*er see the sense ; Why, 'twil 



c 1 1 , , 1 ' ; ,j' UJ=j^ 


be all the same a hnn - died years hence, a hun - dred years hence. Should the 



t H-H-^-^ Jr^^T ^ ^ ^ ^'' | J :JJ'^ 


fair prore un - kind, or else fie - kle, or fie - kle should b*e, There are 


§!■ J- ; J- J' ^ i f. f r f J- I I J' J- j'j ^ 


thou-sands be -hind fidr and fie -kle as she: Ma-ny moods hath her love, faith I and 



same, 'twill be all the same a bun - dred years hence, a hnm-dred years hence. 

If the brother we love pass awav in his yonth,-^ Now my song is ran out, and the patience of moat. 

Or, yet worse, shonld he prove nlse to honoor and Posh the boltle about, and I'U give you a tdnst, — 

truth, — Fill, though, first to ^ brim, and a fig fiv ex- 
Drop a tear if you list, to no more make pretence, pense t [benee ! 

For^twiU be aU the same a hundred years henee. Here's a health to the world, a bandrea years 

BLOW, YE WINDS. 

Poetry by George Soane, A.B. ; Music firom Verdi's Opera of Nincr-Published oy Davidson. 
• Uegro, 


$ 



f^ \ ^y !) \ ']< fi \^ 


BloWi ye winds, ye can - not bear me Fast-er than my thoughts trauld tear me 


i 


^^ 


'^tJ.J' i '^-f 


Rom the land that we are leay - Ing, Fhmi the home which once was dear; 


1^1. |;j 1,1.^ 1^ 

If I seem to be now 


seem to be now griev - ing, lis that we 


^^ 


Of tlie few I lov'd sincerely, 

They who seem'dto love me dearly, 

Some have gone, and some forgot me ; 


are still so near. 

Some would smite me where I stand | 
Then, whate'er the fotes allot me, 
Bear me to some other land. 
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lifmoTOfS* 


THE KISS, DEAR MAID. 

Tlie Poetry by Lord ByroD. 



^^Ffpr^-r^^rnm rt^rnhi^ m 



Tb» kiflSi dear maid, tbj lip has left, Shall na - yw part firom mine, 


THl 


^■f. i citf[^ffiMrFrrrflf,'.fiJJHiii 


happier hoars re - store the gift, X7n - taint 


ed, back to thine. 



Lf ilf ^ 1 ^:-uM i^^^BB& 


The part - ing , glance that fond - ly beams, An e - qnal love may see ; 


The 



tear that from the eye - lid streams. Can weep no change in me. 


jSt I, Hi, 

Uss, dear maid, uiy 


kaj;^^ 



Till 



lip has left. Shall ne-yer part from mine. 


hap-pler hours re - store the gift, Un - taint 


- - ed, back to thine. 


I ask no pledge to make me bless'd. By day or night, in weal or woe. 


asK no pied 

In gaong when alone ; 
Nor one memorial for a breast, 
'Whose thoughts are all tUne own. 


That heart, no longer free, 
Mnst bear the love it cannot show. 
And, silent, ache for thee. 


f9Jerato. 



LOOK YOU NOW. 

Composed by W. Beeve* 

3^ 


RTrrrf 


^^ 


There is a pro-verb for - ry old— Look yon now, look yon now : If hnr 


i,>" !■ ^" i J f f I r TTF^ ;i ; c c r. ^^ 


pm-denoe must be told,— Look you now ; 


This pro-verb is of gold -en mlesy 



f-m nrn 


J' r r I r- i r ' 


Fer - ry coot to caa-tkm fools : Ne -ver med • die with edge-tools^ Look yon now, 


i|'' f 1 ill ^ ^ nri 1 1 r. i r i 


look yon now : Ne - ver med - die with edge - tooU— Look yon now. 


There is a foble pat enough. 

Look yon now, look yon now ; 
A snake once lick*d a tile so rongh,— 

Look yon now ; 
She tore her tonffne above, beneath, 
Hnr wiflh'd hnr had not left the heath, 
But kept her tongue between her teeth,- 
Look yon now. 


A story ferry coot I've heard— 
Look yon now, look yon now: 
There was a Turk who wore a peard-^ 

Look yon now — 
IVas all hnr pride, tiU once a dow* 
PuU'd it so, when with a frown 
The angry Turk just knock hur down ■■ 
Look yon now. 
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I LEFT THEE WHERE I FOUND THEE, LOVE. 

Composed by C. Gilfiert. 



AUegretto. 


^ ^f r. f t, \ i:^:iiw^i ^ 


I left thee where I found thee, love, Thron'dgvy- Ij in fhoie Ittngh-ingeyest'Twen 


0^ 01^^^ ^^ 



fbl - ly to hare bound thee, lore. For lore is love-liest wh&e he flies. 'Twu 


f J ; J ^1 j-^ f 1 ^ ;■ :}^^^^ 



sa - fest, best, to leave thee, love. For flight may end both hopes and fears. I 


^j;j^ i j ;■ J r n^^|:ff-^^j^^ 


did not iHsh to grieve thee, love ; For love's re - sist - less when In tears — I 


^-J^J !■ I r-rr^ ^fH^ J^H^ : ^ 1^ 


left thee where I foond thee, love, Thron'd gay - ly In those laugh - ing eyes : 'Twere 


J I rj|.^ii f r ^ I J. U to OHf ^u^ 


fol - ly to have boond thee, love, For love looks love - liest whfle he flies. 

No splendid shrine I made thee, love,^ 


At distance I may view thee, love, 
Uncheck'd by glances, smiles, or sighs : 

Thou didst not draam I knew thee, love. 
So wrapt in friendship's deep disguise. 


Thy presence hallowM ev'ry spot ; 
No kind farewell I bade thee, love, 
For love's last look is ne'er forgot. 


\ndaiite. 


TAKE THIS ROSE. 

Composed by T. V. Wiesenthal. 



Fair one, take this rose, and wreath it in thy braid -ed hair,— A 



bright-er bloom will rest 


i^'om. \ ^- n r m ^ 


be - neath it; Take the rose, mv fair. The flow'r which 


late vras seen to glow So love-ly on that snowy brow, 



il'"j,jij; i '^j}tr^^ 



light-ly shed a dew-y leal of ro*sy r«d, To bloom for ev-er there. 


Take this lily, love, and twine it 

In thy flowing hair ; 
Twill gem thy ringlets,--why decline it ? 

Take the flow'r, my fair. 


And yet its leaflets, pure and pale, 
In beauty on that brow wDl foil : 
That brow attracts all eyes to thee, 
And none will choose or chance to see 
The lily fading thera. 


' . 
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Nen Poeo Adagio< 


YA.RICO TO HER LOVER. 

Compoeedby F. H. Hlmmel. 





"Wlmi nl^t spreads lier slia-dows aroimdyWheii night spreads her sha-dcms a-roond, My 




sof - tenthybedcn the groaod. And thy oheek ahatt re - pose on my breast, and thy 
S 3 


f i , r pff r ^j^qM^ n r), r ^•^fr^j^^^ 


cheek shall re-pose on my breast. Love, heed Aot the storm and the rain ; ' On 



me let their fti - ry de-seend ; This bo - som wiU scorn to com-plain, While it 



^W4-|4ir.r4^ 


•hd-tan a« Ufe of a ftiend, VUl* it thd-ten the Ulb of > Mend. Tet 


^g 


m 


I 



^ 


:t 


^^ 


fz£ 



m 



shonldst thou, 1 cm-d-ly fly, Y et shooldst thon, O I cm-d-ly ily, ^ Thy 


^^'|JpMJ■ l 


nasM shall for er • cr be dear. Thy name shall for ct - er be dear. 


Tlie 


prt: t ^ ^-nrtrM^^-}^ 



^ 



winds Shan oon-vey thee a sigh, And the bil - low shall ear - ry a tear ; The 


winds shall oon-vey thee a sigh. And the bil - low shall ear - ry i 


S 


EE^ 


winds shall con-vey thee a si gh, And the bil - low shall car - ry a tear; The 


f i ,n r^^fritou^m ^FFm 


winds shall con-vey thee a sigh, and the bil - low shall car-ry a tear, And the 


the 





Ul-low shall car-ry a tear, And the bil - low shall car-ry a tear; The 


pn. r,+^4^ ^^ £i^H=c=f=^ 


•windsshall con-vey thee a siffh. ind the bil-low shall car-ry a tear. 


2j:^^ 
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O ! NANNY, WILT THOU GANG WP ME ? 

AsuUmtino. Composed by Carter : the Poetry by Dr. Percy. 



. 01 Kan-ny, 
town? Can ai - lent gtena have cEarms for thee, 1 


wilt tlKm gang wi' me, Nor ligh to lea^e the flaunt - ing 



ms - let gown? No long - er dress'd in aOk - en sheen, Nc 


Hie low-ly cot, and 



o long>er 



aj^ h^ I !^ ^ 


deek*d wi' jew -da rare, Say, canst thou qnit each court - ly .scene, Where 


thou wert fidr - est of the fUr ? Say, can'st thou quit each court - ly scene, Whera 


M^ i ^T' ^ ! 



wert fair-est, 


01 Nanny, when thou*rt fur awa. 

Wilt thou cast a wish behind ? 
Smr, canst thou face the flaky snaw. 

Nor shrink before the warping wind ? 
O I can that saft and gentle mien 

Severest hardships learn to bear ? 
Nor, sad, regret each courtly scene, 

Where thou wert ftdrest of the fair t 

O I Nanny, canst thou love so true. 
Through perils keen wi* me to gae ? 

Or, when thy swain mishap shall rue, 
To share with him £he pang of wae ? 


wert ftdr - est 


of the fidr* 


Say, should disease or pain belUl, 

wilt thou assume the nurse's care ? 
Nor, withM, those gay scenes recall 

Vfhae thou wert nirest of the hkf 
And when at last thy love shall die, 

Wnt thou receive his partins breath ? 
Wnt thou repress each strugvUng sigh, 

And cheer with smiles the bed of death ? 
And wilt thou o*er his much-Iov'd day 

Strew ilow'rs, and drop the tender tear f 
Nor then regret those scenes so gay. 

Where thou wert Mrest of the fiur ? 


IndtmU, 


YE BANKS AND BRAES. 

Scottish Mdody ; the Words by Robert Bums. 





Ye banks and braes o* bon - nie Doon, How can je bloom sae freshandfislr; How 


can ye diaunt, ye lit - tie Urds, And 1 sae wca - ry, fti' o' can 



sae wca-ry, fti' o' caret Ye^l 


|"r frf'c i rnrtMJ't e'f-t i ttti 



break my heart, ye lit • tie birds that wan - ton through the flow - 'ry thom i Ye 


inind me p' de - part - ed joys, De • jpart - ed aev • er to re -ton* 
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Aft taae I roved hj bonnie Dood, 
To lee the roee and woodbine twine ; 

While ilka bird sang o' its Inve, 
And fondly aae dm I o' mine. 


WV hearttome glee I pnM a rote, 
The sweetest on its thorny tree ; 

But my ftrase lore has stolen the rose. 
And left the thorn behind wi' me. 


ROT'S WIFE OF ALDIVALLOCH. 

The Poetry by Mrs. Grant, of Cairon. 


AmdantiM. 



Wat yo how she cheat -ed me, As I cam* o'er the braes o' Bal-loch? 



'Ttntr^ 



Shu yow'd« she swore she wad be mine | She said she loe'd me best o* o - ny ; But, 

fijs D, Col Fine, 


#J.f. rrnrf Q 1' ^w i ^.- m^ 



O I the fie - Ue faith - less qnean, She's ta'en the carl, and left her John - nie. 


01 she was a eanty quean, 

And wed eoold dance the Hidand walloch ! 
How happy I, had she been mine, 

Or I been Boy of Aldivalloch 1 


Her hair sae fiiur, her een sae dear, 
Her wee bit mon* sae sweet and bonnk t 

Tb me she ever will be dear, 
Tluni^h she fbr aye has Idt her Johnnie. 


DONALD. 



wf^n 


tme, 


Do - nald. Each vir - tne then seem'd to a - dom The 



ff^f°fez 


man es • teem'd 



scorn 


To waste one thonght on 


thee, 


Do • nald. 


I' 


O ! then fbr ever haste away,— 

Away from love and me ; 
Go, seek a heart that's like your own, 

And come no more to me, Donald. 


For I'll reserve mysdf alone, 
For one that's more like me 1 

If such a one I canna find, 
I'll fly from love and thee. Donald* 


\ 

a,' 
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MY FRIEND IS THE MAN; OR, THE MODEL. 

CompoMd by Hook. 

Itodfrnlo. 


fo#=FP^^^¥nTt f I r^TT ^ 


Mt friend is tbe man I would co-py through life : He har-bours no en - tj, he 



^Mi rricni 


cau- MS no strife; No mur-muis es - cape him, thon^fer-tnne bean hard; Con- 


^M 



m 


u 



tent is his por-tion, and peace his re - ward 1 Still ha2;p7 in his sta-tion, He 


m 


^m 


i^ j iij nj i i 


minds his oe - en - pa-tion, Nor heeds the snares, Nor knows the cares, which Tioe and 


## tturti : 



fid - ly faring : Dai - ly work-ing wca 


ing chee- ri - ly, 


#r-^t^^^^^H r ^ n r i' i e/ f^u^^ 



Dtar to him his wife, his home, his coun - try, and 



^^ 


Dai - ly work -ing wea - ri - ly, Nij^t - ly sing - ingf chee - ri - ly, Dear to 


#-T-nrti 

him his w 


3=2 


vl/ 


^^m 


his wife, his home, his coun - try, and his king. 


His heart is enlarged, thon^ his income is icant; 
He lessens his litue for others that want ; 
Though his children's dear claims on his industry 

press, 
He has something to spare fin* the child of distress. 
He seeks no idle squabble. 
He jdns no thoughtless rabble ; 
To dear his way. 
From day to day, 
His honest views extend ; 
VHien he speaks 'tis Tcrily, 
When he smiles 'tis merrfly, [friend. 


How charming to find, in his humble retreat. 
That bliss so much sought, so unknown to tlie 
^ _^, Bteat; 

The wife only anxious her fondness to prore 
The playful endearments of infentine love. 
Relaxing ftvm his labours, 
Amid his welcome neighbours, 
With plain regale. 
With jest and tale; 
His thoughts, his conduct Free ; 

No vain schemes confounding him. 
All his joys surrounding him. 
Dear to him his sport, his toU, his honour, and his Dear he holds his native land, its laws, and liberty 


LIGHT AS THISTLE DOWN. 


^^^ ^■j II fii^i] 



t=!=p'^ 


m 


Light as t^ -tie down mov-ing. Which floats on the ab, Sweet gratitude's debt to this 



* jfW 


eot - tage I bear. 


*~TTT^r^ 


i 


^ O' au-tumn»s rich store I bring home my part. The 


TT-rrr f I fhtT 


weight on my head, but gay joy m my heart. 


light as this - tie down, moving, Whiek 
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#iH-^ r-^i-H-^^=F^ J I f tt^J-m 


floats on the air, Sweet gra - ti-tude's debt to this cot-tage I bear; Of 



n-nJiiJ-J^^^ ^ 



aa-tamn's rich itore - I bring home my part, - The weight on my bead, 



- bat gay joy in my heart, - the weight on my head, bat gay joy in my heart, the 



weight on my head, bat gay joy In my heart, gay joy in my heart, gay joy in my heart. 


TELL ME, BABBLING ECHO. 

Composed by Dr. Ame. 



rdl me, bab-bUag e-cho, why 


torn me aigh for sigh ? When I of 



^fff^if r^Ui^fe 


slighted lore complain, Yon de - light, yoa de - light to mock my pain ? 


Bold introder, night and day, 
Bnsy tell-tale, haste away ! 
Me and my cares in sOenee leave,— 
Come not near me whilst I grieve. 
Bat if my swain, in all his dianns. 
Return to bless my longing arms, 


111 can thee from thy dark retreat. 
The joyftil tidings to repeat* 
Repeat, repeat, repeat the atrain,— 
TeU it o'er and o'er again ; 
FVcMn mom till night praleikg the tal^- 
Let it ling from vale to vale. 


A WEARY LOT IS THINE, FAIR MAID. 

Th« Poeby by ^Walter Seott; tiie Hniie by C. GiUeit. 


fttjlJ.J'f'f l J. Jjlj. | J.J'JtJ|ljJb^|^ft 

'A wca- ry lot u thine, fiur maid, A wea -ry lot is thine. To poll the thorn thy 


brow to braid. And press the nie for wine: A liaht-some ere. A sol-dier's 



lin-ooln green— No mora of me yoa know, my love ! No more of me yoa know. 


*TUs mom Is mory Jane, I trow, He tom'd his charger as he spake, 

Upon the river dore I 


The rose is badd&s foin ; 
Bat she shall bloom m vrinter snow. 
Ere we two meet again.' 


He gave his bridle reigns a shake, 

* Adieu, for evermore, my lova I* 
' Adieu, for evermore.' 


=;;:x 


^^— ••^p— i^ 


liA 
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THE VULTURE OP THE ALPS. 

The Muaie by J. J. Hutchinson, of the A^n»^^^l^n Hutchinson Fkunfly. 


\i 


i 



rfr-rr' :[ H f'^J' i r 



I ve .been a-mong the migfa-ty Alps, and wander'd thro' their vales, And heard the honest 


k 



I n 'II rj iiii I' M I n n I i|^ 


moontain-eers re - late their thrill - ing tales : 'Twas there I from a shepherd heard a 



nar-ra-tive of fear, A tale to rend a parent's heart, which mo-thers mi^not 
lamentable. 


p^=p^ 



hear ! ' One still and chmd-less sabbath mom, the sun was ri - sing high, Vnien 

7 N I l^^-t4 



from my ehU-dren on the Green I heard a fear-M cry. As if some aw - fid 

fi Lento, 



deed was done,— -A shriek of grief and pain. 



I J l l '| . N i l I T4I 

,— A cryl I harn-Uy pray, O! God, I 





ne'er may hear a - gain. A cryl I ham-bly pray, 1 God, I ne'er may hear a- gain.' 



^^ 


*1 har-riedoDt to learn the cause, bat, o-verwhelm'd with fright. My ek-dm 

RitanlaHdo, 


I I [^ mtaraa nao, , 



shijek'd in wild dis-may, When from my fren-zied sight I miss'd the yoang..e8t of my 

# Ui r r r ^ l U ^ 


i 


babes, the 



daziii^of my care: Bat something caught my searching eye, slow movhig thro' the 


I I ^Hii fi i\ij m 


P 


ahri- 01 what a hor - ri - fy - ing sight to meet a fhther*s eye! His 





in-ftntmade a Yal-tare's prey, in ter-ror to des - cry I- Tb know, a-lasl witii 


bnrst - ing heart, and witha maniac rave. That ha-man pow'r could not a-vaiLlfcat 



-^ ! Ji^J'r 


in . nocent to save : That hu-man pow'r coold not a-vail, that in-no-eent to 
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• My infant atietdi'd UsUttle hands imploringly to 

me, 
'While strnggHng in the Yultnre's graspi all yainly 

to set free ; 
I heard his agonisbig cries, as load and long he 

seream'd. 
Until, amidst the aznxe skies, a lessening spot he 

seem'd: 
The Vnltore ilapp'd his pond'roos wings, as svrift 

away lie flew — 
A mote upon the Sim's hroad disk ho seem'd nnto 

my view; 
▲t length, I thooght he check'd his speed, as if he 

wonld aUrikt,— 
*Twas only a ddoiriTe thought, fbr all had vanish'd 

^pdte* 


'All search was yain — some yeacs had pass'd— 

that child was ne'er forgot :— 
At length a darinsr hunter climb'd a high seduded 

spot, 
From whence, upon a m^^^ed crag the chamois 

nerer reach'a, 
He saw an iniisnt's fleshless bones the elements 

hadbleach'd;— 
In haste I climb'd that nigged diff— I could not 

stay away — 
And there I found my infant's bones, fast monl- 

d'rii^ to decay 1 
A tatter'd garment yet remain'd, though torn to 

many a shred— 
The cap he wore that fatal mom was still upon his 

headl' 


X/N/N/X/X/N^X/V/N/X/N/N/XyX^S/N/X^X 


THE YORKSHIREMAN IN LONDON. 


'^A^rji".} 



i^^^:;j^ Piit^te- 


Wheaflrst in Lun-nun I ar-sir'd, On a vi-sit, on a vi • sit; When first in Lunnun 


I ar-rhr'd, 'Midst hea - Ty rain and thun-der; Then I es-pied a lass in 


green. The 


bon - nlest lass by eyes e' 



er seenl I'd of- ten heard of Beau-ty's Uneen— Thinks 



ye found her I Sing tol de rol de rol de rol, Tut - ti hut - ti 


J'^ p i ^-^nn i 



tut-tl hut-tl, Bi tol de rol de ri - do; Sing tol de rol de ri - do. 


She stood stock stlD— I did the same. 
Gazing on her, gaiinff on her, — 
She stood stock stQl—I dU the same : 

We both look'd mighty simple. 
Her cheeks were like the blushing rose, 
WUch on the hedge neglected blows ; 
Her eves were black as anj aloes ; 
And nigh her mouth a dimde. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

' Madam,' says I, and made a bow, 

Scraping to her, scraping to her ; 
' Madam,' says I, and made a bow — 

I quite forgot ibe weather, — 
' If you will me permission gire, 
111 see you home, where'er you live ;' — 
With that she took me by tfaie sleeve. 
And off we trudg'd together. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

A piatty wild-goose ehase we had. 

Up and down, sir— in and out, sir ; 
A pratty wild-goose chase we had, — 

The cobbled atones so gall'd me ; 
Whenon we came unto a door. 
Where twenty lasses— ay, or more. 
Came out to have a peep galore 
At Bumpkin, as they c^'d me. 

Tol de rol. &c. 


' Walk fai, kind sb,' says she to me, 

Unite politely, quite politely ; 
' Walk in, kind sur,' says she to me ; — 

' Poor lad 1' they cried, ' he's undone.' 
< Walk in, kind sir.' < Not so,* says I, 
' For I've got otiier fish to fi7, — 
Tve seen you nome, so now good bye : 
I'se Yorkshire, tho* In Lunnun.' 

foi de rol, &o* 

My pocketo soon I rummag'd o'er, 
Cautious ever, cautious ever ; 
Mypocketo soon I rummag'd o'er, 
where I a diamond ring found : 
For I had this precaution took. 
To stick in each a small fishhook ; 
In groping for my pocket-book. 
The hook it stripp'd her linger. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Three weeks I've been in Lunnun town, 

livinff idle, living idle ; 
Three weeks I've been in Lunnun town, 

'Us timt: to strike to work, sore. 
J sold the ring and got the brass, 
And so I did not play the ass ;"- 
Twill do to toast the Lunnun lass. 
When I get back to Yorkshire. 

Tol de nd. &c 
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xAUtgf^tto Moderaio, 


THE STORM. 


II 


CeaM, rade Boreas, blast'riiigrail-er I List, ye li 


=^ rirrS 


lands-men all, to me 1 Messmates, bear a 


bro-ther sai-lor Sugtlie dan-gers of the sea. From bounding bH-Iows first in motion 




tbe dan-gers of the sea. From bounding bH-Iows first in motion Where the 


dis-tant whirlwinds rise, To the tempest-tron-bled o - oean, Where the seas contend with skies. 


Harkl the boatswain hoarsdv bawling : — 

' By topsail-sheets and hanlyards stand ! 
Down top-gallants qidck be hawUng I 

Down your staysails, — ^h&nd, boys, hand ! 
Now it freshens, set this braces 1 

Quick the topsail sheets let go ! 
Luff, boys, IniT,— don't make wry faces I 

Up your topsails nimbly dew I' 
Now all yon on down-beds sporting, 

Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms, 
Fresh enjoyments wanton courting. 

Free from all but love's alarms,—^ 
Round us roars the tempest louder, 

Think what foar our mind enthrals — 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder ; 

Now again tiie boatswain caUs ; — 

* Hie topsail yard point to the wind, boys ; 

See all dear to reef each course 1 
I/it the foresheet go ; don't mind, boys, 

Tliough the weigher should be worse 1 
Fore and aft the spzitsail yard get ; 

Reef the mlxen ; see all dear ; 
Hand up ; each preventer-brace set ; 

Man the fore-yard ; cheer, lads, cheer 1 

Now the dreadful thunder 's roaring 1 

Peal on peal contending dash I 
On our heads fierce rain rails pouring I 

In our eyes blue lightnings flash ! 
One wide water all around us. 

Ail above us one blaek sky ; 
Different deaths at once surround us ; 

Harkl what means that dreadAil cry 1 


' Thefbremast's gone 1' cries ev'ry tongue out, 

^ O'er the lee, twelve feet 'bove deek. 
A leak beneath the chest-tree 's sprung out, — 

Call all hands to dear the wredL I 
Quick the lanyards cut to pieces ; 

Come, my hearts, be stout and bold 
Plumb the well ;— the leak increases, 

Four feet water in the hold I' 

While o'er the ship wild waves are beating. 

We fbr wives and children mourn ; 
Alas I from hence there's no retreating ; 

Alas! from hence there's no return ! 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 

B<^ diain-pumps are chok'd below ; 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us. 

For only that can save us now 1 

O'er the lee-beam is the land, boys ; 

Let the guns o'erboard be thrown ; 
To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys ; 

See, our mizen mast is gone I 
The leisk we've found, — ^it cannot pour fiist ; 

We've lighten'd her a fbot or more ; 
Up, and rig a Jury foremast ;— 

She rights, she rights, boys 1 wear oiF shore. 

Now onoe more on joys we're thinking, 

Since Und fbrtune spar'd our lives ; 
Come, the can, boys, let's be drinking, 

To our sweethearts and our wives. 
Fill it up, about ship whed it ; 

Close to th' lips a brimmer ioin : 
Where's the tempest now ? who feels it ? — 

None I our danger's drown'd in wine I 


AUegntU. 


THE MODEST BACHELOR. 

ByT. B. Brett, St. Leonards. 


jjltt ^ l ; ; J- j^^j- ; J ; | . 



Come, list, ye fUr maids, to a Ba- Che-tor's tale. Who's not ve- ry ag'd, though he 


J'i ' ' I lIl I i 1 nil n 


t 


looks ra - ther pale : He wish - es to mar - ry, if one he ean find, 'Mongst 



^' f. H J* J' j^-fedJ' J' ;■ J ^ I J' J' ^ 


England's fSsir daugh-ters, one just to his mind — just to his mind, just to his mind, 
just to his mind, just to his mind,'Mdngst England's fair daagfa-ters one just to his mind* 
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He's modest as m ean possibly be ; 
Hii age, you sboiila know, too, b jost tliirty-three ; 
And to show what a little he craves of your sex, 
These few simple notions he begs to annex : — 

Tlie flrst thing leqnired is, the health to be good ; 
Then a riehly-stord mind—that's of eonrsennder- 
AUKties rare, as a matter of coarse ; [stood ; 

And plenty of cash as an after-resonree. 

A fteethat is pretty— the form Tsther tail— 
With fHends mid relations respectable all : 


A fine flow of wit, and eood-hnmoor Ulcewise : 
A neat pair ol feet, and intelligent eyes. 

The next thing required is a good taste for music 
Free use of the tongoe, — ^but not to abuse it ;— 
^th modesty, beauty, and money eombin'd. 
These qualities sorely, so few, he may find. 

I've done now, fair maids, and I think you'll ama 
That a more modest person there never could oe : 
Of ladies now present tf any one can 
ficspond to these requisites,— I am her man. 


HARK! THE BELLS ARE OAYLY RINGING. 

Poetry by George Soane, A.B. ; Music fhnn Verdi's Opera of Nino.— Published by Davidson. 


AUegro ModerMo. 


? 


^^ 


Harkltiie bells are gay^ly tingling, Notes of glad-ness round 


p 


them 


i^' ^i^i\^\'n : m'\^''i''^i'f^^W 


fling-ing, Fkomthe stee - 'gUtfttomttut tow-er; What those sounds be-to-s«n 

3 3 3 



^^ 



is glr-en To the fh - vour'd son of 


pm:t J' l -tm F^ 



Hea-ven, to the lord of lands and power ; 'TIS a Per-cy's bom 


Harkl anin the beDs are pealing, 'Tb because, his nonage ovei 

JovfU tiiBngs fhr revealing, 

While o'er earth and water swinging ; 


to-day. 


fhr revealing, 
"th and water i 
Tell me wliat those sounds eonvey ? 


Marries now the noble lover, 
WhOe tiie merry birds are sini^ing ;— 
lis a Percy weds to-day t 


AndtutU* 


THE PEASANT BOY. 

The Poetry and Music by John Parry. 


ifJ'irf. F J'> I j- i f't M I ' l fr r r ^ 


Hirown on the wide world, doom'd to wan - der and roam, Be - reft of his pa-rents, be - 



reft of a home, A stran - ger to plea-sure, to com - fort, and joy. Be 


ff' n f. f l\ J^N^r j' l i-M-J^ ^ 



poor peasant boy; O! pi-ty, Ol pi-ty the 


poor peasant 


boy! 


I I'm vriDing to labour, I'm willing to toil, 
; For Fortune will ever on industnr smile : 


But, ah ! not a creature will deign to employ 
A wand'rer like Edmund, the poor peasant boy. 
Then pity, O I pity I the poor peasaat boy. 


1 
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THE FLOWERS OF THE FOREST. 

Compoied by Ho(A. 


Hie flow'n of the fo-reet in sprJ 


ifg Jif rpi 


spring time ^vere gay^ And lore hdgh-tenM 



et* - ry toft plea-snre of May ; My Ma - ry stray'd ivith ism, where - er - er •! 

o o 


[^ dl 4: 


went, And my heart' was the mansion of peace and eon • tent. But, a - 



rf-e^fTf i Mffr ^^^ 


las I she has left me, for pas-times more gay, And the flow'rs of the f6-rest all 



aM ^N f/B^ 


wi-ther a • way, And the flow'rs of the fo - rest all wi-ther a - way. 


The How'rs of the finrest in spring-time were Ray, 
And the smile cf my Mary gave wings to the day ; 
But past are those pleasnres, no more to retnm — 
Her charms I adore, and her fitlsehood I monm. 
Fort Bias ! she has left me for pastimes more gay, 
And the flow'rs of the forest all wither away. 


The flow'rs of the forest in spring-time were gay ;— 
Like their fragrance, my bliss and fond hopes pass 
away — L^y^f 

Fond hopes which I caught from the glance of her 
Now, bl^hted by sorrow, fade, wither, and die ; 
For, alas \ she has left me for pastimes more gay, 
And the flow'rs of the forest all wither away. 


O! WERE I BUT A BIRD. 

A German Air, eompoeed by Louis Spohr. 



01 were I but a bird, llien woold I fly O-yerthe e- me-rald o - cean. 



Thro' the blue vault of the sky- 


Quick -er than gales in swift mo - tion, 



Ne-m, Olne-ver re-po - sing, 


TDl with my lore far a - way, a - way, 


|f-f : : f ■ ^ 4fj-^ f I r f J .rtrrp^ 


Till with my lore for a - way ; 


But, 01 I am no wing-ed bird. And 



here I still must stay, 


Clouds so fair, could not ye 

Mt greeting bear ? 
Tell him, I linger in sorrow,-*- 

AU my fond wishes declare. 


And here I still must stay. 

And retnm swift on the morrow s 
ndings of comfort conveying-^ 

But, 0! ye are no messengers, 
And all my wish is rain. 




::n 
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ROCKAWAY. 

The Poetry by Henry Joka Sharpe ; the Music by Henry Russell.—Published in Davidion'B Cheap and 

Uniform Edition of his Compositions. 

«Sempre Mod§rato. 



WTl fTT ^ 





On old Long Is - land's sea - girt shore. Ma - ny an hour Vre whilM a - way. In . 

■ ■ ■ ^ 



FUtl-F^fc^^JJ ^^^ 


Ust*ning to the breakers' roar, That wash the beach at Rock-a -way ; On dd Long Island's 


/t 1 ,1^ M ,1 u I jjij, ^ ,r ,r 


sea - girt shore. Ma - ny an hoar Vr9 whil'd a - 


way, In Ust'n-ing 
^^ Fine. 


to the 



break - ers' roar, That wadi the beach at Rock - a - way. Trans-fix'd I've stoodwhilo 


i* J* i- ^.^J=i 



^^^ 


na - tare's lyre In one har - mo - nions con - cert broke, And, catch • ing its Flro- 


fm f i n si'n s ),iiJij;B: 


me - thean fire. My in •> most son! to rap - tnre woke. O ! 


• on, &c 


li 
'I 


OI how delightfol 'tis to stroU 

Where murm'ring winds and waters 
Marking the billows as they roU 

And break resistless at yonr feet! 
To watch yonng Iris as she dips 

Her mantle in the sparklins dew, 
And, chas'd by Sol, away she trips 

O'er tha horizon's oniY'ring bine. 

On old jLong Island's, &c. 


To hear the startling night-winds sigh. 

As dreamy twilight lims to sleep ; 
While the pale moon reflects from high 

Her image in the mighty deep. 
Mqestic scene, where Nature dwells, 

Profound in everlasting lore, 
While her unmeasur'd music sweUs 

^^ vaulted firmament above. 

On old Lcog IsUuid's, Iec. 


HARK ! I HEAR THE OCEAN'S WHELMING SWEEP. 

Irish Melody, Moore's * Love's Toung Dream ;' tha Poetry by Lemaa Beds. 
AndoMiino ttpret. 


pr d f J'^TT J ]■ J J'N.ij i^m 


Harkl I hear the o - oean's whelm-iag sweep, The Urad wind's roarl Fare thee 


l^j'j iv ji^-4X j. | jj.J if rr fi ^ 


weU, my love, — I brave the deep, We meet no more. Deep glooms the night a - cross tha 


^u^i n jkJm rN II H I i-y ^ 


land, and dark-ly lour the skies; Cold-ly blows the wind, and cold's the h^d that 

m 


ftmJT l lJ.f ^ \ t-^ ^^ 



in mine lies; And the on -ly lights up - on the strand Are thoae lov'd eyes. 
When my bark across the foamy brine Will bid emotion cease. 


Shall fly from thee, — 
When those dear blue eyes no longer shine 

Life's light to me,— 
TUs heart thy smiles iirst taught to glow 


And I, from ills and griefii below, 

Find one release. 
When these eyes, that long have wept in woe, 

Shall dose in peace. 


y 


A 
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IN THE DOWNHILL OF LIFE. 



fkte no less for-ta - nata be Than a snug el -bow-chair can af-fordforre- 



di • Dingy And a cot that o'er - looks the vide sea ; With an am - bhng pad 

-V-.»J^ 


f-f i \ i J^TT 


po • ny, to pace o'er the lawn, While I ca - rol a - way 1 - die sor-row, And, 





bhthe 


the larky that each day hails the dawn, Look for - ward with hope for to- 



mor - row, to - mor - row, to - mor -row, Look for - ward with hope for to - mor-row. 


With aporch at my door, both for shelter and shade 
too. 

Aft the sunshine or rain may prevail ; [too, 

And a small spot of ground for ue use of the spade 

With a bam for the use of the fiall ; 
A cow for my dairy, a dog for my game. 

And a purse when a friend wants to borrow ; — 
I'll envy no Nabob his riches or fame, 

Nor what honours may wait him to-morrow. 
From the bleak northern blast may my cot be 
eompletdy 

Secur'd by a neighbouring bill ; 
And at night may repose stealuponme more sweetly, 

By Che sound of a murmuring rill. 


And while peaee and plenty I find at my boardy 

With a heart free from sick news and sorrow, 
With my friends will I share whatto-day may aifordf 

And let them spread the table to-morrow. 
And when I atlast must throwdf this frail eor'iingy 

Which I've worn for threescore years and ten. 
On the brink of the grave I'll not seek to keephov* 
'ring. 

Nor my thread wish to spin o'er again : 
But my face in the glass I'll serenely surrey, 

And with sndles count each wrinkle and fnrrofw § 
As this old wom-out stuff, which is threadbare to- 

dayi 
May become everlasting to-morrow. 


WHERE, WHERE IS MT FAIR ONE I 

Wrttten and adapted br T. B. Brett. 



Jzfz^^Hi^F-'Ep^^C J C C J -^ 


Where, where Is my foir one ? O \ where can she be ? I sigh and oom-plain, she has 


NN-^i ;■ i [ f^gfeEJ. f t \ i^ 



gone and left me ; With sor - row I roam in dull so - li-tude*s bowV, So sad is my 



i 

I 


haart in this da^rk gloomy hour. I've sought till I*m wea - ry— un - hap- py — ror - lorn ! Tve 


wan - der'd o'er monn-taln, in sun-shint and storm ; I've call'd, but in vain, for no 


i) C. 



tnoe do I see ' Of thnt fonn «o he - w^tch.inir. so pre - cious to me. 
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When,whereUmyfiBlroiie?wlieiie can she be gone ? There once m'U a time I vns eheetAil and gay \ 

I late take bit rest, and I rise ere 'tis down ; No trouble I saw then — I knew no dismay ; 

For peace and contentment are strangers to me — Then dull care and sorrow were strangers to 

Then where is my fair one? Ol where can she be? Ol whareismyfhirone? whersiwbereeaftshebo? 


MT MEERSCHAUM BOWL. 

The Words from 'The Family HenU.' The M«<ie by T. B. Bntt 



p ^iJ=£=^ 


My meer-schanm bowl, in 


so • laeot to my 


ry mind; Th«a 



art to me a tras - tf frlsad. Who eanst in Msd 


lead: 


0\i- i niJ i=M i J' ^' r'C i ^^^ 



^^ 


thou, with Dutch C - Naa-ter iU'd, My stormy mind hath of- ten stiU'd. 


When to my pleasure I resort, 

^7 P^P^ thoult urge me to the sport ; 

And, when the toils of daylight eloie, 

In thee**! lad a sweet repose ; 

Or, if in study I intend, 

My pipe, thou canst aseistanos lend. 

To concentrate a wayward thought 

Into the suldect I hsvs sought. 


And thssi in study, toil, or play. 

In giief or mirthr— by night or day— 

My meerschaum, thou *rt a Mend in need. 

And, being so, a friend indeed I 

Wol, since thou art so great a iHend, 

E'en let thy curling clonds a sce nd ^ 

Serenity to all imj^vt, 

Aftd traBquUUae each gen'roua heart. 


MISS WRINKIJB. 

Composed by 0. Nicks. 


p jji J'. J . 1 ' r ,1' t ^ 



c c i -ii^;! 


In a Til -lage there liv'd an old maid. Who was ne'er known ftv tri-ies to fret, But 



yet she was sad - ly a •> fraid That a hus - band 


no - vcr should get. BCiss 



She went in the garret to pray, 

Andy hofdng her pray*r miglit be granted, 
She never (dmtted a day 
To name tn her pmy'rs what she wanted. 
WoTf though she was fifty, it can't be denied— 

Sfaig nl de ral lal de ral de ! 
Thai stiU to be mariled sW constantly sigh'd— 
Sing fil de ral lal de rai de 1 


lal de ral de. 

A thatcher, one day, through the roof. 
At her pniy'rs did espy tms old dftre ; 
Then popp'd in his head^gave her proof 
Her devotions were heard from abdrva : — 
« Win a thatdier do for you. Miss Wxinlda,' 

Sing ftd de ral lal de ral de t 
' For better or worse, 111 consent,* roplied 
Sing fid de tal lal de q1 d0 1 



iSt 
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BLUE BONNETS OVER THE BORDER. 

Poetry by Sir Walter Scott. 



w^ 



March, marehy Et - trick and Te -vi-ot-dale 1 Why, my lads, din-na ye march for-ward- ia 



1 J i i N J'J'fTt=[-f. r f. ^ m 


or-der? March, march, Esk-dalfl and Lid - det-dale 1 All the blue bon-nets are 


^ ^t^^fl ^ ^n- 1 r r . ^ n\m 


o - Tcr the bor-der. Ma-ny a ban-ner ipread flut-ters a-bove your head; Ma-ny «. 


^tojii^ -j^ ^i J' J- 1 v ^,iztm 


creit that is fit-mona in ito-ry : Mount and make rea-dy, then, sons of the monn-tain g^; 


KJMi^-^=#?FJ ^ J ^ l-t^' 



Fight for your King and the old Seot-tish bor-derl March, march, Et-trfekaad 



tz ^J'1^^3^ ^ 


Te--vi - ot -dale I Why, my lads, din-na ye mareh for -vard in or-der ? March, march. 


frM-}' j-^ft-f F^M- H-i-S^ g 


Esk-dale and lid - des - dale 1 All the bine bon-nets are o - Tcr the bor - der. 

Come from the hiUs where yoor hirsela are gracing ; Thunpets are soQnding.war-Bteeds are bounding ; 

Come from the glen of the buck and the roe ; Stand to your arms, and march in good order. 

Come to the crag where the beacon is blasinr ; England shall many a day tell of the bloody fray, 

Gome with the buckler, the lanee, and the bow I 


I 


When the blue bonnets came over the border I 


Moderate, 


ANNIE LAURIE. 

Seottiih Melody. 



^i^/'ljJITf 


Maz-well-toa braes are bon-nie, Where ear-ly fa's the dew ; And it *8 there that An-nie 

.3 



^^^^ 


f 


^ 


Lam - rie Gl'ed me her pro - mise true, Gi*ed me her prom - ise true, Which 



^^^-f^\ftf^ 




mifm Ibr-got will be; And for bon-nie An-nie Lau-rie I'd lay me douue an' dec. 


Her brow is like the snaw-drlft ; 

Her throat is like the swan ; 
Her face it is the fairest, 

Tlmt e'er the sun shone on ; 
And dark blue is her e'e : 

And for bonnie Annie Laurie 

I'd lav me donne an' dee. 


like dew on the gowan lying, 
Is the fa' o' her fury feet ; 

\n' like winds in summer «> gfc^"g. 
Her Toioe is low and sweet ; 

An' she is a' the world to me 1 — 
And for bonnie Annie Laurit 
I'd lay me donne an' dec. 
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THE STANDARD-WATCH ; OR, THE STANDARD-BEARER. 

Ttmntlated fttnu the Gennaik by George Some, A.B.— Pobliihed bjr DMidioa. 



The min • strel holds the stan - dard-bear-er*8 watch $ Up - on Hiif urn hif keen-edg'd 


tword u ly • ing; He flings 




breathes his sonir forth to the niffht-wind's siffh - imr: — 


his blood-stain'd fin - gen o'er his harp. And 




free - dom do I fight, — to her I*Te sworn, And ne - Ter will 


#fr^-J''JnJj-J^ B 



^^T?^f^ 


qnit her eo-Ionrs, ne • m ! And ne - rer will I quit her eo - lours, ne - ymV 

Hw nlgkt is gone, and battle oomes with day ; Now death is weary, and the battle's won, — 

StDl float thy colours, fUthfol minstrel, o'er thee : Thedyingminstrel's life-blood stains the heather | 

His sword it flashes, and the bolt saceeeds, Upon the colours kept so well he lies. 

The while be breathes bis song of love and glory: And breathcshis song and life thereout togethsri 

of my lote,' &c. ' The lady of my lore,' ftc. 


* The lady of my loye,' &c. 


WHEN I GAZ'D ON A BEAUTIFUL FACE. 

Composed by M. P. King. 


AndmUe Orazioto ed Jmotmo. 



proT 


iT*d, I was pleas'dwit 


with its sweet-ness or grace, 


jpMl^±j^^ ^^^ 



And fUse.ly beliey'd that I 

I— - 


^ ^ 


lor'd. But my lieart, tho' it strove to de-cdve, Tbe in - jus - tioe it would not al - 



g p"fl^ 


low;-vI eouldlook, I could like, I could leave,- But I ne-ver could love tiU 


4'J^^'lfJT.^J'V^ 



yt4^ 


love till nowl 


now,-'Ah 1 never, no, never, O ! never, no, never,— I pever 

Tet, though I from others could rove. But, no longer of reason bereft. 

Now biu-bour no doubt of my truth ;-~> On your hand— that pure altar— I vow, 

Tho' I've look'd, and have lik'd, and have kA^ 
That I never have lov'd till now. 
Ahl never, &e. 


ly truth;— 

Tbose flames were not lighted by love,— 

They were kindled by foUy and youth t 


. -* 


(I 


IM 
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WHEN THE ROSEBUD OF SUMMER. 

Pcwtry byE. J. B. Fitssiinons, Stq. ; the Mniic by Sir J. Stevenno* 


1 



^if-i-f j^ A J'UJ. >-7^rT±e=pFig i 


Whm tbo rote-bud of Snm-mcr, its bean -ties be-stowing, On '^inn«ter'Bnide blast all its 



;■ ^'J r PT i ^-j^ i: ■ J' J' J' c ■ g 


shall -pour, And ^ sun-shine of day in night's darkness be i^ow-ing, O I 



J'^VJ M^^i^^J J'Ji 


then, dear - est El-len,* I'H lore you no more I 111 love you no more 1 And the 



day in night's dark - ness be glow-ing. Dear -est 



lent dear - est £1 - len i 1*11 lore yon no more, I'll love you no more, I'll 



lore yon no more! OI then, dear-elt El-kn! Fll love yon no more! 

When of hops the last jpark, which thy tmflt And the poise of that baart whi^ adores yonsliaU 
lov'd to cherish, ymak, (ice. 

In»ybQsaBishaUdiat«&dltssplendoar be o'er, O I then, dearest EQen, m loye yon no more 1 

* Ladles in singior this toof tdMtltMU the name of Heaiy fo^ Xllcn. 


AUegntto Modaraio. 


ALICE GRAY. 

Composed by Mrs. P. Millard. 



She'B all my ihn - ey paint-ed her, Sha'a lotve . ly, she's di • Tine; Bnt her 



hMurt it Is an - o - tiler's— She ne-ver can M mine : Yet lor'd I as man ne - ver lov^d, A 

3 a tempo. 



\oft with - oat de - cay :— 0\ my heart, my heart is breaking FOr the lore of A - liee 


■f \^ J* j' l ; 1 / J'. ^-f-?' f > I f/ f ^^ 


•Gray; O! my heart, my heart is break-ing For the lore of A • liee Gray. 

Her dark brown hair is braided I've snnk beneath the anmmer's snn. 

O'er a brow of spotless white ; I've trembled in the blast ; 

Her soft bine eye now la n gn i shea. But my pQgrimage Is nearly 

Now flashes with delight :— The weary conflict's past : 

ot for me. And when the sreen sod wrai 


The hair Is braided not 
The ere Is tnm'd aw] 
St my neart, my heart 
Vbr the love oCAUeaGray. 


The weary 
And when the green sod wraps my grays. 


The ere Is tnm'd away ; Mat pity h^y say : 

Tet my neart, my heart Is breaking, ' O I bis heart, his hea 


heart was brokoi» 
For the lore of Alice Gray 1' 


I 


\ 
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THE POLICEMAN'S LOVE.— PARODY ON ALICE GRAY. 

From < Merry England in the Olden Time/ by Geo. Daniel, Esq. 

B'a an that fancy pdnted her 1 she's rosy without The Charl'e quite, Vrt, honour bright, sent pa&« 

rouge, [bright gamboge ; ing for a cheat ; 

Her gingham gown a modest brown tam*d up idth A watchuian's wife, he'd whack me well when be 

She learns to jar the light guitar, and plays the was on his beat. yoor dow*r| 

herpsichols, — [Cent Consols. ' Adieu 1' he said, and ahook his head, ' my dolor ba 

Her fortune's five-and twenty pounds in Three per And, while you laugh, I'll take my staff, and go and 

At Benlah Spa, where love is law, was my fond ery — the hour.' 

heart begfoil'd ; Last Greenwich Fair we wedded were : she*a won, 

I pour'd my passion in her ear — she whisper'd, and we are one ; 

< Draw it mild 1* [does not^ And Sally, since the honey-moon, has had a little son. 

InCaerkenwell you bear the bell : what mniBn-man Of all the giris that are soamart, there's none than 

And since, my Paul, you've gain'd jwap*int, per- Sally smarter ; 

haps you'll stand your pot. I said it 'fore I married her, and now I say it otfsr. 


LOVE, LITTLE BLIND URCHIN. 


Love, lit - tie blind ur-chin, went stroll-ing one day, And mad-ri-gals chaunt-ed so 



Hifccr^m=r^ g 


pret-ty ; While bal-lads he sold as he went on his way, With Val-en-tine ver-ses so 


^^ 



^m 



witty: Love*s burden was, ' Maids, ne'er away your hearts throw; Till prudence prompts yes, always 


#J-g C a J^f^ ^ 44JL # p : g^^ ^ ^ 


answer ' O I no,* al-ways answer * Ol Pt< * always an-swer * O 1 no 1' Till prudence prompts 


yea, always answer * O I no, no, no, not' always answer '01 no I' always 



Lore, little blind urddn, advice didn't spare, 

Yet his arrows at random, he shot 'em ; 
And a dart alm'd at Prudence, who chanc'd to ba 
there, 


answer 'O! no!' 

But, thus wounded, their hearts she forvot 'em. 
Left by Ptudence, the maids tum'd out sUly, and 


so 


They often said ' Tes,'— when they 


[said « No.' 
should hava 


I LOVE MY LOVE IN THE MORNING, 

The Poetry adapted by J. N. Sola, to an Irish Melody.— Published by Davidwa. 



I love my lore in the mom-ing, For she like mom is fidr, — Her blushing cheek its 


i>n J.^ | J^J^f ^feE llfl;^ r f. c i ^ ^ 



crimson streak, its clouds her golden hair. Her glance its beam so soft and kind ; Her 


^ 


l^fe^^^^^Si 


tears its dewy show*rs ; Her voice the ten-der wUsp'ring wind, That stirs the ear - ly bow*rs. 


I love my love in the morning, — Her beauty is my bosom's sun. 

Her faith my fosterine shade : 


I love my love at noon ; 
For she is bright as the Lord of light, 
Yet mild as autumn's moon. 


And I will lore that (itrling one 
Till e'en that sun shall fade ! 


r^J 


IT 
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MY FONDEST, MY FAIREST. 

Hummel celebrated Air, ' A la TyroHeime,* -written and arranged by George Ualey. 

Published by Cramer, Addison, and Beale. 
Allegr§tto. 


y^^ljdzzj 


^ 


f ^fl I J '^-Jj^f r yi |j ^^ 


My fond-est, my fair - est, my gen- tie Ca - ri - na 1 Come hi - ther, luy 



n-^fir^ \ JTJTT^Miii:& 


own one I come hi - ther to me 1 Bright gar-lands I bring thee ; Sweet songs I win 


^-H^i- i j^.^ i 'i c^'j'itii^^'J^ i cjJ [;f 


sing thee, More sweet than the bird in yon emerald tree ; While er'-ry breese that 
wantons by Shall soft - ly e • cho sigh for sigh. And tr* - ry note, sweet 


^Ll^g^ ^ ^^;' J' I f . r f. J' l i- ^ m 


bird, from thee, By Love*8 fond strain shall an-swer'd be ; And ev'-ry note, sweet bird, 

slen. ^ €4 hb. 


. PeN^^44-J^ 



o J MJ 



shall answered be, shall an-swerM be. 


My fond • est, my 


fair - est. Mr iren - tie Ca - ri - na 1 Come hi- the 



fair - est. My gen - tie Ca - ri - na 1 Come hi - ther, my own one 1 Coma 


^ij=hni^&m 



hi . ther to rae ; Brigrht gar • lands 1 bring thee ; Sweet songs I wiU 


sing thee— Ca-ri-na, Ca-ri-nal I live but for thee I 


sing 

My fondest, my foirest 1 though cold hearts should To those who lore how dear ye are I 

^de me— * E'en bird and bower, moon, star, and sea, 

O ! what are thehrflrowns, my own one! to me? Are twofold dear when bless'd with thee ; 

I fed not a sorrow when thou art beside me 1 — Are twofold dear, sweet lore I when bless'd wltk 
What joy can be greater than gazing on thee? thee, 

Sweet Tale and grore I bright sxoon and star I My fondest, my fairest l- my gentle Carina ! &e. 



SUm and S^pretsiw. 


KATHLEEN CMORE. 

IiUhBaiUd. 


;^y=J^ 



Jti 


^^m 



My love, still I think that I see her once more ; Bat, a - las I she has left me, her loss to da* 


^^5 



^m 



plorc! My own lit - tie Kathleen, my poor lost Katfalsea, my Kath - laen. 


OL 


mm 
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B« liair glonr blaeki ber eyes were dark blue. 
Her eolonr ttiU chanring, her smiles ever new ; 
So prettj was Katnleoi, my sweet little Kath- 
leea, my Kathleen, 1 

She milkM the dun-cow that never offer*d to stir,— 
Iboagh wieked it was, it was gentle to her ; 
SoUnd was my Kathleen, &c. 

She sat at the door one eold afternoon, 
To hnr the wind blow and to look at the moon ; 
^ pensive was Kathleen, &e. 


Cold was the night-breesc that sigVd round hsi 

bower. 
It ehillM my poor Kathleen-^ahe droop'd from that 
honr; 
And I lost my poor Kathleen, &e. 

The bird of all birds that I love the best, 
la the robin that in the churchyard builds hernest; 
For she seems to watch Kathleen, hops lifl^tty 
o'er Kathleen, my KatUeen, O I 


I'M WITH YOU ONCE AGAIN. 

tConAnima ^^ P*>*^ ^ Q- 1^* ''<■"'*• the Hvaie by W. R. Dem,at«r. 


p:i=^JUM' fl U l lH^ I I' M !■ H 


I'm vrith yon once a « gain ; my friends, No more my foot - steps mam ; Where 



be-gan, my Jour - ney ends, ▲ - mid the 



dime has 


skies so bine. Or 
eres. 


^ r'f, f ^ J' ft 

liere are hearts so warm and trae Aa 


so broad and dear ; And where are hearts so warm aind trae 



timse that meet me 

Sinee last, with spirits w&d and ftt^ 

I press'd my native strand, 
Fve wandered many mUes at sea. 

And maaT mUes on land. 
I've seen all nations of the earth, 

Of every hne and tongne, 
Whidi taught me how to prise the worth 

Of that from which I sprang. 


those that meet me hsrt ? 


Mynatlve land, I torn to yon. 

With blessing and vrith prayer, 
Where man is wave and woman trae, 

And ft'ce as mountain air. 
Long may our flag in trium]^ wave 

Against the irorld oombin'd. 
And friends a wdeome—foes a grave. 

Within our borders find. 


Ajfkiuow 


THE REJECTED.'*' 

Poetry by Miss Susan WoDaston ; the Music by her sister. 



not think, tho' I have leara'd To pass thee c61d«ly by, My heart has stffl not 

m 



■khJit'-^J^ 


fond-ly tnra'd. Nor fdt, nor fdt that thou wert nigh. 


When midsftheheart-IesB 


k^'U V 



I have sought Tike gay - est 


f j i' r 1 J I i fs f j. ^^ 


Fiji J J )-ji»|J T] 

My heart was bu-sy vrith some 



thought. Some fed - ing wak'd by thee. Some fed '' ing wak'd by thee. 
I could have triumph'd in thy fame, But now, alas I I only strive, 

Or lov'd thee, if unknown ; To veil from ev'ry eye, 

I eould have proudly spoke thy name, That stiU in thee, done, I Uve, 

Though Fortune's gifts had flown. And mourn thee dlently. 

• loscphioe WM to be divoreed, ■scrifleed to his smMHon, or, •■ ht termed it, <* to the wtlflhre of FkaBoe^"- 
aadund tht anffulih of woaadMl love sad mortifled pride— but he wit laexorsbie. sad she obeyed. ~~ Tide C«ova*s 
■mmsv or f RAnea. 


1^ 
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SING ON, SING ON. 

The Poetry by T. H. Bayly ; the Muie by J. C. Clifton.— PabUshed by J. WlUif. 
iSemp re. 


|4f^'igN'r'p ^ ^ 



O t give me a sweet ^n^ a sha-dy bower. On the banks of a li-ver 


|j^^=^ ^ 



clear and bright ; i^d let not a r^y of * the sun have pow*r To peep thro' the 


^^^^-^j^ 


woodbiues froim mom till night : Then sing me the songs that I nsed to hear In our 



own sweet home, ii^ore fhir than^ this ^ * And, if on my cheek 3foa be-hold a tear, Sing 

ad in. 





on, sing on, for 9uch tears are bliss ; Sin^ on, sing on— for such tears are bliss. 

Ii 1 when I remember how oft tl 

That long in a shady spot like 

umgh a tear may faU ror er*ry 

Sing on, aing on—^for sneh tours ara bUs), 


When last we met In that |onelj bow'r, Ah 1 when I remember how oft ther heard 

of snch fond tears :^ That long in a shady spot like this, 

llioiigh a tear may faU ror cT*ry word, 


We knew not the meaning of snch fond tears ;^ 
^e are idder now, and weep for aome 
Yfhq fhaf'd in the pleasure of former years. 


O ! TWINE M6 A ^OWER. 

The Poetff by Thomas Crofton Croker ; the Music by Alezand^ D'Rocbe. 



±^iLjfjf f f. pi J f ^j^j^i^^jdyy ^ 


1 twine me a bow'r all of woodbine fmd ro - ses. Far, far from the path of your 



ffpTfc r/f-ij^ 



com - mon-place joys ; Where the gem of content-ment in si-lence rcr po- ses, Un- 



sul - lied by tears, and un - trou - bled by nciise : Yes, there would 



^^^1^^^ 


own hap - py bow - er. Should tempt me to part firom my own hap.py bow-er. 

TmB friendship shoold Ught up his torch at my Wlthont Mends, where on earth are the joys wurtk 

dwelUag, the telling? [wiUlast. 

1; Tb cheer me when youth and its pleasures were For friendship urough years and through sorrows 

L '^' ■ " 

*-^ — "~ — ^ — ■ 


Yes, there would I dwcfi. &«. 
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AUegrttto ModerQto, 


O'ER THE DARK WATERS. 

Written and CompoMd l»y Mn. WUUam Mariball. 



IJOM- i l U t i ^ - 


ISi 


^ate i 


Kind boat-miMit lend me thy lit - tie bark, And I'll giye thee this yold-on ling; If you*U 



J-^IJT rJ*; 



guide me q-ver tli««e wa-tcrs dark tp my la - dy ftir, 111 


'Come 



Iklther, eome hither; thro' petils I*ve songhtthee, andp'erthedark waters tlii igoodmaahathhnmght me. 

And if yoi^*)l row iu safely hack, fn went the kindly Uttie hark, 

In your good little hark, And bore )iiB promia'd bride ; 

Nor gold nor jewels yon shall lack. Safe it retorn'd— the bark afloat 

For the stream flows deep and dark* On wavef that sently glide : 

fUnr,boatBum, row, and swiftly move, 1 Love w^ thefr p0ot; the toiehthathebaip 

O'er the dark waters to m et my )oyci. The dark, dark watofs lighted tl^em o'er. 

A qo^ET qp vf-m^ 




Hie So - se's ri^ 


- som tfoon wi - thi9n % - way»-^ 1« an Ikonr not a 



am friend-ship, it heightens oir lore 1 For there's warmth,streBgth,and life in a gob-let of 

■A- =*« .-- =^« .— • ■ P 



-tf-r^rcifir r f^^ 



winftl Forthrae'swannth,stre|igth,and Hfo in a gob -let of wine 1 Fortheie's 


'*T cHif fFTf f n] r i r :ii^^ 

ir«rait]i,strength« and life in a gob -let of winel It sea -sons our friend»ship, it- 



^^tsn i fftPm 


heigiit s— our love I For there's warmth, strength, and life in a gob-let of winel 


lIThen friend shaU meet fhend in eonviTialtiirongt When it sparkles, tiie eyes of my love I behold ! 

TheycUIlnotwifhwvterthebeart'sBlowiarfloocU Her smiles in tlie wine-enp etemaSy shine ! 

To t h» h c af t k ss al one s«eh odd conuorts bdong^ flie sonl that drinks deeply shall never grow eol4» 

IVMfriaadahipia'Sitn'dwith the grape'smby FortovtovsrdwiUsiBagoblolef wfavl 

Uoodt I 
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DAJRK-EYED BEAUTY. 

TIm Poetry by Lemmn Rede ; to the MubSc of •' Ta non sal,' in Bellini't Open ^ ' La SouMnbdik* 

Pabliihed by Davidson. 
^Ikgretto Moderaio. . ^. ^3 


^aiaujM toi^ J' l J J^ J: J^^^^--^ ^ 


Dark-eyed beau - ij, thy •witching glan-ees call up iriaions fraught irith joy and 



M J' l J h J'. t \ rfJtttf ^ 


yonth, And ivild mem'-ry my loiil en-tran-eea, Flct*ring bygone hours of in-no-cenoe and 


i f i >v J ^ N'j ' i ' J J ^ f J' JVfH n ^ J^' i' i'hi m 


truth. Not more lorelyy h^ one, thou art. Than she my boy-dream, in her gen-tle girlhood'a 



bloom. like thee, la-djr, fovelv sought to win her hand, her heart. Her eyes are dim; thathand, that 


heart are iponld'nng, monld'ring in the 



tomb, 


in the tomb. 


Die ebon tresses t)fat iloat around thee 
like tendrils Ian the wanton 9l^fi!mmer air ; 

All the graees tha^ surround thee 
CaU back one af truthfbl, gentle, young, and i^. 


Dard-ered beauty, then, let me view Qn^t 

Thy nlry face— though mem*ry 'wilder heart ■■• 

For, erasing thus, I live my early houfs anew, 
And dretoi of youth ika joy, of hope ai|d lorVf 
again. t 


• MY NATIVE ISLE. 





O! tell me not offidr-er lands, Be-neath a bright -er sky; Of streams tlial 


^. r. r. JxQ^4^^i4V 



roll o*er gold-en sands, And flow*rsthat nev-er die. Myna-tive islel my na-tiia 


isle 1 Tho* blenk and bare thou be, And scant and cold thy sum-mer smile, llion'rt 


^^ ijipr^ 



all the world to me! Thou'rt all the world to me ! Thou'rt all the worid 


prT=nn-:p^-^E^;5si^ ^pi 


mel Tlio* scant and cold thy sum-mer smile, Thou'rt all the world to me I 


t' 


The flow'r that on the mountain's brow, 

When wintry winds assail, 
bccardy sleeps beneath the snow-> 

Its cold and kindly veil, 
Ttansplanted to a richer soil, 

Whfsrs genial breeses play. 


In sickly bloom will droop awhile, 

Then wither and decay : — 
Thou rt all the worid to me. 

Though cold thy smile, my native liiat 
Thou'rt all the wodd to ma 1 
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THE GRAVE OF BONAPAKTE. 

Compoted by L. Heath. 



rock, and the loud tem-pests rave, The he - ro lies itUl, while the dew.droopjng willow, Like 



fond weep - ing moum-en, lean o - ver the grave. The ligfatmogs may flash, and the 



load thon-ders rat - tie : He heeds not, he hears not, he's free from all pain ; — He 



SISMM his 


has fought his last hat -.tie 1 No sound ean a - wake him to 



^P^ 



glo - ry a - gain I - - - No sound ean a - wake him to g^o - ry a - gida I 


Ol shade of the mighty, where now are the legions 

That msh'd hut to| oonquer when thou ted'st 
them on? 
iJasl they have perish'd in for hilly regions, 

And all save the fome of their triumph is gone I 
The trumpet may sound, the loud cannon rattle I 

,Tbiew heed not, they hear not, they're free from 

an pain : [last hattle I 

Tka sleep their last deep, they have fought their 

No aouid can awake thnn to glory agsm I 


Tet, spirit immortal, the tomb cannot bind thee. 

For, like thine own eagle that soar*d to the sun, 
Thouspringestfrombondageand iMvest bdbind thee 

A name which before thee no mortal had won. 
Though nations may oombat» and war's thunders 
rattle, [plaia s 

No more on the steed wilt thou sweep o'er the 
Thou sleep'st thy last deep, thou hast fought thy 
last battle I 

No sound can awake thee tof^ory again t 


■4ltrfBfl/tf- 


FROM DISTANT CUMES. 

Composed by J. Magrath, 



f i Jj'j Jij J-j+p 


From dia - tant dimes the stran-ger came. With friend-ly view and so - dal aim, The 



^m 


f 


va>rions tribes of earth to scan. As friend to friend. As man to man. 


f 



IU^^jjj ^e J J|J J J.jl 


gBt- t'ring stores the stran - ger brought. No lands pos-sessM. no wealth he sought : His 


I'j h Hi 


9 


•v* - ry wish one view con-fin*d. 

What he the richest prize would deem 
Was friendship, kinoncss, and esteem ; 
What he could in turn impart, 
The same warm feelings of the heart. 

Not his, with selfish views alone, 

To trace his course from zone to zone ; — 

His hope, to stfetch affection*8 chain 

land to land --from mMn to main 1 


gtrri^ 


— The 


in - ter-change of mind with mind* 

Tlie various powers and virtues tell. 
In human heads and hearts that dwell, 
In bonds of love the race to Und, 
To make one people of mankind. 

Let all the wise and good combine 
To teach mankind of ev'ry clime 
To love and aid thdr fellow man. 
Without r<;f prct to creed or dan. 
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THE SNOW-STOIIM. 

The Poetry by Seba Smith. The Hoaie by L. Heath. 


ndamtino. 



m 


t 


Ths cold irind swept the moun - tain's height, And path 


path « less was 


.^m 


. 1 ^" 

the drea - rj 


rvi rr=r 


? 


■;=F=F=n 



wild; And, 'mid 


s 


the eheer - less hours of oig^t, 

^7^ 


A mo - thef wan - der'd 


TT ij^ c -{ 4f ^= H^^T'rTr 'ffl°^ 


9~7' 

with her child ! . . . As throngh the drift - ed snows she press'd, The babe was 



sleep - ing on her breast, the babe was sleep - log 


on 


her breast. 


And colder still the winds did blow, 
And darker honrs of night came on. 

And deeper grew, the drifto of snow— 
Her limbs were chiU*d, her stransth was gone : — 

' O God 1' she cried, in accents wUd, 
* If I must perish, save tkj child !' 

She stripped her mantle fh>m her breast, 

And D«r*d her bosom to the storm ; 
As round the child she wrappM the Test, 


She smilM to think that it was warm, 
With one cold kiss, one tear she shed. 
And lunk upon a snowy bed. 

At dawn a traveller passed by. 
And saw her 'neatn a taowy veil— 

The frost of death was in her eye. 

Her cheek was cold, and hara, and pall 

He moved her robe firom off the chUd ;— 
The babe looked up, and ttr^etl? smil' t^ 


THE OLD CHURCH BELL 

Iffude by Henry Ruiaell.'Piib]ished la Davidson's Chitkp and tJuUbrfli EdMtoa of his O 


01 a 1 



moum-fbl soMd teU the Old Church btfli, T^t wdHngs in the bel-firy old ;— How 


ma - ny a sad 


fHi,-m 


and mer-ry knell Has he rung firom his tor - ret bofdl Tiat. 



old gray-beard and the piea-sant boy Have lis-teo 


*d to hij chime. As he chimg*d his note m^i 


« M III III - - 



F= frr^ hblj]^ ^.^^^ 


deafh to joy, With the chang-ing hours of Time. Toll - Ihg on, with mournful kneU, A 



wan-ing voice has the Old Church BeU, — Toll- ing on, with moumftd knell, A w«m-iii|^ 


m 



» 


voioeliaathe 


B; J J' \i:4^ 

Old Church Bell,— T&* -ing on, with 


± 


withmournftil knell, 


, A wam-Ing voTee has the 


m 


^i=f^^j£^E5fJ7fTn"ffyjf a 


Old Church Bdl. Ding dong, ^ng dong, bell; ding dong,bcU ; di^g donfr*bell : ding drnis bell. 


r 


I 
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Ol Ut Toke St daar as it gayly pcalt 

On a happy luidal mom, 
Bat it nurarnraUy to the fiin'nl iteali, 

Ere the fliidinr day be gone : 
Impartial he muceth hit snmnona ring. 

Unlike the oonrtier*s plant 
For he*Il wail no loader the death of a Icing 

Than he woold of a poor old man. 
Tolling on, with solemn knell, 

▲ aokaan sound haa the Old Chnrch Bell. 

Dingy dong, &e. 


Hr has seen the dre and seen the son 

To the vfllajfe drarehyard bend ; 
And the deiep-ton'd welcome shall still ring oe» 

Till Time Itself shall end ; 
And his load old tongue, like a lonely Urdf 

Chimes with a sacred spell \-^ 
For the sweetest musio earth e*er heard 

Must yidd to the Old Church BdL 
Tolling on, with solemn knell, 

A mournful sound has the Old Church BcU. 

Dingi dcmg, &c. 


\'>/>^\/\^\i^^>^^V^k/>^^^^^^^k^ 


COULD THE VOICE THAT I LOV'D WAKE AGAIN TO THIS EAR. 

Poetry by Leman Rede, to Moore's Irish Melody, ' She's fu ftom the land.'— -Published by DaTidson. 
I/O Mae*t'»*o, ^ . N i 



sor - rows that here Round 


Could the eyes on whose light it was rapture tn 
Shed on me their lustrous splendour, [gftzt. 

Beam again, Jke the moon on the streamlet, their 
AU Rowing, yet meltingly tender, — [rays. 

Could the lipa that were brighter than rosebuds' 
hue. 

When the dews of the morning weep o'er them, 
Mdt once more to mv own, or be oright to mTTiew, 

As when irst my heart leam'd to adore them — 


indtnis de - so - late heart are en •» 


wreath - ing. 


I again might be bless'd ; ~but cold in the tomb 
Ue those charms, with my Julia sleeping ; 

And londy I wander in silence and glooai. 
To moisten her grave with my wMping. 

The winde whistle orer tiie grass at her head, 
And wild roses ai|nmd it are springing. 

As still, though ths queen of their beauty 
dead. 
To the mem'ry of krrdiAess dinging. 


LOVE, THEY SAT, IS LIKE THE METEOR. 

Ftosiry oy George Sonne, A.B. ; to the Musle of ' Durch die Thaler,' flrom Flotow's Opera of Stiaddl*. 

Published by Davidson. 



i 


^ 


B 


M±fcz=: 


Love, they say, is like the me-teor. Bum - ing flrom some fen at night : Lead*lng 

3S 



•p. yj ^ 



those «-Stray who trust It, With its fhlse an d das -ding light t— Ra-ther like tks 


v«'i r i i r 


pole-star name it, Beam-ingwith a eon-stant ray. 


fi'i III II' 


■I t^ i 'i f II 


Iight4ag 


- men lone and wea - ry O'er the • • o - cean's path • less way. 


Lore, they say, is like the flowers, 
Under whlim a serpent Bes,-^ 

PMal to tiie hands that touch it, 
Whea tis ihirest to the eyes :-* 


Rather like the rainbow nasM it. 
Rising when the storm la past, 

Herdd of a brighter ereaing, 
Though the morn was oveceaj^t. 
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So»tropp»PrMo. I'M NCri' SUCH A FOOL AS I LOOK. 



i^ ^i-iU^^ -f-t-^- 


I waa born in a neat coun - try town, Of achool - in; bat lit - tie I had ; The 


pride of her aex waa my mam, Though I can't aay so much for my Dad : He somehow found thai 


te 



in: iii n'i ^ 


what wa'ntloat. For which he waa ioon brought to book; This pror'd to megood aa ad-vice, ForI*m 


fjiqrfrTfT in ^ ^ 


not lueh a fSool aa I look. Tol lol de rol lol de lol lol, Tol de rol 



A geniaa, you'll And, I haTc got, 

For writing, in blank vene or rhyme ; 
▲nd for melo-dram', opera, or foroe, 

I have jokes that will suit *em all, prima. 
Mywritings (and they're not amiaa) 

Would ffll a large clphering.book ; 
I beg you wo'nt doubt what I aay. 

For I*m not such a fool as I look. 

Tol lol be roly fte. 

I'm resoWd not to drink table-beer. 

When ale's to be had in its stead ; 
And you'll not catch me sleeping on atrmw. 

Can I, any how, vet a^yood bed* 
If of fHends you would olrer the best, 

CoBunend me unto a good cook 1 
Tou may laugh, but yon know what I mean ;— 

Ohl I'm not such a fool aa I look. 

Tol lol de rol, fte. 

When irst I reach'd Lunnun'a fhm'd town, 
'Mong the wonderfol sights I saw in't. 

There was one, such a beauty, O dear ! 
With whitey-brown hair and a aquint. 


rol lay. 

She Offled me, then whispered softly, 
And my aim she so lovingly took ; — 

* Don't you wish you auy ^ it,' says I, — 
I'm not quite sucha fool aa I look.' 

Tol lol de rol, fte. 

Introdne'd to aa elderly dame, 

Whoee purse was aa long aa my arm, 
I foil'd not to visit her oft. 

And she, folth I suspected no hann. 
For our courtahip a short month suffic'd. 

And then we got nuuvied— odd wocUl I 
She grew ill— died— but left me her cash ; — 

This pnnres I'm not just what I look. 

Tol lol de rol, && 
And now that I'm single again. 

And, what's more — ^have got plenty of pdl^ 
111 try, since mr wife haa cut me. 

To cut a fine figure mYsdf . 
80, if there be any lass here 

In a good house would like a snug nook. 
She might do worse than share it with me,— 

For I'm not auch a fool aa I look. 

Tol lol de rol, fte. 


1 THIS LOVE. 

Tlic Poetry by G. P. Morris ; the Music by Henry RusseO.— Published by DuTidson. 
Modtraio. 


^^^ 



i ^^ j'l n r f=fT 


01 this lorel this lore 1 I once the pas-shm sUght-ed ; But hearts, but hearta tibaft 



01 this lore! 


01 this lorel 


When first he casse to woo, 

I ttttte car'd about him; 
Bat aooa I Idt aa though 

I could not Ihre without him 1 

O! thiatoTet fte. 

He gave to me the ring, 


legv 
My] 


hand ask'd of my mother s— 


01 this torel Ol thia iovat 

I aonld not bear the thought 
Tliat he should wed another. 

01 thialovtlfte. 
And now I'm all his own, — 

In all his joys I asingle : 

Not for tiie wealth of woilds. 

Would I again be single I 

01 thlslora! fti. 
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THE IVY GREEN. 

The Poetry by Charles Dickens, Esq., printed by permission ; the Music by Henry Russell. 

Published by Davidson. 


Af'd rat9k 



t r "^ I J' J' J^i^r ^^ tt 


O I a dain-ty plant is the I - ^ green, That creepeth o^er rm - ins oiAX Of 



t choice food are his meals, I ween, In his cdl so lone and cold: 


right choice food 



The walls must ba 



crumbled, the stones de-cay'd« To pleasure his dain-ty whim; And the mould'ring dust that 


fe£^=myj=f flJ.Mf CJEfli^ ^ 


years have made Is a mer-ry meal for 


Creep-ing where no lift is seen, ▲ 


#4-^ c rg i QT^=m irx^u-^ m 



rare old plant is the I - vy green* Creeping, crtephig , 

^ nd Uk, ad Ub. 


creap-ingf where no 


life is seen, Creepiag, ereep-ing, A rare old plant ia the I - vy green. 


Fbst he stealeth on, thouf^ he wears no wings, Whole ages have Hed, and their works decay'd. 

And a staunch old heart has he 1 And nations have scattered been ; 

How dosely he twineth, how tightly he dings, Bat the stout old Ivy shall never fiUa, 9 

To his mate, the huse oak-treie I From its hale and hearty green. 

And slylT he traOeth uong tin ground, fhe brave old plant, in its londy days, 

And his leaves he gently waves. Shall fktten upon the past ; 

As he joyously bugs and creeps around fbr the stateOest building man eai 

The rich moidd of dead men's graves. Is the Ivy's food at la^ 

Creeping where, &e. Creeping where, &e. 


^fX/^^^^fWWV^'N^^^^V^A^^ 


FOR TENDERNESS FORM'D. 


AndoMtem 



For ten - der-ness form'd in life's ear - ly day, A parent's soft sor-rows to 



F VVf-<pt:tJ^:i^u^. jw J r iM j'l ^ 


mine led the way, A parent's soft sor-rows to mine led the way ; The les«S0B of 



pi-ty was caught from the eye, And ere woraswcremy own I spoke with a sigh! 

The nightingale plunder'd the mate-widow'd dove. Soft embers of passion still rest in their glow, 

The warbled eomplalnt of the suif 'ring grove A warmt& of more pain may this breast never know; 

To youth as it ripea'd gave sentiments new. Or if too indulgent the blessing I daim, [flame. 

The obieet stfll changing, the sympathy true. Let the spark drop flrom reason that wakens the 

10 
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BIND THY BROW WITH A WREATH OF THE VINE. 

foder I "^^ Poetry by J. W. Leslie ; Music by J. M. Jolly. — Published by Davidsoo. 



^^^ ^ ^ ^^^ ^ ^ 


-t—.K 


A - way, a 


way with the wii -low ; 


14-t^ja^4T £j^J^j^,%4 


No lon-ger, no loa-ger re - pine ; 
If ad ttb. pp a temfto* 



-• - Let each fed-ing of ffdef be re-press*d, be 


re - preas*d ; Bind thy 


fi. "^rh^ M 



brows 


vrith a wreath, with a wreath of the ge-ne-rous vine! Bind lliy 



brows with a wreath, with a wreath of the ge-ne-rous vioel 


It wiU 


teach thee the way to be bless'dlWhy sad for the Im^ that has on - It be* 


teach thee the way to be bless'd ! Why sad for the 



the summer of youth ? Why mourn in the summer of youth ? Why 



mxt'Ttm for false-hood in beau-ty array'd. While this cup beams with sunshine and truth,MrhiIe this 



^ ^^^ J. J J K-a 


cop beanB with sunshine and truth? Why sor-rowfor fidsehood in beau-ty array *d, While tlite 


r f f , ; ; i -u . ^ ^ ^^^^^^^ 


cup beams with sunshine and truth > A • way, a - way with the wil-low; No 

With tiuififf^ 


fttnTtft^m g rrTTchrT Tl^ 


long-er, no long-er re • pine ; Let each feel - ing of grief, of grief be repress'd ; Bind thy 


fe^c ^' \ rr^'rn h r ^' 



brows with a wreath, with a wreath of the ge - ne-rous vine ! Bind thy brows with a 



^^^^^^m 


wreath of the ge-ne-rous vine! Bind thy brows with a wreath, with a wreath of the 



ge - ne-rous vinel Bind thy brows with a wreath of the ge - ne-rous vine, with a 


i 


Ige - ne-rous vinei mna tny Draws wii 



I. 
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Bind gloomy despair on the altar of joy ; 

Tnere leave him to ^ther and pine ; 
Hea! the tormenti inflicted by Venus' blind boy 

With the balm of luxurious wine. 


Behold how Iti bubbles inyitingly swim, 
like pearls on a rich ruby sea, [brim, 

While I quaif this deep cnrstal now fill'd to the 
As a pledge of my fi'iendship to thee. 

Away, & • 


HOME. 

Translated from the Herman by G. Sonne, A.B. ; The Music by G. G. Rdssiger.—Published by DaTidaon. 
JLUegretto con esffretnane* 





S^T^^ 


Home! when morn -lag breaks my slum-ber, How each thought returns to thee I Or when 


t^ fJf'F J'^ 


light is fading, How I long at home to be 1 1 how taau la er* - ry 



pleasure, When a -way from thiise we love 1 E'en the stars, to tnra-Ued Am- cy, Move with 


p-i± mM4^^i^-^[ f i TP^ 


dim-mer light a - bore. Home of cUld-hood, can I slight thee ?— ne - Ter 1 

When I see a youth and maiden Let me onee again behold thee. 

Arm in arm together roam. While I vet can smile or weep ; 

Ah I it brings to recollection And, methinks, it then were easy. 

How I, too, was Uess'd at home 1 Sleeping the eternal sleep. 

Oi how tame, &e. O ! how tamr*, &e. 

1 CALL ME NOT HAPPl". 

Foeby by Mtn S. WoUaston ; M luie by her Sifter. 



il l J' J'. J' J' 



Ol call me not happy when-ev-er I smile, And seek, 'mid the heart-less, my 



Wl^ S' J J' ^^ 



thoughts to be -guile ; When I aoin - gle with all that is qtortive and gay, An 


court the bright moments of sunshine and May. 1 vain were the mask which my 


jLL:. F /J J' I ;■ n-H' J'l J' J' i^ 



heart would as - sume, To veQ tts cold feel - ing of sad-aess and gloom 1 Each 

ad lib* 


^ ^^:;ifs-^ ^ 



moment is cheerless, no pleasure I see, Un - m^k'd by thy presence, Un-hallow'd by thee. 


But yet there are moments when vainly I seem O I think not that absence can banish from me 

To forget we are parted I O ! would *twere a dream — One thought or one feeling that speaks but of thee I 
And, &ough from the vision I wake with a sigh, Tlien call me not happy, and still Vll seem gav. 

Again X would fancy that still thoa art nigh. Though no pleasure comes o*er me when thou art 

away. 


1 
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THE LILY OF THE VALE. 

ConpoMd br F. H. S. Pendletoo.— PiibUthed fay Davidsoiu 


A^i | .j , f. |X^ ^I^ p f ^^^^^.^ p^ 


There St a gen-tle flow . er - et, That oft ua - heed-ed growa Near some on-heard-of 



^eku.t! ^^ 


& 


if - Ta-Iet, In calm aad sweet ra-poBc. This lit-tie flow'r is of -tea seen To bloom in 

rati 



^i,n ■> J'ju^i i ' i j I I 


yonder dale : Tho' caU'd by some the 

Its fragrance Alls the air around 

With exqnftrite perfume ; 
And all who gaae upon admire 

Tlie beauty of its bloom. 
Hie forest-trees that round it rise 

Protect it from the gale ; — 
May st4»mB by thae remafa uMk, 

Sweet lily of the Yale 1 


Fbrest Queen, 'lis the Li - ly of tin Yale 1 

It seeks not to attract the gaze 

Of ev'ry passer by, 
But blooms alone, and unobserr'dy 

In sweet humility. 
Above all flow'rs it still must be, 

The pride of yonder dale ; 
And, 1 this gentle floweret 

Is the Lily of the Yale! 


t 

I i 


LORD LOVEL. 


Mock PatheiU. 



Lord Lo - Td he stood at his eas - tie gate, Comb-ing his miUc-white 


steed, When up came La - dy Nan-cy Bell, To 



pi !■ L n r t J J' i- 

sneed. sneed. soeed. To wish her lo • -vier c 


her lo - yier good 



To wish her 


ykr good speed. 


* O I where are you goinc, lord Loral?' aha siNU 

'Ol where are you gWDg ?* said she: 

* I*m going, my Lady Maaey Beli, 

Foreign countries for to see e e * • 

Foreign countries, &e* 

'WhenwiU you eome back. Lord Lord?' ahanid; 

* When win you come back ? ' said she. 

* In a year or two, or three, or ftnir, 

111 come back to my Lady N anc es e a 
, 1*11 come bock,' &c 

He'd only bean gone twelvu months and a day, 

Foreign countries for to see, 
When languishing tiiorightB came into hia head. 

Lady Nancy Bdl he would go se e- e e 

Lady Nancy, &c. 

So he rode, and he todcf on hia milk«>%hite steed, 

Till became to London town ; 
And there hH heard Ssint Pancrfdge bells. 

And the people all mourning around, 

And the people, &c 

'01 what is the matter ?' Lord Level he said ; 

* 1 what ia the matter ? * said he : 

A Lord's lady Is dea ,' ^he leople all said, 
' And some call her Lady Nancee e e — 

And some call her.' &e. . 


sigh, blew 


Ilien he order'd the grove to be open'd wide. 
And the shroud to be turned down ; 

And then he kiss'd her day-cold lips, 
Whilst the tears came trickling down, 

Whilst the tears, &c 

Then he flung his self down by the side of the corpscy 

"^th a shiverine gulp and a guggle ; 
GaTc two hops, tiime kicks, htfUT^d a 
hia nose. 

Sung a song, and then died in the strugg^ 

Sung a song, &c. 

Lady Nancy, she died aa it might be to-day ; 

Lord Lord, he died as to-morrow ;— 
Lady Nancy, she died out of pure pure grief ; 

And Lord Lovd, he died out of sorrow. 

And Lord Lovd, &c. 

Lady Nancy was Idd in Saint Pancridge's churcht 

Lord Lord was laid in the choir ; 
And out of her buzaum there grew a red roee. 

And out of her lovier's a brier, - 

And out of her, &c« 
So they grew, and they grew,to the cfaurch-steqple 

And they couldn't grow up any higher ; i top^ 
So they twin'd themselves int atrue-lorer'sknot. 

For all lovers true to admire, 

F«ir aU lorpr. jt4.. 


\ - 
1 - 
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'W^ 


FILL, FILL! 

Poetry hj Oeorge SoanCi A.B. ; Mask from Flotow's Opera of Straddla.— Fublisbed }jj J}Vfiii»oix, 

Allrgrttto. t. 



Fill «p e^ch^gUuy aad, 1 Dunk no mois. Friends, of the days tliat haye passed so fair : 


IV— ^ tt U^ K« ». aA>M* ttAMAM anil inva C4^>A«a 4'AA 1.«a a«« Ja A(a« 4Va —I^A. 4.1 A. 


Time, If he bn - ry aa«e hopes and joys, Strews, too, his sands o*er the griefs that were. 


^ 'Ult\irhU^ 


=F 


:^= ^ J.I ^-^ B ^^ 


Fttl, fiUl sing, aingl Life is too hiiflf, dear-est, for grief; Fill, fiUl sing, slogl 


^ ^^j^ 


=4—- 


Tlme, while we spealc's, on the wing. 


^^jfa^^^ feL-l:^ ^ 


Fill, fill 1 sing, sing 1 Life is too brief, 


^^ ^^ ^ ^xTtTY j- ^m 


dear-est, for grief ; Fill, fill 1 sing, sing 1 Time, while we ^peak's, on the wing. 


Grierine wQl fbrrow the face with lines, 
Grienng will quench, too, the brightest eye ; 


Under the son he's the happiest one 
Who only Uves in the moment nigh. 

FiU, fiU 1 &c. 


SWEET ROBIN, 


Allegretto, 




1 where are yon go - ing, sweet Robin ? What makes you so proud and so shy ? I 


once saw the day, lit • tie Ro - bin. My friend - ship you would not de - ny. Bi^ 



^r nfif 


win-ter a-gain is re - turn-ing, And wea-ther both storm-y and sneU : 'Gin ye will fOMi 



P 


back to me, Ro-bln, 1*11 feed you with mou - lins my - sel*. 1 whera are yep 



ni 

i 


f 


go - ing, sweet Ro - bin! What makes* you so proud and so ahy ? I 

-a k . -1^ 


^ 


^ 


^=s 


oaee «aw ^ 


rr^r^r 


day, fit - tie Ro - bin, My friend - ship you would not de - ny. 

When summer oomes in, little Robin I once had a lover, like Robin, 

Forgets all his friends and his cme ;~ Who long for my hand did implore ; 

Away to the fields flies sweet Robin, At length he took flight, just like Robin, 

To waoder the groves here and there. And him I never saw more I 

Though you be my debtor, sweet Robin, But should tl^ stem blast of misfortoM 

On you I will never lay blame ; J(etum him, as winter brings tiiee. 

For I've had as dear friends as Robin, Though slighted by both, little Rohin, 

Who often have serv'd me the same. Yet both your fiiults I'll f6rghe y%, 

O ! where are you going ? &c. O I wlkere are you going ? &«• 


.'^ uu 


■"-v 


ISO 
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HUSH'D BE SORROW'S SIGH. 

Pbetrj by Leman Rede ; to Irish Meledy* Moore's ' Norah Crdna.'— Pabllahed by Dsvldioiu 
AUegreito, ^ ^ I 



^^ 



Hush'd be sor-row's sigh to-night^— Let no tear of grief be start-ing : Joy a - lone shall 


ii±±^ i\ i4-^=uu' n\ fi f f n \ i 


lend her light, And bless the mo-ment of oor part-ing. To so -U-tude bequeath the aigh,For 



N J'^^J'WTt^ 



I 


memory's thriU-ing thoughts to sleep in ;— To-night we meet: then,why,0 1 why, Dim an hoar of 


m=s-^i^=h=. 



t=a=±iz 


bliss with weeping ? Waves will roll be - tween as soon ; Moms will rise, and we shall 



?TJ=Fpfrm^^^^ 


greet not ; Re-serre yoar tears till ere has flown. And let ns weep, love, when we meet noL 


Come, take the cap I oar only tears 

Most be the ruby tears of pleasnre ; 
These few last moments are as years — 

We cannot lose in woe the treasure 1 
Now let ev'ry thought of bliss 

Here in rich communion meet, lore 1 
Perchance we take a last long kiss , 

1 let that dear last kiss be sweet, love I 
Waves will roll. Sec, 


O I let our parting hour be such — 

A brilliant moment of delight, love, — 
That rapture could not add a touch 

Of joy, to make the hour more bright, love 
That when, nhr, we dream again 

On pleasure fled or bliss departed. 
One gem shall li^t the page of pain,— 

Remembrance of the eve we parted ! 

Waves will roll, &e. 


O ! COME WITH ME,— PLL ROW THEE O'ER. 

Allegretto. 


Pi^ ^ r J'rfTtFfrrrrr ^Jd! 



01 comewithme,— rUrow thee o'er Yon blue and peace-ftil sea ; And, whfle I gen-tly 


ply the oar, Re - new my vows to thee. I'll bid thee gaze be -neath thee, On 



j^^r :vf^^-^ I ■' ;• Lf ^i 


each re - fleet - ed star. Then think my soul re - fleets thee. More true, but bright-cr 
JL rat. a tempo 


^r^j% ff rit^ ^^^^ 


1^ 


m 


tar. Then, come with me,— 111 row thee o'er Yon blue and peace-M sea ; And, 



a^^iLL dr I i' ^ 


while I gen - tly ply the oar, re - new my vows to thee. 


re»new my 


#%^r f Fi^i\^i=mTttt^^^ 



vows to thee, re • new re - new my vows, • • my vows 


to thee! 


I ^ 


1 
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1 oonld I eount the ftan above, 
The wild ware's ceaseless swell ; 

My deep, my pure, my boundless love 
To thee I would not tell. 


151 


As soon the stars forget to rise. 
The wares shall cease to flow, 

Ere my fond heart forget its sighs, 
Or oease to lore thee, no ! 

Then come with me, &e. 


Aliegro, 


LITTLE TAFFLINE. 

Music by Storace. 



Should e*er the for - tone be my lot To be made a wealth -y bride, IH 



when I*m dressM all in my best, VVL trip a - way. 


la. dy gay. Til 



trip, 1*11 trip a - way. And the lads will say, ' Dear heart, what a flash 1 Look at 





rfT^jf. p i ^'J] ^^ 



lit - tie TtilBiBe, with a sflken sash!' And the lads will say, * Dear heart, what a 

si 



flash 1* And tiie lads wfll say, < Dear heart, what a flash ! Look at Ik - Ue Taf . 


p or^u± ^ : ^ ^ ^^ ^j^u=^.i'^m 


I 


fline, lookat lit - tie Tafiiine, Ol look at Ut - tie faflline, with a ailk-ea aashl' 

1 then what pleasure to be seen, As her goes by 1 

When the lads at erening meet ! * See, see !' they'll cry. 

With silken sash of pink or greeu— ' Her flaonty air I' 

SUIcen roses on my feet I And the lads will say, ' Dear heart, what a flash I 

How folks will stare. Look at Jittle Taffliiie, with a silken sakh ? 

MAIDENS, WOULD YOU KNOW. 

Pbetry by George Sonne, A.B. ; the Music from Flotow's Opera of Stradella. — PabUshodby Daridson. 

L 




Maidens, would you know the ralue of a lov - er's dear - est oath. 


*'^ 


^^ 



and ask . Old Time the prophet. He will tell you, no - thing loth. 


Youths who worship at the altar Seek lime in his church-rard dwelling ;— 

its 


Of some dear, lov'd, peerless £nir, 
Go and look in Old Time's mirror, — 
Only see her image there. 

Age, that still must heap up treasure. 
While you crawl upon the earth : 


He will laugh and tell its worth. 

One and all, then, tnm to wisdom. 
Age and youth, and maiden too ;~- 

What Old Time has said to others. 
Let it warning he to yon. 
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MONEY IS YOUR FRIEND. 



^ ' J' ^1 r .Ull^ 


Of friend - ship I have heard much talk. But you'll ftad in the end, — That, 


intt Mf f f el N I Hi 1.1! i^^^i 


if dis-tress'd, at a - ay rate, Then mo - ney is your friend. Yes, mo- ney is your' 


y ^ - ^ ^ ^1 J^=B e 



Mend— is it not? Tes, mo -ney is your friend— is it not? is 



not ? ftay, tell me now, — Yes, mo - ney, mo-ney, mo - ney is your friend I 


If Ton are sick and like to die. You must pay the lawyer for his hrief j*- 

And for the doctor tend. Then money is your friend. 

To him you must advanoe a fee ;— Yes, money Is your friend, &e« 

'^^'^^JUJ^J^'tA^tu. TTien let me haTe but Store Of gold. 

Yes, money is your friend, ace. Phmi ills it wffl defend ; 

If you should hare a salt at law, In er'ry ezigenoe of life, 

On which you much depend. Dear money is your friend 1 

Yes, money is your friend, &e. 


TWILL NEBBER DO TO GIB IT UP SO. 

Vegro Melody— Published in Davidson's Cheap and Uniform Edition of the Songa of Henry RnatelL 

AUef(r«, 



When I was tak - en from de shell, I no -think knows, and no-think oouldl tell ; Dey 



sent me to lam de B, C, D : De good ob dat I neb-bef could see I Yet it 



wonld-n't do to gib it up so. So 


I seram-bled thro' the cris -a-ax>8S row ;~It would 



J'j) i J.ify 


nsb-ber do to gib it up so, Nig-gerboy! it wouldneb-bcrdoto gib it up eg. 


Vnm. a tiny Nig grown up a lad, 

I look about what trade to be had : 
Hatter, tailor, can't advance. 

So I set up at once to teach de danee; 
Find it diiBoiilt to point de toe. 
To iigger in and figger out so ; 
Tet It nebber do to gw it up so. Nigger boy, — 
It would nebber do to gib it up so. 

' I danee as light as old bear's cul>, 
And sll at once I tumble into lub 
Wkl de handaom'st critter ebber was seen ; — 

Her hair is red, her eyes am green. 
And dat it wur dat make me Inb her so ) 
Though she keep eoniim*4U aaawtr me *No/ 

It woold nebber do to gib her up so, Nigger boy,-^ 

II would nebber do to gib her up so. ^^ 


Now I've fifteen little Nigs eomplete, 

Andwhaf sherry strange, eberyoBeo"em can eat t 

Day and night I dance, 1 toil. 

And all to make de pot to boil ;— 
. For it's money makes de mare to go, 

And de little tii^gs must lib, you know ; 
So it nebber. d6 to gib it up so, Nigger boy,— > 

No, it nebber do to gib it up so. 

I'm hajppy man wid happy wife, 
Wid my Uttle Nigs I lead a happy life ; 
Ttf eib any ting up I say is eMurd, 
A4d as to ean% I don't know de word | 

r 'Where de witt is dere's a way, we know, — 
All can manage If to work dey ga ;— 

Labour hard, and nebber gib it 19 so^ Mggerbay.*^ 
No, nebbtt, nebber gib it up lo* 


DAVIDSON'S UNiVEKSAL MELODIST. 


I CANNA LIKE YOU, GENTLE SIR. 

Scottish Melody. 



^ f ■ f. tf -f?=fe^iiP J iJi:^ 


— -*T 


fct 


m 


can-na like you, genetic sir, M - though a laird you be ; 


like a bon - ny S<:ot.tiak lad. Who brovfhtme 4rao Don - dee; 


pj L ^ULf<iUir^i- f ■! J^^ igr^t ^ ^ 


Had a . m wi' Jam-ie, H»d a - wa wi' Jam-ie, Had a - wa id* 4aj&-i0 o'er tbe 



lei^; I ganged a - long -wi' free gudewlU,— He's 



mf. 


I ganged a - long -wi' free gudewlU,— He's all the world to 

I*8e ^ang nV JaBQie fra« Dundee, The la crock mounts to haQ th^ flMt% 

To cheer the lanciiome way; " The Unt-whit^ sweUa hear. U^tkat ; 

His cheeks are ruddy o*tr wi* healtl|» put neither are sa iweet, sa dear^ 

He*t frqlic as ttie May. > As Jamie's toneAi' note. 

^ad'ava,8^. pada^f^^, 


HIGHLAND MARY, 

Poetry by Bums. 


Pn ^\ ^ cj' ri a^^ 



Ye banks and braes, and streao^ a - round The Cas-tle o' Mont - go - ms - ry. 



J ^^Esfe ^ 



Green be your woods, and ftdr your fiow'rs, Your wa-ters ne - ver jdmjn*Ij^ ; 



There sim-mer first un - fauld her robes, And there the lang - est tar 



ry! For 


these I took the last ftze-wefl 


m/ sweet High-land M& - ly* For 



i= M-!- iS-^ 


^s=m 


tiiere 


took the last fare - wefl ny ' sweet Hlgluland Ma - ry. 


t' 


How sweetly bloom*d the ggj g^reen birk ! 

How rich the hawthorn's blossom ! 
▲e, underneath their fragrant shade, 

I dasB^dher to my bMom I 
Hie goMen hooxe, on ancel wings, 

Flew o'er me and my dearie ; 
flor dear to me, as U|^t and life, 

Was my tweet Highland Mary I 

Wi' uonie a vofw aad loekM embracct 

Our parting wee fti' tender 1 
Aiid, fkdglng aft to meet again, 

IN tore onnehei aaoMder I 


3 it, 1 fell death's untimely frost, 
That nipp'd my flower sae early I 

Now grcen^s the sod, and cauld*s the clKyt 
That wraps my Highland Mary. 

O pale, pale now, those rosy Ups, 

1 aft hae ki3s*d sae fondly I 
And closed for aye the sparkling glance. 

That dwelt on me sae kindly : 
And mouldering now in silent dust, 

That heart that lo'ed me dearly ! 
But still within my bosom'? core 

ShaU live my Hiirhland Mary. 


fl 
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MARGARET^S BOWER. 

The Poetry by J. W. Leslie ; the Made by J. M. Jolly.— PubU«hed by Dsvidsmu 
i^Andante Afftt"OSo. 


fll} -pll I J'^IIM c t J' J'l ■'■ c TTS 

Near tLe hill yrhtjpe i^ ra-ina Dol-forwyn*8 gray tow-er Lies mooM'riiig, where flows Setem • 



^m 


■i^ . Ye • ry stream, With its vine « oover*d porch ri - ses Mar - ^a-ret's bow-cr, Wl|ere my 


J' ji< ^' J I J' J. Q J J^ LAp^ j'jtij- i f.; r 



soul was entrane*d in first lore's h&p-py dream 1 The last time 1 saw it, the douds were m- 


m 


F^FjT^Tr^ 



wreathing Ilieir tor-bans of mist from each hill's lof - ty brow— T¥e mom ih>m the bri-«r its 


per-ftune was breath-ing, And the 



hea-Yena were ting*d with the son's pur -pie glow. 


No pa^rting fucwell we ^changed, nor a token 

To softoi my exile or lights my care ; 
Bat the bond that enslaved me remains stQl lu- 
b|K>keny ^ 

And I sigh for the scenes to fond memory dear I 
Should I erer return, then Woe to the scomer 

Who branded mytpithwith dishonour's dark 
name;— 
I*U torn his fhlse yell to the wail of the nlourner, 

And expunge tii^ foul blot that has sullied my 


Atttgretto. 


Ah I where are my hopes ? Tliey like shadows haive 
▼anish'd; 


And the star of my happiness daiUy hath set : 
wretdied, 
ish'd, 


Heart-broken aiid 


distracted and baa- 


I weep o'er the hours I can never forget! 
Wl^en death!s fetal ai^ow is drawn fttmi tiie quiver, 

And my soul wings her flight to tbe regions 

above, [river, 

Lay my form 'neath the tow'r near the beautSfol 

Near Margaret's bower, the home of my love. 


THE POACHERS. 


^ 



Sp^ 



When I was bouw* sp-pren-tloe, in fiun'd Zum - mer - set - shire. I sarv'd my mas-ter 



tru - ly, for near-ly 


7 Jif f r finr^^ 


sc - ven year ; Till t took up to poach-kig, As you shall 



qtdck - ly 


As me and my companions vrere setting of a snare, 
The gamekeeper was a watching us,— for him we 
didn 


-ny night. 


sea- son of the yearl 


not care; 


[where, — 


For we can wrestle, flght, my boys, jump over any 

inttie 


Vm it's my delight of a shiny night, 
of the year ! 

As me and my companions were setting four and 
flve, [live ; 

And taUnr of them up agun, we took the hare a- 

We popp'd her into a bag, my boys, and thro' the 
wood did steer, — 

Vor it*s my delight of a shiny night, in the season 
of the year! 


We threw her o'er our shoulders, and wander'd 

through the town, 
CaU'd into a neighbour's house, and sold her for a 

crown ; — [you where,— 

We sold her for a orown, my boys, but dare not tdl 
But it's my delight of a shiny nJ^t, in the season 

of the year. 

Well, here's success to Poaching, for I do think it 
fair ; Hiia deer ; 

Bad luck to ev'ry housekeeper that would not sdl 

Good luck to ev'ry gamekeeper that wants to buy 
a hare,— [of the year I 

For it's my delight of a shiny night, in the 
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COME, LIVE WITH ME. 


Modernfn 



^^^^^^m 


Comr, liye with me, and be my lore, Ani we will all the piea * nves prove, That 



m iTr rT- f rn=£ F^ 


grove avd Tal-ley, hill and ftclU, pr woods and stee-py moun - tains yield, Or woods and 


steepy mountains yield. 


w^^j\^Vf^ n u \ . ^jji ^t 



And 1 will make thee beds of roses, And twine a thon-sand 


M:t± t.y;^^^i^^ i- / r: f.i \ui\^m 


fra-^rant po-sics, A mp Qfflqw*rsand ra - ral ker-tle, Em-broider'd all with lef^vea of 



m^TT T 


myr-tle. If these de-Iigfats thy mind may more, Then live with me and be my lote. 

A bdt of straw and ivy bads, The shepherd swains shall dance and linf , 

A eoral elasp and amber studs, — For thy delights each May morning : 

And if these pleasures may thee move, « If joys like Uiese thy mind may move. 

Then live wiUi me and be my love. Then live with me and be my love. 

U joys like those, *e. 


Modr'ato, 


ADOWN, ADOWN IN THE VALLEY. 



Did you ne'er hear a tale, how a youth in th^ vale Ask'd a dam - sel to grant him a 



^tfjN'j J | f/f . ^£^ 


kiss I When this pret -ty maid cried,' No I it must be deny *d'— Yet all the while wish'd to say 


g^j^Tpy^rffe p miT n.^h ^ m 


Yes 1' For, when on her pil-low, she sigh'd for the wil-low. Where Ed-ward flsst 


^^ 



saw pret -ty Sal - ly ; 



Or ra « ther, in truth, she slgh'd for the youth, A 


^i^^i^eg 


down, adown, adown in the val-ley, in the val-ley, in the vnlley, . . in the val-lcy. 


Did yoa ne*er hear it said, when he ask'd her to But, ahl nowyou shall find how this maid chang'd 
wed, her mind, 

And told her true love prompted so, When a twelvemonth had pass'd after this ; 

How this sQly maid spoke,— to be sure 'twas in joke, For wheche next press'd, atthechurehtobebless'd. 

For she answered him, ' Shepherd, no, no !* 1 At answer'd, ' Dw shepherd, yes, yes !' 

Tflt, when on her pniow, she sigh'd for the willow, Nor, when on kcr pillow, more sigh'd fat the willow- 

Where Edward first ssw pretty Sally ; Where Edward first saw pretty Sally ; 

Or nSSba, in truth, she sign'd for the youth. But bless'd the fond day they to church flew awa»-, 

A/ivwB, adown, adown m the valley. Adown, adown, adown in tbe vallev. 


»Li_ 


1«6 
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DE MERRY SHOE-BLACK. 

Negro Melody.— Pabliahed in Payidson's Cheap and Uniform Edition of the Song^s of Hemy RnsseU. 
AtUfTO Moderaio, 



gwine down to New Or-leans, I ax my • self a ques - tin : I go to yearn a 


5 


lib 


wat t^ 


inff 1 do de best in ? i can't set up 



c(M I'm not iih-pbw.«r' 



UhJUU 

'd; I Xn-not be a 


i can't sec up for Pre - si - d^t, a- 



so - ger man, a - eos I am a 


[^-^ ^ P 8T^" 



eow.aid, a eow-acd, • a eow-wd, a - eos I am a oow-ard. My fed-ingi 



n-Hj-H-^-j^ p 


^J^ft 


iMib'W.Siii 


as sen -si-tif as fee-Un-tro-py HOw-vdy 



HoW'ardy How-ardf 


JL 


lan How - 3d I Ro, re, ri, ro— I'm ber - ry shock - ing cow - ard 1 


great man 

I tink ob dis, I tink ob dat, but ni^Oiink suit my 

Tiew, sir ; [shoe, sir ; 

At last I set me up in trade to dean de boot and 

Wid Day and Maran, brush and pot, to be a shining 

man, sir: 
Ambition am my only fault, so 1 do all I can, sir, 
A Bian, sir, a man, sir, a berr; shining man, sir ; 
Lord Wellington and Bobby Peel dey fallow oat my 
plan, sir; 
Flan, sir, plan, sir, ambition's plan, sir,— 
Ro, re, ri, ro,— Jim berry shining man, sir. 

When Kentucks come up to my stall, dere rudeness 
I abolish, [de polish; 

And tho* no manners dey can boast, I tip 'em soon 

De ^i^te-wash womans larf at me, and cock dem 
ugly nose un, ftoes up ; 

But when it muddy, gorry den I brush oere litUe 

Dere toes, up, dere toes up, dere natty little 

toes up, — [it grows up, 

Dere's nothink ever made but has some use in't as 
Grows up, grows up, it useful grows up, — 
Ro, re, n, ro, — den why dey cock de nose up? 


'm ber - ry shock - ing cow - ard I 

My blacking-pot am like meself , a handspm' stanA- 
in' colour : [duller ; 

So, on my life, I get a wife, 'cos I find de days grow 

She's waaherwomans, scrubs all day, gibs dUrty tings 
a racking, Hnr t 

She flourish bi de whitingtrade as I do in de biadE- 

De blacking, de bladcing, de whiting and de 

blacking,— [Blackings 

So we set up In partnership, de firm of Whiting 
Blacking, blacking, de whitinsr blacking, •> 
Rq, re, li, ro, whiting and de blacking. 

My Dinah she get |n de suds — I work at^y an4 

pinny. 
And berry soon, a happy Nig, I dandle piccaninny } 
Him bootiful as am meself, fine colour but not too 

black, [shoeblack | 

And berry certain sure I am he'll make a hansom' 

A shoeblack, ashoeblack, rale mulatto shoeblack; 

So all my gals shall lam to wash— each boy shallba 

a shoeblack, 

Shoeblock, shoeblack, shall be a shoeblack, 

Ro, re, ri, ro a merry, merry shoehlaokl 


SWEET ANNE PAGE. 



^i?N^ H^j^^ 


With thee fair sum-mer's joys ap*pear 1 — O ! sweet Anne Page 1 


r^t, thou m- 



s^i^^ 



way, dread win-ter*8 near— O I sweet Anne Page I And all a • round is dark and drear : Tita 


p^^ ^ ^^^ ^^ ld^i^^ B^ 


i^pvc- i/«ok Tifile. andshrphcrds monm : AH nature droops till you return I — 1 tweet Anne P«|esl 
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Wbea April's glories shSne on me, — 

O ! sweet Anne Page ! 
And violets bloom,— ah I none I see,— 
O ! sweet Anne Page 1 


But sweets or colours stolen from thoe I 
Yet, though *ti8 winter, thou away, 
StUl these tby shadows make it May,— 

Ol sweet Anne Page 1 


Mareaio Betut, 


L, A, W, LAW. 


^^^-Urn^i ^^ 



At-tend nn-to me for a while, — I'ire a sto - ry will make you all smile, And your 

f^ - j* J' ^ I t 


^ ^^^ri^^nr^^j^ 


cares it will sure * ly be - guile, And make them at once to with-drmw. The sulgect X 

u J I ^ — ^^— — _ ■■ _ ■ ■ f ■ J J 1 1^ ^ ' * 


sing of s the law, — It gives room ror a deal of slack jaw ;^<. I have) 



have paid for my knowledge so 


^^^#^^ ^&fc^=r;T^^-J' J' J) r f y F^ 


fSKf-ljy — ^To do good, then, a lesson can't &il ye. And a moral will right - ly en « tail ye, In 


#^J. i ^ r . i c r r ^ ^iT> f . fe - H " ^^ 


L, A, W, Law; The caresand the plea-sures of Law The saint and the sin -ner both 

it 



awe ; — So, If you are fond of a sta - tion. Where for cash you can have an o- 


^^^^^^m 



ra-tion That in up - roar would set all the na-tion. You're a downright tool for the Law. 


When a cause you have got coming on, 
Bow the big-^rigs will smile you upon, 
And they'll beat you, ten to one, 
While they make of you a cat's-paw, 
And they lay on your sovereigns their daw, 
Which into their fobs they draw. 

Then they tip yon a loi^f oration, 

With pomp and ostentation ; 

And leave you in consternation, 

At there J, A, W, Jaw ; 

Which Is an that you get for Law, 

Sxcepting a Fish 1 or a Psha I 

So if you, i'vc. 
If in Chancery you'd be i>eeping. 
The judge on vour case is sleephig. 
Or waking and sighing and weeping, 

Instead of attending to Law ; 

Though of Equity he will jaw. 

And, swinging his kg, see-saw, 
Will nuzzle yon early and late, 
And doubt uid procrastinate, 
And ruin you, certain as fate. 

Both in Equity and In Law : 
L, A, W, Law, 

Tour estate will from yon draw I— 

So, if yon, 9it. 
And should you be the Queen's Bench in, 
B eewa c you've been going a wenching, 


A thing wliich I blush to mention. 
For in character it is a flaw,— 
Then the Judge lets loose his jaw, 
And lays down what isn't Law. 

His hopes are rotten, whose trust is 

Plac'd upon getting chem Justice ; 

For what they say must oe, must is,— 
'Tis always the maxim in Law. 

L, A, W, Law : 
Which seldom is worth a strew. 

So if you, &€• 

Then, while you're safely seated. 
Never mind being cheated, — 
'Tis better than being heated 

In the terrible oven of Law : 

If you wish to know what it's for, 

It's like a game at taw ; 
And you'll be knock'd out of the centra, 
If e'er you attempt to enter : 
So take me for your Mentor, 

And don't be quite so raw ; — 
R, A, W, Raw, 

Is a quality known in Lawj— 
So I'd advise you to take a station. 
Where for cash you can have an oration, 
That we are all of us tools for the I^w. 
And auricular demnni^t.-Btiou t 
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O! LOVE IS JUST LIKE GAMING. 

Poetry by Miss Mary Leman Rede, to Irish Melody, Moore's * To Ladies* Eyes.'— PabUshed by Davidson. 
AlUi 


V 


SjTT^Ti^-ffJ'- J- J' J1^>J^ ^ i M i 



1 Love is just like gam - ing, Tlie world the pack, the world the pack, The human 


^*-j' 1 1 i ;-^i^j' mn 1" iui^ ^ 


mind in - flam-ing With tort'-ring rack, with tort'-ring rack : Some hearts, like dice too 



WJTJ: 


tm - ly. On no-thing fix, on no-thing fix. While hands are ta - ken coo - ly. And 


m 




won by tricks, and won by tricks. O I Love is just like gaming, The world the paek, tht 


world the pack, The human mind In - fiamiDg, With tort'ring rack, with tort'-ring rack. 


The men— 1 who will doubt it ? 

Are oft the knaves, are oft the knaves ; 
But when we set about it, 

We make them slaves, we make them slaves t 
But some are so unruly, — 

They will be kings, they will be kings, 
And kmgs of dubs too traly, 

And such like thinfs, and such Uke things. 

Hie ladies all to Hymen's 

Bright altars crowd, bright altars crowd,— 
Some to be oneens of diamonds, 

It is allowed, it is allow'd ; 


But such soon change their billug, 

And call in aids, and call in aids. 
And, while their spouses killing. 

Prove queens of spades, prove queens of spaiesu 

But those who prize the winning 

Of real bliss, of real bliss, 
Despise such sordid sinning. 

As much amiss, as much amiss ; 
And seek those honours solely 

Ihat love imparts, that love imparts — 
And then they are in verity 

Hie queens of hearts, the queens of hearts I 


THE OLD FARM-GATE. 

The Poetry by Eliza Cook ; the Music by Henry Russell. — Published in Davidson's Cheap and Unilorm 

Edition of hia Compositions. 


fe j =p^=F^g^;rj.; i j n-^^t 


Where, where is the gate that once serv'd to di - vide The elm - shad-ed lane from the 



dus - ty road-side ? 1 Uke not this bar - ri - er gay - ly bedight. With its gilt - ter-ing 



ti; ^ 


latch and its trel - lis of white: It is seem-ly, I own, yet, 01 dear-erby fttrWasthe 



red-rust-ed hinge and the vrea-thcr-warp'd bar. Here are fa - ^hion and form of a 
! |~ I N Ik ■ ""te b I U S h P P p: 



g g^i^E 


• dem-lsed date. But I'd ra - ther have look'd on the Old Farm-OatA. 


■^•_MB-«> 
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Twu here that the urchins would gather to play 
In the shadows of twilight or snnny mid-day ; 
For the stream running nigh, and the hiUocks oi 
sand, [stand ; — 

Were temptations no dirt-loving rogne coold with- 
Bot to swing on the gate-rails, to elamber and ride, 
Was the utmost of pleasure, of glory, and pride ; 
And the car of the victor, or carriage of state, 
Never carried such hearts as the Old Farm^Gate, 

Twa^ over that g^ate I taught Pincher to bound 
With the strength of a steed and the grace of a 

hound: 
The beagle might hunt, and the spaniel might swim, 
But none could le^» over the postern like him. 
When Dobbin was saddled for mirth-making trip, 
And. the quickly pull'd willow-branch servM for a 

whip, [freight. 

Spite of lugging and tugging, he*d stand for his 
¥^ile I cUmb'd on his back from the Old Farm*. 

Gate. 


Twas here where the miller's son paced to and fro, 
When the moo was above and uie glow-worms 

below; 
Now pensively leaning, now twirling his stick. 
While the moments grew long and hu heart-throbi 

grew quick. 
Why, why did he Imger so restlessly there, [hair ? 
Wiu church-going vestment and sprucely eomb'd 
He lovM, O I he lov*d, and had promis'd to wait 
For the one he ador'd, at the Old Farm-Gate. 

O I fair is the barrier taking its place, 

But it darkens a picture my soul lov'd to trace ;— 

I sigh to behold the rough staple and hasp, 

And the rails, that my grovring hand scarcely could 

clasp. 
O 1 how strangely the warm spirit mdges topart 
With the commonest relic once link'd to the heart 1 
And the brightest of fortune, the kindliest fate. 
Would not banish my love for the Old Farm-Gatel 


I 


HARK I THE MEBRT BELLS. 

Poetry by George Soane, A.B. ; to the Music of ' Hort die Glockea,* from Flotow's Opera of StndeDa. 

Published by Davidson. 
jiUegr, t con Moio, 



Hark I the mer - ry bdls are call-ing To the ho • ly al - tar there : 



Let us wan-der to the temple. Where they kneel, the hap - py pair. Hark 1 the mer-ry 
V>ii« are call-in^ To the ho-ly al - tar there : Let us wan-der to the tem-ple 




Where they kneel, the hap - py pair. Hark I the mer - ry bdls are canning, 



To the ho-ly al-tar there . Let us wan-der to the temple, Where they kned, the 


m=LiJ=k 


hap - py pair. With song and dance, the crowds ad-vance, A gay and laugh - ing 



throng. And all take part, with joy - one heart, The old as weU as ycung. 


Hear the lark and linnet singing ; 

Danee the flow'rs on the breeze 
All is full of life and pleasure. 

To the buds upon the trees. 
Hark I the merry bells are calling 

To holy altar there : 


Let us wander to the teiUple 
Where they kned, the happy pair. 

Ah ! dearly flow the streams below, 
And bright the skies above ; 

But, O 1 not half so dear and bright 
As youthful eyes of love. 

Hark 1 the beDs, akr. 




1 1 ll»l ■^— ^■^-»- 
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HOPE, THOU NURSE. 


An/hntino, 


^^m 



i£ma 



w^v^~h 


Hope, tlum mine of young de-aiie. 


Fai-ry prom-i - ser of joy I 

ir 


Paint-ed 



va-pour, glow - ing fire, Temp'rate sweet that ne'er can cloy I Hope, thoa ear-nest 


^^^^^^^ 


^ 


^ 


of de-Iigkt, Soft-est sooth-er of the mind t Balmy oor-dial, pros-pect bright, 

3S 


g niffr i vnT^ 



Surest friend the wretched find I Kind de • cri .. ver, fiat - ter stfll ; Deal out plea-snres 





YTnfTTTffTl l 


«B- pos-sess'd$ With thy dream my fan - cy fill, And In wlsh-es make me bless'd* 


ACROSS "THE DOWNS THIS MORNING. 

From ' No Song no Sapper.' 



A - cross the downs this mom-ing, As be - times I chanc'd to 



gpOf 


#-^-Cl^'^■'^ l r r M, i tfH ^ r. I r r r''t-^ 


fiz g^ ^AN 



shep • herd led his iloek a - broad, AH white as dri - ^en snow ; But 


one was most the shep - herd's care, A lamb so sleek, so plump, so fhir; — Its 


^^^sr mn i § \ i a ^ n^rt m 


wond'rous bean - ties, in a word, To let you fur - ly 

1C 


know,— Twis 


r^^n- r 1 / rr ^&rr-Q^^ ^^ 


sneh as Nd - ly from the fire Took off not long 


go. 


This lamb, as blithe as Midsummer, 

dls frolic gambols play'd. 
And now of all the fiock a-head, 

Tlks pretty wanton stray'd* 
A wolf that waleh'd with gnedy eyes, 
Rush'd fbrth and seized the tender priaa— 
The sheplierd saw and rais'd a stone, 

So round, so Inrge, I tow,~ 
Twaslike the cake that NeUy laid 

Upon the shelf just now I 


This monstrous stone the shepherd fiong^ 

And well his aim he took, 
Tet scarce the savage creature deign'd 


agecrci 
nlook; 


Around to cast a 
But fied as swift with footstep Bsht 
As he who brought the wine to-night ;— • 
I tried to stop the thief, but he 

Tum'd round in rage, good lack I 
So mad the lawyer scarce can be, 
That's hid in yonder s«^. 
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WHEN VULCAN FORG'D THE BOLTS OF JOVE j OR THE 

ORIGIN OF GUNPOWDER. 

The Poetry by Thomas Dibdbu The Hniie by M. Corri. 
AndoMtt SfoJtrato. 





pm^^^^ 



When Vol - can forgf'd the bolts of Jove, In Mt - Da*i roar - ing glow, 



H^^&i3.J.jij=^M^riiir rj i : 


Nqi-tnne pe-ti'tion'd be ndglit prove Their use and pow'r be - low, their ue andpow'rbft* 


f^J^ ■ i^^H=i\ J ii\r i f ccf i -^ 


low; Bat, find-ing in the bonnd-leif deep Snehthnndertwouldbatl-dly deep, He 


i|!'"i. i' r' f f' nx^:iHhr c i \ fn^ m 


with them arm'd Bri-tan-nia's hand. To guard from foes her na • tire land ; He 


f. r j 1 [ I iLi^-^iiTfUfl^ 



with them arm'd Bri-tan-nia's hand. To gUDrdfrom foes her na - tlve land. 


Long may she own the glorions right I 
And when through eireling flame 

6he darts her thunder in the fight, 
May justiee guide her tdm 1 


And, when opposed in ftiture wars. 
Her ftoldiers brave and gallant tars 
Shall launch her fires from every hand 
On efery Ibe to Britain's land. 


MT GENTLE ISABEL. 

The Poetry by Mrs. Crawford. The Music by A. Loder. 



They tell me thou art chang'd, And smile on o - there more than me ; And 



XT^^. ^ t W 




voice with-in my breast Did plead thy cause so well, It put to si - lence all 


rest, My 



■ jUlSLhl 


gen-tle Is -a - belt It put to >i - fence all the rest, My gen-tle Is-a-beL 


^0=^ 


It toU me spirits chaste as thine 

Were chary of their love,. 
Too delicate, too purely fine, 

like common minds to rove ; 
And therefore 'tis I love thee so, 

As words but poorly teIl;-> 
AA 1 w'no like me thy heart em know, 

My gea^'e Isabel? 


11 


Iliea let thtm tell me what they will, 

I'll never more believe ( — 
As flragrantfiow'rs their balm distil, 

So memory shall leave 
So rich and sweet account of thee 

As will for ever dwell. 
When thou art far away from me, 

My gentle Isabel ! 
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THE BARREL OF PORE. 

Published by Duncombe, Middle Row, Holborn. 


' ^-r: r Tit-Ti^^^^^^^^ P 


Two Is - rael-ite bro-thers in New York once dwelt, And in all kinds of mer-cban-dJze 



free - ly they dealt ; They were thought to be weal-thy, And, 'tween me and yon, Eaeh 



bro-tiier was real-ly as rich as a Jew. Tol de rol, rol de rd, lol de rdl loL 


No creditor e'er went away from theur door, 
1U1 death called on Moses to settle his score : 
No mortal can erer erade snch a call, 
So Moaes he sleeps, sirs, hto last slera of all. 

Tol lol, ftc. 

Then Isaac, his brother, exclaimed,—* LnclEy df I 
All his goots and his money belong to myself. 
Ahl bat stop— dere'sa will, I must jnst read it thro', 
To see what poor Moses would have me to do.' 

Tol lol, &C. 

The win It thus ran ^— 'When I eeaae to live, 
AH my cash^and my goots to my brother I ffirtf 
Upon this condition, timt hard he shall toil 
To bury my body in real English soil.' 

Tol kl, &e. 

Isaac tried every captain and could not prevail, 
For none would agree with the body to sail ; 
But, not to be balk'd, be set q[uietly to work, 
And embarked it at last as a barrel of pork. 

Tollol,&c 

Mo was cut to pieces with chopper and kntfs — 
He had never been cut up so much in his life $— 
Isaac wrote to his agent to tell him his plan. 
And begg'd him to Iniry the poor pickled man. 

Tol lol, &c 

Some months after this, as he waik'd on the whaif» 
He met with the eaptain, a sallow-fseed man t — 
TeU, goot captain,* he cried, looking steadfastly 

round, 
* Tou deUYered my parrel, I hope, safe and sound. 

Tol lol, &c. 


Said the captain, ' Friend Isaac, I'm sorry to say 
That during our trip we were near cast away : 
When in simt of old England we lay a sheer hulk. 
And, prorisionsbeingsoarce, wewereforc'd to bmk 
bulk.' Tol lol, aEC 

'Break bulk 1' roared out Isaac, 'you're worse than« 

Turk! 
But sorely you ne'er broke my parrel of pork ?' 
' Indeel, but we did,' cried the captain;* don't huff 
For I'll pay you a good price, though it was deviUali 

tough I' Tol lol, &C. 

'Ah 1 mineGot V cried poor Isaac, 'as I am a sfamer. 
You have eat my poor prober Moses for dinner.' 
'Your brother ? Why, sounds I then myself and the 


Have feasted three days on a piece of tough Jew I* 

Tol lol, &c. 

' But eoBBe now, friend Isaac, to ftnish this work, 
111 pay for your brother as though he vras pork.* 
'No, no,' replied Isaac: *tho' wecheat one another. 
Our law won't permit us to sell our own brother.' 

Tol lol, &e. 

In his purse the eaptain was putting his gold. 
Which Isaac espyintr, cried, 'Goot captain, hold I 
Though I can't toudi decash fordat proder of mine» 
You can pay me, you know, lor de pwrel and prine.* 

Tol lol. &c 


LAND, HO ! 

Composed by Henry RusseIl.*PnbU8hed in Davidson's Ghe^p and Uniform Edition of his dasposltioas. 
Moderate com SphrUo, 


^m 





Up» up with the sig - nail the land b in sight t Well be hi^-py. If 



paas'd. And the warm ge - nial earth glads our vi • sh» at last, And the warm ge-mal 



earth glads our vi • slon at last* In the land «f the stran-ger true hearts iN ihak 


cs: 


i^^MM^M 


J 
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find, Te aootlieiu 


rfjJ .r | J^j^y^ ^ ^ 


ab-senoeof those left be-hiad;HoI- - - Land, land, hoi all 



with Joy at the light I We'll he hap - py, if ne - ^er a - gain, boys, to- 



night: We'll he hi^-py, if ne-mr a* gain, boys, to-night I Well be hap-py, if 



ne • ytt a - gain, boya, to-nigfati Well 
The lignal is waving l^TiU mom we remain. 
Then mut in the h^ to meet one day again, 
Boana the hearth-stone of home, in the lukd of our 

birth. 
The holikxt spot on the fhoe of the earth I 
Dear oonntry, our tiioagfats are as constant to thee 
As the steel to the star, or the stream to the sea ; 
Ho 1 land, and, ho ! we near it, we bound at the 

sight! 
We'll be happy, if never again, boya, to-nighti 


be hap - py fiir onee, boys, to - m^t 1 

The sigiial is answer'd 1— Tlie foam-sparkles rise. 
,Like tears from the fountain of joy to the eyes; — 
May rain-drops that fall from the storm-clouds of 

eare 
Mdt away in the sun-beaming smOes of the fair 1 
One healUi, asehime gayly tM nautical oeUs, — 
' To woman — God Uess her 1 wherever she dweDs !' 
Ho! the pilot's on board, and, thaaic Heaven, all's 

r%ht1 
WeHl be hi^py, if nevvr again, boys, to-idghtl 


THE WOODMAN. 

By Charles Dibdin.— Pabttshed, with Piano-Forte Accompaniments, in Davidson's Cheap and Complela 

Edition of hto Songs. 
hA L«a/o « SgmpUe€, 



pfM i n ^ 1^ 


Far re-mov'd from noise and smoke, Hark 1 I hear the wood-man's stroke, Who 



reams not. as he fells the oak. What mischief dire ne brews; How art may shape his 



fell-ing trees In 


1 of lux-u - ry and ease. How ai 



art may shape his fall - ing 




fe^ 


m 


^ 


T&r nrniii 


sings, and hacks, and hews, abga, sin|(8, sings, ifaigs, and hacks, and hews. 

Tliou pamper'st Ufo in erery stay, 
Mak'st fauy's whims, pride's eqmpage, 


Ferliapa, now fell'd by this bold man. 
That tree shall form the spruce sedaut 


Or wheel-barrow, where oyster Nan 

So runs her Tulgar lig ; 
The stage where bo:Krs crowd in flocks,. 
Or else a quack's, perhaps the stocks. 
Or posts for sisna, or bubers* blocks. 

Where snmes the parson's wig. 

Thou mak'st, bold peasant,— O I what grief] 
The gibbet, on which hangs the thief ; 
The seat where sits the arave lord chief; 
The throne, the odbbler's stall : 


For children toys, crutches for age. 
And coflins for us all 

Tet justioe let us still aftnrd;— 
These chairs and this eonrivial board. 
The bin that holds gay Bacchus' hoasd, 

Confess the woo<unan's stroke: 
He made the press that bled the vine. 
The butt that holds the generous vdns^ 
The hall itself where tipplers join 
. To crack the mirtmul joke. 
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O ! WHEN IN DATS THAT ARE YET TO RISE. 

Poetry by Mias Mary Leman Rede ; to Irish Melody, Moore's * Legacy.' 

Pablished by Davidson. 



IN Tet to ilse. A- kme yom stray by this aaoon - lit 


1 yAiOki ilk days that are yet to ilse, A - kme yo« stray by this 



sea, And gase as now on 


n tSe star - ry skieS| WHl not a 


ibnd thought re - Tert to me? 


^,'j- J' f, r t [d-frrsTT ^ ^J t^=^ m 


Wilt thoa not wish, al - though no longer Fond in - ter-est in thy heart I daim, Tb$A 


^ :.^; uii4-;-^ m ^MJlIi=f =:^ 


o - ther Mends and ties ihr stronger May hi^ • pi • ly Ugiit my steps to fame 


O yw I I know, tiwiigh ihr I sever, 

without the hope that was onee my own, 

Thy heart eannot resign for ever 
The thoughts of bri^t days too ileetly iiown ; 

And thou idlt wish, where'er I wander. 
That heaven's kind care my path may keep, 

And shed a tear of pity— fonder 
' Than happier days e'er ssw tiiee weep. 


And when my weary exile's o'er, 

And time ahah bring the wanderer home. 
To tread again the native shore 

From which and thee 'twas death to roam ; 
Although forgot by all who may linger, 

As kmdred or fiiends, to my cold view,— 
Love, early love, with unerring ftnger, 

I fsel, will point me out to you« 


^^k/\/S/\^S^^%MM/^%<«^^M^VNM 


THE SAILOR'S CONSOLATION IN A STORM. 

Moderate, 



One nlglit eame on n hnr • li - eane. The sea was BKnm-tains 


- ing, Whea 



Bar-ney Bunt - line tum'd his quid,* And ssid to Bil - ly Bow -ling:— «A 


strong nor - wee - ter's blow-ing, Bill— Hark I don't you hear it roar now ? Lord 



TTT J r Jljj ^M 


help them — how I pi - ties all Un - hap - py folks a • shore now ! 


* Foolhardy ehape what lives in towns, 

What dangers tiiey are hauling I 
And now are quairiiiff in their b^ls. 

For fear the roof niould fhll tn. 
Poor creatures I how they envies us, 

And wishest (I've a notion,) 
For our good luck, in such a storm, 

To be upon the ooean. 

*' But as for tliem who're out all day. 
On business, flrom their houses. 

And Into at hisht are coming home 
To cheer tbdr babes and spoBseSt 


While you and I, Bill, on the deck 

Are comfortably lying. 
My eyes 1 what tiles and eMmbly-pQts 

About their heads are flying I 

* And often have we seamen heard 

How men are kill'd and undone. 
By overturns of carriages. 

By thieves, and fires, m London. 
We know what risks all landsmen ria^ 

From noblemen to tailors ;— 
Then, Bill, let us thank Providenoa 

That you and I are sailors 1* 
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HONEST BOB OF THE MILL. 


lAvefy, 



My heart is as 



I ho - nest and hraTO aa the best; My bo-dy*s as soond as a 


^^^^^^^ 


^ ^^^ 


roach ; Tho' in gay q>an-gled garments I never vas dress'df Nor stock up my nob in % 



VI in' ]- i \ ]j j't^=^' : I jv A J- 


eoaeh, Kor stock np my nob in a coach. If for • tone re - fd-ses to flow with pigr 



l J ^\ i' Jf jV^^^A^^=f^ 


lone that's to Uame,— And not ho- nest Bob of the mill, And not ho«ncst Bob of ^ 


M l f, f ^ J p f , hfi^ l^ ^ ^l^p a^ 


vilQy And not honest Bob of the mill, And not bo-nest Bob of tlie miU, honest Bqboftha 



mUl ; Why, snre-ly, 'tis fortune a-lone that's to blame, And not honest Bob of the nilL 


My breast is as artless and blithe as my lav. Wonldthe girl that I love, then, but give me her hand» 

nom my eottage content never Hies ; — The world it may wag as it will ; — 

She is sore to reward the fatigues of the da)t I defy the first 'aqoire or lord of the land 

And I know how to valoe the prize. To dishonour plain Bob of the mill. 



DEAR FATHER, SMILE. 

The Poetry by T. H. Bayly. The Marie by A. Lee. 

' r j' l J. J' 


I 



ZTTJ-I , 1 . J> jLj.^ 


Dear fa - ther, smile up - on your child ;^ 


Your sad*ness seems to say 



She lacks the kind-ness that was wont 


To c)iase your t^aa 


sor - iDW fend her fh-ther's heart, Poor Katies must wi • ther. too: For. 


4^J^^^-/-J^ 


h .-»j,- 


if you can - not smile wii 


Tlien, dearest father, smile again. 
And let me proudly see. 

Though eold to ev'ry other friend, 
Your heart stiU warms to me. 






^e'U learn fo weep with you» 


If old endeanients please ygm not* 
YoBT child shidl offer new ; 

But. if you will not smile with 
Sne'll leam to weep with 


M6 
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THEY TELL ME THERE ARE OTHER LANDS. 

The Poetry hj Maift Lemon. The Mvslc hj RoisinL 
Allegro am Stf*re$th»t, 



They tdl me there are o - ther lands More bean - til - fbl than thee, Up - on ^dioie 



i i 'i Jn f i r ii^JJm j i j jh fi ^ 


the gem and peail Axe •cat-ter'd by tho aea ; They tell me then are o-thor 


J l,j J hi f i ^^^^^^^nrrn-^ 


lands More bean- ti - M than thee, Up-on whoeesands the gem and pearl Are acatt«r*d 
bb. 



by the sea. They say their streams o'er crys - tal flow, Through spi - ey groves and 



iU-*i^ i\.UhL J|,J Jl,^ ^4 


dells, • • And In their ner • er • & • ding flow*rs The bee «n • ti • ring 


i ^rrr7r]-r+^^ I ■! r i 'l j^'' ^ i -' ■" 


dwdls. And In [thdr ner • er & • ding llow'rs Hie bee vn - ti • ring dwells. Hey 


riJ i l l -lu ''n m m rii ^ \ ^ ^i 


tell me there are o - ther lands More bean - ti - fbl than thee. More bean - ti- 



^^^^^^m 



fU than thee; They tdl me there are o-ther lands More bean- tl - ftil thanttasw 


Bvt have their streams the miMie 
Of thy fountains and thy rills ' 

And hare their flow'rs the language 
Ofthoosi^onthyhms? 


OI If they want their magie. 
How worthless all to me ;— 

There is no spot, my nattve land* 
Sobeantifnlastheet 


UWN/«^V\/\/\^^^\/V\MM^^^^ 


A FROG HE WOULD A WOOING GO. 




jM^f f i t f^J'l ^ 


A frog he w9old a ^soo - ing go, Hdgh - o I says Row - ly ; A frog he 



^^1 1 f I I M ' ^ I JLUJ- ; ; ;■ !■ Jl 


^roidd a woo • ing go^ Whe - ther his mo - ther would let him or no^— With Us 


1 1 I I 1 1 J I M^^-Jf r^-#^ ^^{ 


fow • ly pow • ly, gam - moB and qdnage— * Heifch-o:* said An - tbo - ny Row 
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■n 


Off be set ^ih his op'nuhat, 

Hdkho, &e. 
Oatbe road he met inriih a rat, 

Witii a rowly powly, &e. 

They won arrivM at moose's hall, 

Heigho, &e. 
They gare a load tap, and they gare aloud ea]l« 

With a ro-wly powly* ecc 

* "Pnj, Mrs. Mouse, are yon ^within ?' 

HdghOy &c. 
<Tes» kind sirs ; I'm sitting to ^In,* 
Witik a rowly powly, tie. 

^Gome, Mra. Mouse, now givens some beer,' 
Heigho, &c« 

* That Froggy and I may have some cheer/ 

With a rowly powly, &e. 

* Pray, Mr. Frog, will yon ghe us a song?' 

Hdg^, &c« 

* And let it bqeometUng that's not yery long/ 

With a rowly powly, && 

' Indeed, lifrs. Mouse,' replied the frog, 

HeSgfao, &c. 
'A eold has made me as hoarse as a hog,' 

With a rowly powly, &o. 


' Since you havecaught cold, Mr. F^,*ilioaiiy ssi^, 

Heigho, &c. 
' 111 sinff you a song that I hare just made,' 

With a rowly powly, &e. 

As they were in glee and a merry 'maldng, 

Heigho, £c. 
A eat and her kittens came tumbling in. 

With a rowly powly, &c. 

The cat, she seised the rat by the crown, 

Heigho, fte. 
The kittens, they pull'd the UtOe mouse dowBt 

With a rowly powly, &e. 

This put Mr. Frog in a terriUe fright, 

Heigho, &e. 
He took up his hat, and he wish'd them good iil||bki 

Witn a rowly powly, fte. 

As Froegy was crossing it over abrook, 

Heigho, &e. 
A lily-white duck came and gobbled him upb 

With a rowly powly. Ice. 

So here is an end of one, two, and threat 

Heigho, &e. 
The rat, the mouse, and the Uttie froggy, 

With a rowly powly, &e. 


WIDOW GLIB AND SIR STEEPLE. 

The Poetry by George Daniel, Esq., to the Music of ' A F^ he would a wooing go.* 


9r Steqple he courted the queer widow GUb— 

Heicho t Sir Steeple, — 
He knew she was rich, and he wanted to crib 
Her ca«h, — so he oifer'd to make her his rib. 

With his teasing, pleasing, 

Hoaxing and couang : 
▲ eomical beau was Sir Staple. 

Her purse it was long, tho' her person was short— 

Heigho, &c 
And her beauty was nouf of the ravishing sort; 
Tet the eye of his knightship her money-bags 
caught,— 
Their mingling, jingling, 
Soon set a tii^^ng 
The sensitiTe heart of Sir Steeple. 


Now lore, in return, the frdr widow enthrda, 
And fSondly she ogled Sir Steeple ; 

They mdded together to concerts and balls, 

like tine Monument Unk'd to thedomeof St. FlMPtl 
With their perking, smirking, 
"^^nnking and blinking, 

The fhir Mrs. Glib and Sir Steeple. 

They trotted to church, for their passion incfeas'd— • 
The parson he whisper'd Sir Steeple— 

* Tour wife's rather short.' — ' You are right, mas- 
ter priest; 

But, in choosing two erils, I'tc chosen the least!* 
With their roler poley. 
Coupled so droUy, 

Off march'd Widow GHib and Sir Steeple 


AND HAS SHE THEN FAIL'D IN HER TRUTH. 

Andanie. 



And has she then fhll'd hi her truth. The beau - ti - fol maid la- dore ? Shall I 



8e - U - na, era -el you pvore, Tet sure my hard frtteyoull be-wail: I 



^^ 


Muld not pre - sume you would lore, Tet pi - ty, I hop'd, would pre - tsIL 

A moment my sorrows subside — Since hatred alone I inspire. 

Revenge stalks along in my sight ; UfehencefiDrthisnotworthmycBie) 

Dread spectre, how conld'st thou intrude ?— Death now is my only desire,— 

BegCMBS to the lealBS of bisok night I give myself up to despair 1 


iss 
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ANNIE, DEAR. 

Iiidi Melody, * ICaids in May ;' the Poetry by Hiosiaa J>afis. 



Our moon - 1^ IntMkf ivere rush - img. 


An - nie, dear ; The an • tnmn eve was 


fn; > c p f^f 


m 



^^ 


flnah • Ing, An-nie dear; Bat hiight - er 


M— g i I p 


yov blnah • Ing, When 



h- ^ f^^^ t-tH^uu Ai 


tot^ yow qiar*mnrs hnflh - Sng, I told my love ont-giuh - ing. 


Ap-nie,dearl 


Ah 1 but oor hopes were spleadldy 

Annie, deu; 
How sadly they have ended, 

Annie, dear ; 
The ling betwixt nsbrolKen, 
When oor -vows of love were spoken. 
Of yoor poor heart was a token, 

Annie, dear. 

Hm prinirose #ow*n wve shining, 

Ani^, dear, 

WhsB, im my breast reeUning, 

Annie, dear, 

Beian oor honey-moon, 

Ana many a montb did IbUow 

Of Joy— bat lift is hollow, 

Aanieydear. 


For onee, when home retui'nittg, 

^fiiY^ f>, dear, 
I foand oar eotlage boning, 


Aroand it were the yeoment 

Of every ill an omen, 

The eoantry's bitter fDemen, 

Annie, dear. 

But why arose n morrow, 

Annie, dear. 

Upon that night of sorrow, 

Annie, dear? 

Far better, by thee lying, 

Their bayonets defying, 

Than live an exile sighing, 

Annie,dear. 


LILIES AND ROSES. 



n i J' J' l J' ni 


Ha fi-ther of Nan - cy a fo - rest - sr was. And an ho - nest old woodman was 


ifi'jflj f. i r. u F r, Mf. 1 1 1 J-^^ 


Hm & - ther of N»n-cy a fb - rest - er was. And an ho - nest old 





woodmaawas ha; And N«n«fy ^ bean-ti •> fU in- no-eentlass. As tbs 



fai his cir-csdl oonld sat : 6ho gn - fher'd wild flow • crs, sweet li • lies aad 



ro - see. And eried through the ^ -lege, 'Come, boy my sweet po-«ies;' She gathered w&d 


L 


p r J* J' l ]'g4=ff 



Iflissaad 


r^^^J^-^^^ 


And cried thraoghthi irfltaga^'CoaM!, bay my sweet 
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\eg 


TlW ciinns of tills flilr OM a ilUager cnglitF-- 

A noble and rich one wu he, — 
Great offers he made, bvt bj Naaey was taught 
That a poor giri right honest might be. 
Bm stfll gathflr>d wild flowers, sweet luies and roses, 
▲ad cried tfaroogh the village, 'Ck>me,bn7m7nioe 


Hie fether of Nancy a fbicster was, 
And a poor little stroller was she ; 
But her lorer so noble soon married the lass ;— 
She, as happy as maiden eonld be. 
No more gatherM wild flowers, or lilies and rosos^ 
Nor cried through the village, ' CoBie,bi^ mr 
nioe posies* 


Larghttio. 


AH 1 SURE A PAIR WAS NEVER SEEN. 

From the ' Dnenna.* 



I 


Ah 1 safe a pair was nev-er seen So just • ly ftrm'd to mtdk by na-twslThe 



^ fch t f ^ TT^ ^ ^ 


youth ex • ceU - ing so in mien, Tlie maid in ev* - ry graoe-ftil fta-tne I 



O I how huf - py are such lov - ers. When Un-dred beau-ties each die - oo-vers I For 
sure-ly she was made fbr thee, And thou to bless this charm-ing cr^tare t 



So mfld your looks, your children thenoe 
Wm eariy learn the task of duty,— 

The boys with sU their Cither's sense, 
The gbis with aU their mother's bealUty ! 


OI how charming to inherit 

At once such graces and such spirit! 
Thus, while you live, may Fortune f^ve 

Each blesnng equal to your merit. 


^^i%^^^^\^/\^^^^^^'^»^»^ 


MA CHERE AMIE. 


AUegro 



^f-^ff^j^H4g=^^^=^h^ 


Ma chere A - mie, my charm - ing fair ! - Whose smiles can ban - ish 



i . j'i[j[;c i c/^h^r i rt n 


on me, Whose 



oo • ly eare is, 


love. 


thee: Ma chere A - mie, 



^^^1. 


tJnder sweet friendship's sacred name, 
My boaom caught the tender flame : 
May frieadship in thy bosom.be 
Cwvcrtad into love for me 1 

Ma chere Anie! 


ma chere A - mie, ma chere A - miel 


Together rear'd, together grown, 
O ! let us now unite In one ; 
Let pity soften thy decree, — 
I droop, deaf aula — I die for theel 

Maehere Amiel 
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THE TROTH I HAVE PLIGHTED I NEVER WILL BREAK. 

Hie Words hf — Neale, Esq. ; the Air from aa Italian Walts, adapted hj George Ware. 
MotUrato. 



•QiJ J .I J I J J ^^ 



I said I would lore thee in ivaat and la wealth. Through 




doad and through son - shine, in sick - ness, in health ; And fear not, . my 



Iflwe. when m sol - rit 


l-i+L-U^ 


rits are weak,— Hie troth I have . plight-ed I 



ne • ver will break | And fear not, my. lore, wlien thy spl - rits 


■ f,'n n \i~i-h-i=i=m p f- i\m 


ireak,^ The troth I have plight-ed 


ne • ver will break. 


There's a magic in soothing the wearisome hour ; And if want be our portion, why love be oar 
Pity rears vp the stem, and Hope looks for the wealth ; 

flow*r. [health; Ihyoomfbrt in sorrow, thj stay when most 

I Wve lov'd thee in ff«i^irw*>— — I'll love thee in The troth I have plightea I never will break. 


WHEN THE DOVE LEFT THE ARK, 

Elm Poetry by Bliss Mary Leman Rede ; to Irish Melody, Moore's ' Believe me if all those. 

Published by Davidson. 



a^-ttT^- 


When the dove left the ark o'er the vra - tcr-whelm*d world. To flut-ter her 



trem-u-lous iray, How soon slie re-tum'd, for the blue vrave had curPd O* 


er 


A^ j^s i J'. J J' i^4r^t-r^^= ^ 



aD, lUid de - nied her a sprav : It is thus, when m^ <Eight for a 


i 


mo.ment I mark, Dear source of my plea-sures, from thee, I re- turn to tiiy 

m 



m 


breast as the dove to the aik, For the world holds no o - ther for me. 

But the dove at last iled to the grove's syhran shade, I shall yet quit this breast, where each warm vhrtai 

Forsaking the ark, vou will say ; That to me ev'ry pleasure has giv'n ; [spffngH 

But was it not nature 'whose call she obey'd— But, O I It »viU be on eternity's wings 

.taa uow eould the flitttercr rta? f I •baU fly from your bosom to heav'n* 
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ii' 


THE WIFE'S SONG. 

ELoMell.— PabUshec 
his Compositionfl* 


The Poetry by a Ledr; fhe Mnele br Henry Rnsiell.— PabUshed in DeTidion i Cbeapand Uiiftni 

Edittonof: ~ 



E - le - Ten yean baTe paseM a - way Sinee I be - came 




d left my na - tt^e land with thee, To eroei fhe o - oeaa 


i J i J_J'J'j. t 


wide; To eroiSy to 


the o • eaaa 


i^T 


J 1 s\ J. ;■ 


Ko etore 



world • ly wealth had we. To eheer oar path throogh life ; But thoa wert 


an in all to me-^ I was thr hap - pr 


■^ 


i 


to me-^ 

Bat, when Colombia's free*bom tone 

Thy matchlcM talent knew, 
WHh bnoyant hope for fortone*! smilea 

Ihou bad*st thy wife adien ; 
One blessed pledge of lore was otars. 

To cheer my lonely life ; 
And, as I heard thy Ihme resound, 

I felt a h^py win ^ 

Tear after year rdQ*d on its eoane, 
Tet time onmght some ellcvy : 

Again 1 felt a mother's pains, 
And fcit a mother's joy. 


thy hap - py wifel 

Hum wert not there to join their sports. 
Nor watch thdr playnl strife ; 

And, as I press'd them to my heart, 
1 felt a monmftil wife 1 

But now the ttOrm has passMaway : 

Like Noah's wand'ring dove, 
INe found, at last, a resting-place, 

A hi^ppy home of lore* 
May'st tnon, dear husband ! ever find. 

In future days through life, 
Flor blessings tnat I now enjoy, 

I am a gratefol wife 1 


^%^AA«W«/^\MMA/WWV\/%^ 


fodbro/Oa 


THE BUD OF THE ROSE. 

The Poetry Vy Mrs. Brooke. The Musle by Shield. 



Her mouth,whieha MdlOt De-Toid of all guile, 


o-pens to Tiew, Is the 



bud of the rose, In the mom-ingthat^ows, Im-pearl'd with the dew, Impearl'd with the 


Fhu. 



dew; The bud of the rose, Im - pearl'd with the 



he dew. More fira-crant her breath Than tlie 


r^T f ji gJyy i ft^ 


ffow*r-ieeated heath, than the llow'r-seeBled heath At the dBwn*kn^ j day, The hawthron In 

D.C.:g:ai fine* 



bloom. The tt • ly's pcr-ftuse, Ite tt • ly's perAEune, Or the bloo - soma of 
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FLY NOT YET. 

Moore's Irish Melody. 


!« 


^ t^ J J^ 



4 





Fly not yet : 'tU just the hoar When bean-ty shines with ma - gic pow'r, That yonth, ia 


TlTTTm 


ilam'd hy fan - ey bright, Im - pels each son of Joy to tifiht, And plea - sue reigns m* 



^ir c c/J i 


preme. 'Us now, when Sol's re-thr'd to rest, To her fond lor -er's heart soft press'd. Each 



maid, with hopes and fears o'er-ilow-ing, All of truth and lir - tue g^ow*JbD^. Then stay-* 


Prr^^ f f rir-;-^ Jif-^JJL^ 


OI fltay-— Hours like these so sd -dom reign, This hour we ne-rer ean re -gain. Ol 



where-ftire go we henoe ? Then staT 


fH f r J'lf f f f i ^ J'J Ji 


1 stay— Hours like these so 



sd-domrfign, Thishonr we ne-rer can re -gain; Ol where-fore go we hence? 


Fly not yet the glass with scorn. 
Or lovely woman's angel form ; 
Smdi beanteoas forms as erst of old 
Fsm'd Erin's sons did oft behold ; 

O I wherefore go we henee ? 
While other minstrels seek the glade. 
And pine in some dark sylvan uiade. 


Here woman rdgns, young Cupid smiling, 
Ev'ryroseate hour beguiling ; 

Then stay, oh, stay — 
Hours like these so seldom reign» 
This hour we neror can regain ; 

1 *wheiDs6>re go we hence ? 


Andante, 


THE MOUNTAIN MAID. 


iVi i ^f r f O'rrr^-g 



A - while the maid the Strang - er ey'd, And, re - -as - sur'd, at last re- 


jH -fi i f rrji^ ^^wi^ r r^ 


plied : * That High - land halls were o - pen still To wil - der'd wan - d'rers 


in r^rf^F-trOflj-4^#^ 



^^^ 


of the hill ; Nor think you nn - ex - peet - ed come To yon )oni Isle^ our 4* •• tert 




kime : Be - fore the heath had lost the de^, Tkls vor|i a couch wap puU'd fer jou.' 
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' Now, liy tlie rood, my lovely maidt 
Tour eoutefy hu erred,* he eald ; 
' No right have I to daim, mieplac'di 
The wucome of expected gaest. 
A wanderer here, my fortune toet'd, 
My wiy» my friends, my couaer loat, 
I ne'er before, hettere me, fidr, 
Hare ever drawn your moontida afar. 

• I weU believe,* the maid lepUed, 

Aa her light ildff approach'd the aide,— 

« I welt believe that ne'er beftNca 

Tour foot haa trod Loch-Katriae*8 ahora ; 

Bat Tet, as for as yesternight, 

Old Allan-hane foretold yonr plight,— 

A gray •haired sire, whose eye inient 

Was on the visloned fotore bent. 


' He saw your steed, a dappled gray, 
lie dead beneath the birchen way ; 
Yonr hnnting-siiit of Lincoln greui^ 
Painted exact yonr form and mien, 
That tassel'd liom, so gayly gilt. 
That folcfaioa's crooked Made and hiU \ - 
He bade that all should ready be^ 
To grace a guest of fisir degree.* 

T^ stimiwar saaU'd :^* Since to yonr home 
A destin'd enant knight I come, 
Annoone'd bv prophet sootii and old, 
Doom*d, donouess, for achievement'bold) 
111 lighUy front each high emprise. 
For one land glance of uoee bright eyea ;— 
Permit me, first, the task to guldd 
Tour foiry frigate o'er the tide.' 


^v\/>A«>^/\/\^/>^%Ayv>/wv% 


SOME LOVE TO ROAM. 


The Poetry by Charles Maekay ; the Music by Henry RusselL— Pnblisbed by Davidson. 
AUegro. k *. k I k \ ^ 


jj i'af.if n n\f^ 




Some love to roam o'er the dark sea's foam, "Where the shrill winds whis - tla 

--N 


i!' J . ^^ l f. !^:dqrr^Tift^^ 


ttmp Bvt a oho • sea baadt la a mooa-tain laad. And a Ufo la the woods, for 



crj'.^ i r .r J iJ^ i'i p->^ 


Bat a cho • sea baadt ia a moua - tain land. And a life 


i j ^ iJ i J' ; I tM-^ 



mer - li • ly fortii we go 


stag to 


sUp- p*ry crag, Aad to 


j ^jrpzarj.fi ll .ji-J'tiirrt^J.j.J'J'ULt i 



chase the bouad-iag roe. Ho, ho, ho, hoi Ho, hoiho, hoi Ho, ho, ho, hoi - • • 


j'fM f i fh r J^ iT^-^r ' ^ 1 ^ ■ ^-^ 


Some love to roam o'er the dark sea's foam. When the shrill winds wlds-tle 

» i M< , ..J. J ;,J)J,J* J_^ 



JH ;iJMy 


me. And a life ia the woods for me^ 
The deer we mark, in the forest dark, 


Ufo in the woodsforme! 


For with steady aim at the bounding gamoy 
And the prowliitf wolf we track ; And hearts that fear no foe, 

Aad for lig^t gocMTeheer, in the focest here. To the darksome riade, in the forest shade, 

Ol merrily foru we go. 
Ho, ho, hoi Some love to roam, &e. 


Ol why should a hnatarlaek? 


■ ■ .B 1 
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BONNY BRAVE SCOTLAND. 

The Muic by Nid Gow. — PabUahed by Lafeau. 


^j^ Allegro* K h. ^ 


"When is the land which Scot-land for - pas-ses ? or Where are foch ioula aa her 


jP' i f / f. r J^ ii J' J^rnry i ^ J:-^J^^ 


ch&*dren in-he - rit? Bright la the amilc of whoae hk-fcra and laa • aea are 



P-H^ijv^^j^tl H7-^f-F^i^^ 


Beam«tog the Ughta of their beanty and spi - nt. Sigh for thee, die for thee^who would wfi 



^4=^1^=^^ 


die for thee? Tell me what cast •em, weit-em, or what land. Fame in^ name in. 



p f i J. J': J' J. f i J:;. i; j in 


e - ter was nigh to thee? Pride of each High • land heart, Bon-ny brave Scot -land I 

Deep in the heart of each vassal and stranger is Sigh for thee, die for thee,— who woald not die Ibr 

Buried a lore for the hero it sigh'd on, thee ? 

Breathing the story iHiich tells yon where danger Tell me what eastern, western, or what land, 

is—- FUne in, name in, ever was nigh to thee, 

llmt is the spot where Its idol had died on. Pride of each Highland heart, bonny braveBeat 

landl 


THE BANKS OP THE DEE. 

Scottish Melody. 


AndmKU, 


jffii j.> i H-^^^^ ^ 


I C J'.r 



sat myadf down on the banks of the Dee. Flow on, love-ly Deel flow on, thon sweet 



^^^m^^m 


ri-verl Thy bank's pnrest streams shall ba dear to me e-Tcr, Where I flrst gain'd th'af* 




foa*tkm and fo-tovof Jem-my, The glo-ry and pride of the banks of the Dee. 
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But now he's gone from me, and kit me thus 
mourning* 
To quell the proud rebell, for Tiliant was he ; 
And yet there's no hopes of his speedy returning, 

To wander again on the banks of the Dee. 
He's gone, hapless youth, o'er the loud roaring 
oillows, 
The sweetest and kindest of all his bruTe fellows, 
And has left me to mourn amontt these onee- 
loY'd willows, 
Iha loneliest of maids on the banks of the Dee. 


But time and my prayers may, perhapi, yet fcstors 
him; 
Bleas'd peace may restore my dear shepherd to 
me; 
And when he comes home, with sueh care 111 watch 
o'er him, 
He never shall quit the sweet banks of the Dee. 
The Dee, then, shall flow, all its beauties displaying, 
Thelambsonthebanks shall again beseenplayiagt 
Whilst r with my Jemmy am carelessly spying, 
And tasting again all the sweets of the Dee* 


AUegro Mod$rMo 


YOUNG LOCHINVAR. 

Hie Poetry by Sir Wetter Sootb 


A^-j- i r J'h i' iW-|ju ^ J' I J j-^ aap 


O! young Loch-in- Tar has come out of the west; Thro* all tho wide bor^der his 


I" "J J. i>r^i4^^^^>' r-*^ I r if. J' i' U 


■teed was the best ; And, sare his good broadswosd, ha wea-poas had none : BLa 



rode an muum*d, and he rode all n - lone. So liiith-frd in lore, and so 



gal - lant hi war, There ne - Ter was knight like the young Loch - in - var 1 So 


if r ^'-^ J'-^irf^TT-j' J^ i i T V g ^^ 


fsith-ful In lore, and so gal -lant in war. There ne-ver was knight like the 


^ J i.i-\ rJ'ir-f'F J l7ff-fr^ : 


tf nn Lodi - la • ^v, Th«a m • wr waa ^aif^ Ufco the young Loch - in - var 1 


Ho fltay'd adt for brake, and he stopp'd not for 

■tOBOl 

He swam the Esk river, where ford there was 

none: 
But, ere he alighted at Netherby gate. 
The bride had consented — tike gallant came late — 
For a laggard In love, and a dastard in war, 
Was to wed the fidr Hden of brave Loddnvar. 

So boldly he enter'd the Netherby hall. 

Among daaamen, and kinsmen, and brothers and 

Then spake the bride's fsther, his hand on his 


(For the poor ersven bridegroom said never aword,) 
' O, come ye in peace here, or come ye in war, 
Ortodance at our bridal, young Lord Loehinvar ?' 

'I long woo'd your daughter— my suit you denied ; 
Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs Uke its tide ; 
And now 1 am come, vritii this lost love of mine 
To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine. 
Thten arc maidens in Scotland more lovely by far, 
That would iMly be bride to the young Loehinvar.' 


The bride kiss'd the goblet ; e knight took it up > 
He ouaiTd off the wine, and he threw down the cup; 
She look'd down to blush, and she look' up to sigh. 
With a smile on her lips and a tear In her eve. 
He took her soft hand ere her mother oonla bar : 
' Now tread we a measure !' said young Loehinvar. 

One touch on her hand, and one word in her ear, 
When they reach'd the hall-door, and the chargar 

stood near; 
So Ught to the croup the fhir ladv he awung. 
So light to the saddle before lier he sprung I 
' She is won ! we are gone, over bush, lodi« and 

scaur I 
They'll have fleet steeds that follow 1' quoth young 

Loehinvar. 

There wasmounting'mongGmnes. of the Nethdby 
dan 1 [they ma i 

Fosters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, thev rode and 
There was racinr and charing on Cannobie Lee, 
But the lost brim of Netherby ne'er did they see. 
So daring In love, and so dauntleas in war. 
Have ye e*er heard of gallant Hka yoong Lochfamr « 
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MY LORD TOMNODDY. 

Fmb fton Oa lagaldiby Fa^ert.— PuUUied bf Dnneombc, Middle Row, HoItKmu 
Modiratt. 


ffiij-ij t ^Yjxru c r.if r.f. Jf^ ^ 


My Lord Tom-nod-dy got vof on« day, uid Us loid-diip nng Cor Us cab- rio - let : 


^%jzff|j^^> f f. r, J' l J'j-^i 


Tl - ger Tim vas clean of limb; His boots were pol-ish'd, \iiE jack * et was trim, With a 



TUl-est of boyi or short-est of men, He stood In fils stoek-ingsjnstfonr feet ten ; And he 


pnh r\i^i-\ Ur c f ^'M ^ m 


ask*d, as be held the door on the swiiif / P^y» ^ yow Lord-aUp please to ring?* ' Yes, 


m J' J :t^-^t-^' r f r, c n 



Tl - ger 11m,— come tell me tpnye, Whatmay a No - ble • man find to do?' 


Thn bit Us Up, Tfan scratch'd Us bead, 
Tim let go the handle, and thus Tim ssld, 
As the door releas'd behind him bang'd :— 
' An't please ye, my lord, there's a man to be hang'd 1' 
My Lord Tomnoddy Jnmp'd np at the news. 
And ran to Sir Carnaby Jenks of the Bines, 
Took a squint at \iM watch— 'twas half-past two, 
So he ran to M'Fose and lieutenant Trcgoo ;— 
Bope-danoers a score I've seen bcforo— 
Madame SaceU, Antonio, and Master Blaekmore, — 
Bat to see a man swing at the end of a string, 
With his neek in a noose, will be quite a new thing!' 


My Lord Tomnoddy stepp'd Into Us 

*TWas dark rifle-neen, with a lining of drab— 

Thro' street and thro' square Us Ugh-trottfaigmara 

like one of Ducrow's goes pawing the air. 

Adown Piccadilly and Waterloo naoe 

Went the Urh-trotting mare at a deuee of apaee : 

dheproduc'd some slam, bntshe didn'tdoharm, 

Bare frigfat'ning a nurse with a child on her arm ; 

g«<MAing down, very much to the sweraer's dismay. 

An old womaa who wouldn't get out of the way ; 

Upsetting a stall near Exeter Hall, 

WUeh madeallthepionsChureh-liissUmfolkssqualL 

Now eastward aftr through Temple Bar, 
My Lord Tomnoddy directs Us car, 
Neter heeding their equalls, their calls, or theirbawls, 
Ajid merely Just catcWng a gUmpee of St. Pttul's ; 
Turns down the Old Bauer, in ftont of the gaol, he 
Pans iqp St the door of a |^-shop, and ga]^ 
Crieai— 'What must 1 fork out to-night, mV trump, 
For tiie whole first-floor of the Magpie and Stunqp?' 
The dock sUrock Twelf»— 'tis dark midnight, 
But the Magpie and Stump's one Uase of light ; 
The parties are met, the tables an set,— 
Thaw's pwMh, QQld witfaoot, hot witkt hwty w«l ; 


Ale-glasses and jugSr and rammers «nd mugt , 
And sand on the floor without carpets or rugs : 
Cold fbwl and cigars, pickled onions in jars, 
Welsh rabUts and kidneys— rare work for the jvwa. 
The dock stiuek One, — ^the supper is done, 
And Shr Carnaby Jenks is fbll of Uft fon ; 
My Iiord Tomnoddy is drinkinr gin-toddy, 
And laughing and joking at erry body i 
All singing and drinking, save Captsin M'Fuse, 
Who's dropping Us head and taking'a snoose, 
WhOe Sir Canmby Jenks is busy at work. 
Blacking Us nose with a pleoe of burn'd cork. 

The dock struck T«ro, aad the dock struck Threb»— 
Who's so merry, so merry, as we ; 
The dock struck Four— round the ddltors' door 
Are gathered a ooude of t housand or mors ; 
The dock struck Five— 4he shoifiiB arrive. 
And the crowd is so great the street seems alive. 
Sir Carnaby Jenks bUidu and winks, 
A candle burns down in the socket, and stinks ; 
While Lieutenant TVecoo and my Lord Tonwoddy 
Are nodding their heads thro' drinking their toddy ; 
And, just as the dawn is K*y«"»fag to peep. 
The whole of the party are net aueep. 

The dock struck Nine, the finishing stroke. 
And then my Lord Tomnoddy awoke ; 
And TVegoo and Sir Carnaby Jenks arose. 
And Captain M'Fuse wUh the blade on \Sa nosei— 
'Halloa! halloa! here's the devU to pay,— 
The fUlow's been cut down, and taken away I 
They^i laugh at and quia us all over the town; 
We're all oi us done so uncosunonly brown !' 
What was to be done ! — ^Twas perfe^y plain 
They eould'nt wdl hangjhe man over again; 
What was to be done^-^The man was deadfl 
So my Lofd Tomnoddy went hams to bed. 
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THE DYING LEGACY. 

k Ballad.— -Tlie Poetry by J* M. Chvrch, Esq.; the Music hj Henry Russell.— Published in Dvvidt(n*a 

Cheap and Uniform Edition of his Compositions. 

Afoderaio eon Ajuma Espresttvo, 



J lt ej^hN-i^tf f 


Saw ye the ^ha-dow o*er his brow, The pal-lor on his cheek 


cheek r Saw ye thesad-ness 


fak his eve. And did ve hear him speak ? Ah 1 'twas an im-polse hor - li - ble In - 



fel ^-^q°FfN -J-J iJ* J^ ;| 



. . tam'd his a - ged breast, The blast-ing of his dy - Ing l^pes, - - - His poor wife's 



N^=N##4#^w3-P 


sole be --quest. Saw ye the sha-dow o'er his brow, The pal -lor on hk 



H^miJlM^i^^mqr^'^ 


che^? Saw ye the sad-ness in his eye, And did ye hear Em speak? 


But late a daughter, simple child. 

Sat prattling on his knee ; 
'The solace of his tott'ring days, 

His poor wife's legacy I 
And, as he look'd Into hier eyes, 

And watch'd her dilldish glee, 
He murmur'd, ' Dear, oh I dear thou art, 

My poor wife's legacy !' 
Saw ye the shaaow o'er his hron, &c. 


TIs now that 6ld man, weak and wan, 

Sits comfortless and lone: 
His child, alas ! poor fisllen tidng, 

Sick'ning to think upon ; — 
And, as her image meets his thou^ts. 

They strive, they strive to flee ; — 
In vain : * Poor fall'n Emm I' he sobs, 

• My DOor wife's legacy !' 

Saw ve the shadow o'er his brow, &•• 


SING ME THE SONG OP OTHER DAYS. 

Words by Mrs. Abday, published in te Royal Album.— Music by V- B. Brett 

M JL And •tile Mmtfrato, 


1'^ J Si» 



ir\ 


tJ 


^^ 


1 



UJL^M-N-iJ^fflSl 


Sing me the songs of o • ther dtyi. The songs I heard in youth, — I 



*^^-^L_f-^LJ^^ 


ding to those £s - mil - iar lays. With fond and change - less truth : 



scenes that charm*d my sun - ay hours, The friends that bless'd me then. 


Sing me the songs of other days,— 
Yor those of mo&m skill 
I knew not till the world's falM ways 
Fad wrought ne giief and ill i 


12 


Their sweetness gives no charms to aia» 
Nor soothes my bosom's strife. 
Like one remembered melody 
That tells of early li^ 


SBSSSSZSC 


^^"^^T^S' 


^ 
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Allegretto. 


BEFORE AND AFTER MARRIAGE. 

Words and Miuic liy T. B. Brett 


|>frttJ7^ -ftJ^^ ^ ^ffMrlrti ^: 



* What, off once more ! well I de-dare 1 Yoa ne-ver stay at home ; For me yoa can bat 



^^ ji jj II j-i I J- J j'lj : f i^ 


Ut-tle cire, I'm left «o oft a - lone.' * TIs bns'-ness, dear, that calls me out ; I 



must at-tsnd to that ; So do not, lore, |iraj 


not pout, But give me ap my hat.* 


' O I bns'ness ne'er can call yon oat 

So often, and salong : « 
I do believe, without a doubt, 

That something must be wrong.' 

"^ You much misjudge — indeed you do,^ — 

My meaning and design ; 
My loine for you is strong and true, 

But business daims my time.' 

*'0-i would that I was onoe more free, 

rd keep a single Iffo ; 
And nerer wish again to be 

A poor dduded wife.' 

' M J liis,— my Iowa, aif liilrest one, 

I^y let your nmoaor cease : 
You make me anxious to be gone. 

That I may be at peaoe^' 

' O I yes,^ — make haste, — ^I plainly see 

Your strong desire to go ; 
It is not as itus'd to be: 

You're growing etAd, I know.' 

* Come, come, dear wife, let's have no more, — 

I am not gprowing cold ; 
Aside, and let me ope tiie dpor^ — 

Now pray leave go your hold.' 

' How very different now it seema, 

How proud you us'd to be, 
If you could get, by any means, 

To sit and chat with me I' 


Both, 


' O, certainly a bore 1 — ^No doubt, 
'TIS bus'ness fills your mind ; 

From mom till night you're alwaya cdtr 
But wife is left behind.' 

' You snrdy cannot always want 

Me dangling by your side ; 
I love as much,--depend upon't, 

As ere you were my bride.' 

' You do I then say, without delay, 
Why you appear so strange ; 

Have I e'er vez'd you ? tell me, pray, 
For surdy there's a change.' 

' I never change, although the times 

Are chang'd, I do confess ; 
I ever strive, by looks and signs, 

To show my tenderness.' 

' Well, here's your hat, — I do agree 
Henceforth you may go out ; — 

That is, if you will promise me 
To mind whajt you're about.' 

* 1 thank you, wife,— but listen, pray. 
The truth must come at last : 

I sought you once, I'm bold to say. 
But now 1 have you fast.' 

'Well, husband dear I let discord cease- 
No more each one annoy ; 

In fature we will live in peace, 
And love without alloy.' 

< Foul jealousy, get thee away, 
And let us drown all sorrow,— 

live ev'ry day, that so we may 
Be happy on tht morrow ! ' 


'And so I am, my dearest, now ; 

But, as I sidd before, 
Tis bus'ness calls me out, — I vow 

You've getting quite a bore 1' 


THE TEMPTATIONS OF THE GOOD SAINT ANTHONY. 

/a a fHajffid StyU, 



J' J' J' ^ !■ :| J._I t U^^^f:»:f^^iN^ 


Saint Anthony sat on a low - ly stool — A Urge black book he held in his hand, — 



k2,U 4j J= ^ 



Ne - Tcr Us eyes from its page he took — ^With steadfast soul tne pa - ($< s he scann'o. xne 

^ N N ^ ■ ^-1 — N ^s r-^ 





Da-vfl was la the best hu-mour that day That ev-er his high-ness was knawa «a to ftif Thot's 


I 


i 
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g#§^j#^^^f-^^Ui-i-^ 


W&7 iMfttikt out Us imps to play With sul-phmr and tuv and pltdiand rtr-gfar. tbaff 


I 


it :t^' !; \lU I \ n^[ U ^ 


came to tie saiot iu a mot - ley crew— TwSst'ed and twif ITd tliem - aebrea a-btfut : 


^ ^4-^\^ UJ^^i Mi^k t^^=^±M 


Ispo d f^ •tj^bmpt and b»e— ▲ doT-U-lsh atmge and nimlook-iBg rout 1 Yet tlie 


f i I' i f r r u f i i rn ^ ij ^ i y r i e 


good^ Saint An-tho-ny kept Ua eyes ao finn-ly fix'd up - «■ Ua teok, 



Shouts nor langh-ter, sighs nor cries, Could e-ver win a - way his lookl 


A quaint imp sat in an earthen pot, 

In an eartaen bis-hellied pot sat L. 
Tlirongh lioles at the sides his arms outshot, — 

Rather a comical sight to see. 
He drumm'd his belly so ftdr and round, 

And drumrnM his belly so round and (hir^-~ 
Brought forth a rumbling mingled sound, — 

Rather a comical sound to hear ; 
And he hoop'd, and haw*d, and wink'd, and grinn'd. 

As birflt to a bit of a song ga^e he- 
Keeping time with the tune as he gallop'd along, 

TUl hi»eyes fidrly atood out with glee. 

Yet the good, iMu 

Another imp came with a trumpet snout, 

TIafc was both nose and mouth in one ; 
And he twang*d his nasal melodies out. 

In manf s (pKver, shake, and run ; 
And his head mor'd baekwards and forwards still. 

Upon his long and snaky neck ; — 
He sneesed his octaves out, until 

You'd think his nose was ready to break ; 
And close to St. Authony*s ear he came, 

And saaeiift*d and pip'd Ida music in, 
The shock ran Chroesh the cood saint's frasMy— 

He shook and shiTcred with the din. 

Yet the good, &•• 

An imp came next with a skeleton form, 

Just come out of a chamel-Tault ; 
His jaws with gristle were black and deform. 

And his teeth were krKe and as white as salt. 
He grins'd Ml many a Ufdess grin. 

And wagg'd and rattled his bony tail ; 
His skull was deek'd with gill and fin. 

And %&B eyes were Hke the eyes of a snail. 
Ha took his stand at the good saint's back. 

On tiptoe rum he stood a space. 
And eock'd down his India-rubber eyes, 

To squint and gaze n^n his face. 

But tiie good, &c. 

Spiders, with an ugly gnise. 

Hung from erery creek and nook, 
Star'd al the saint with their eight eyes, 

Danc'd a hornpipe on his book ; 


Beetles and slow- worms crawled about, 

Forty-feets a ftill span long ; 
Through holes in the wainscot mice popp'd out. 

And danc'd in and out in an endless throng ; 
A sly old rat, with whisker'd snout» 

And toad on his head, did squat demure;.-^ 
There never was such an extravagant rout 

From that to the present time; I'm sure. 

Yet the good. Ice 

A thing with homy eyes was there, 

Witn homy eyes, just like the dead ? 
While fish-bones grew, instead of hair, 

Upon ite bald aad skinless head. 
Last came an imp — ^how unlike the rest— 

A lovely-looking female fbrm, — 
And, wiiiist with a whisper his cheek she ptcaa'dy 

Her lips felt downy, soft, and warm ; 
As over his shoulden she bent the light 

Of her brilliant eyes upon his page. 
Soon fiil'd his sonl with mild delight. 

And the good old chap forgot Us age. 
And the good SI. Anthony bogsled hU ey«a 

So ffldddy o'er hi» old black book ; 
Ho I no I at the comen they *gan to rise. 

And he couldn't choose but have a look. 

There are many devils that walk this worii^ 

Devils so meagre and devila so stout; 
Dtrlls that go ^ih theb tails uncurl'd. 

Devils witii horns and devfls without ; 
Serious devils, laufffaing devils. 

Devils black, and devils white. 
Devils uncouth, devils fsr revels, 

i^vils meek, and devfls polite ; 
Devils with feathers, devils with scalsSf 

Devils writh blue and warty skins, 
Devils with claws like iron nails. 

Devils with fishes' gills and fins. 
Devils foolish, devils wise, 

Devfls threat, aad devils small j— 
But a laughing woman, with two bright 

Proves to be the worst devU of alk 
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Attdanttfio, 


THE LAND C THE LEAL. 

The Poetry by Robert Bwns. 


f 7ffr-^=^^?^ ^ 




I'm wear - in' a - -wa', Jean, Like snaw when it's thaw, Jean ; I'm wear-in' a- 



^PTT r ' nTtt=^^ 


wa* To the land o* the leal: There's nae sor-row there, Jean ; There's nae caold nor 


care, Jean; The day is aye fidr In the land o' the leal. 



Ye were aye leal and tme, Jean,— 
Your task's ended now, Jean, 
And I'll wdeome you 

To the land o' the leaL 
Our bonny bairn's thov, Jean,-^ 
She was bsith sniid and fair, Jean ;- 
And we grndc'd her right sair 

To the land o* the leal. 


Then dry that tearfd' e'e, Jean,- 
My soul langs to be free, Jean, 
And angels wait on me 

To the land o' the leal. 
Now, fare ye well, my ain Jean,< 
This warld's care is vain, Jean ;- 
We'll meet, and aye be fUn, 

Inthelando'theleaL 


AnAmU, 


THE LAST WORDS OF MARMIONT 

The Poetry by Sir WaiUr de* •• 


H JL iltl»H*tfr« 


The war that for a space did fsil. Now tre-blythund'ring,tre-blythund'ring, 



FM li' iiu^ m 


svell'd the gale. And Stanley was the cry, And Stan-ley was the cry. A light on Mar-mlon's 



Tis-age spread. And fir'd his glar-ing eye ; With dy - ing hand a - boye his 


m ^^F ^Ttr-m 




head, He shook the fhig-ment of his blade, And shouted, shont-ed ' VIe-to-ry 1' And 


^ 


^^ 



shout-ed, shoat>ed * Vic > to - ry I Charge, Ches-ter, charge I On, Staoley, on I' Were the 

if I I .1 ^ fc I I it '^ 



last words of Mar-mi>on; ' Charse, Cheiter, charge! On, Stan-ley, onl'WeretiM 



^^ii'ii^.J^'i 


last WQtdi of Marmioa, Were thit last, the last 


words of Maimkm. 
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^ 


THE BEAUTIFUL BOY. 


AUtgr*. 


It wu Sn the 



Sn the ivin - ter, 'boat six in the mom, When I, U - tie in - no-oent 



Iru j-(H-JH^ 


crefttore, wu bom; There were doe-tor and nnne, and a great ma - ny more, But none of 


them taw raeh a ba-by before: "Aey ail swore I wu like my pa -pal — OI And there is 


|^£M^lf^ ^J'J'^f i ^r ricr J'J'J^ 


the nose of ma-ma 1 With a few al-ter-ations — O la I we'll make him a bean-ti-ftil boy ! 


* To make him a beanty,' cried out Mrs. Sneer, 
' We'U be troubled, unless the child has a sweet leer ;' 
Then, to give me this leer Mrs. Glaxier arose, 
And a piece of red putty stuck bang on my nose. 
TUs made me wink and blink so, 
The ladies knew not what to think, 1 
At last it turn'd into a squint, so- 
All to make me a beautiM boy. 

To make me aceomplish'd, they said, I wanted one 

thing — 
My mouth was too small for the dear child to sing: 
Then to lug it and stretch it they all of them tried. 
Till they stretch*d my sweet mouth near half a yard 
wide, — 

Crying, * Pull away now, Mrs. Ryder — 

It must be a UtUe bit wider !' 

My dear mouth they split nretty nigh, sir, 

All to make me a l>eautifiil boy. 

Now, being complete, I was next sent to school, 
And to showoff my make was stuck on a high stool : 
When the children went home, they eried out with 
surprise. 


' We've a new boy at school with suchbeautiftd eyaai 
He can look any way so handy! 
Such a mouth he has got to suck candy, 
And his legs are so preciously bandy, 
They call him the beautilul boy !' 

T'other day I was ask'd in the city to dine; 
The ladies, in raptures, all thought me diviae i 
And all, when ooserring my elegant grace. 
Neglected their dinners to gaie on my flsee« 

They cried,—* I shall faint with surprise I 

No gas-light can equal his eyes I 

And such a sweet mouth for minrf) piw 

O dear ! what a beautiftd boy I' 

Now, ladies, beware of Love's powerftil darts. 
For fearftil I am I shall steal all your heartsi 
And then, sweet dear little creatures, youll iMht 
And doat on my charms, till you'll languish and oiM 

For you know I can't marry you all, 

But believe me, whenever you call, . 

My endeavours will be to please aU, 

Although such a beaiHliftil boy. 


a 


AitduHle* 


LOVE SMILES OUR CARES AWAY. 

Poetry by J. F. Kingston ; the Music by A. Loder. 


f"'?: t ''-ftr r ^U' J J^uj^Trrr 


O ! how sweet - ly love 



smiles our cares a - way I 


zprpT^'j^ ^ 


Tfant Mh 



fleet - ly move 



5 


P^~t^ 


'neath his glad - some sway : 


Hours but mo - 


3^3ig 


prove, — years a pass - ing day 


1 how sweet-ly love snmes our 



# 4; = F ^:= £ it p^==H-r^^^ 


cares a - way I O : how sweet - \j love 

O 1 when, brightly, love 

Gilds the social ray. 
Then how light we move 

O'er life's rugged wa^ 


smiles our cares a - wayl 

Toils and duties prove 

Games of school-boy play :— 
Ol how sweetly love 

Smiles oar cares awav I 


If 
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THE SUN. 

The Poetry by P. W. N. Baylev ; jtbe Music by John Bamet. 
AUegntto Vhaees 


p4HrU^U fRi f \ rr-ni7i^^±f4i 


Ht shineA out -with the bretk, the bretk of dmy, And f weepeth the nig^ht a • 


f l T .i|i' l i|i li T ' N ^ ^ ^ 



my, a - way : O-ver the moun-tain and o-tbt the sea. He fling-eth hie gleams of 



mr^Tf;r^ 



biA«Jiaa-ey, Aad 4te wa-4en ihiM, aad the earth looks bright, Ae Us steeds bound 


f^-^^i^-^ \ i^\ f^^^^^:^ ^ 


o - ver thehr path of lig^t. As his steeds bound o - ver their path of 



-m^im-^-f\ 


light; He shio-ethont with the break of day, And sweepeth the night a - way, a-way; He 


^EN-& ti^ ^^-^^^ 




shioetii out wifehihe break of dayi And sweep-eth the night a-way, a -way, a - 



-rT-r i J.iiJr i ^'f f. ^^^ N^r=H= i^^ iB 


way, a - way, 


a - way, a - way, lie sweepeth the night a - way. 


He leaveth gold (m 4he noondaiy flower, 
When zephyr sings in his scented bower ; 
And saileth over a thousand elouds, 
That would eover his splendour with fleecy shrouds. 
Till they weep at the warmlfch of his flery slow, 
And the green grass drinketh their tears below^ 

Ha shineth out, &e. 


His last beams en the blue waves play, 
As their radiance dyeth away ; 
And his tir'd steeds lay down to rest 
In the crimson bed of the curtain'd west. 
Till the silver moon comes out alone, 
To smUe from the east on their glory gone. 

His last beams, &c. 


MY OLD WIFE. 

Tlie Poetry by Jonas B. Phillips, Esq. ; the Music by Henry Russell.— Published in Davidson*s 

Cheap and Uniform Edition of his Compositions. 
ModeraU csn Stpr^. ,. 



Old Time has dimm'd the lus-tre of her eyes that brightly shone, And her voice kas lost the 


g^ 



sweetness of its f^-hood*s sU-v'ry tone ; But her heart is still as eheer-ful as in 


f ^^ JlJ= j^ hH TjJX|_ g:^ ^^i 


cv-hrdaysof ttb, And as fond-ty as I pris'd mv bride, I love my dear old wiis. | 


s 
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When the spring of life was In its bloom, and hope 
l^ave seat to yonth, [of trntn ; 

Wf 1^ the aacred altar stood, and plighted tows 

And rinodtllMi^hchangefiil yean haTepaaa'dfirith 
joy* and sorrows nfe, [wife. 

Yet netar did i see a change in her, my go<M old 

Ber gentle hnre my eares hath soothed, her smiles 

each joy enhanc'd, [admnc'd ; 

As fondly through progressive years together we've 


Though calmly now the current flows, we*va known 

misfortnne's strife, [old wife. 

Yet ever did she cheer my woes, my feithftil, fbnd 

And ever since that joyous day I Us^d her ns my 
bride, Easy^iide ; 

In joy qr sorrow, calm or storm, I'fe Anrnd her Mk. 

And when the summons from above shall dosedm 
scene of life, [old wife. 

May I be call'd to rest with thee, my good, my dear 


O! OFT ITS BEEN MY HAPPY LOT. 

ABegn Modtralo, 



01 oftifs beenmy hap-py lot Togaxeon pret-tier fe-ees, Tet, seen but •nee, ihef 



were fer-got. Their sparkling smiles and gra-ces;And ne-veryet, in thoseligfat days, When 


|« t ■ f, c f. [fHt-M^ Ijg'ji 



eyes like stars flew o'er me, Did I e'er view sooh shining rays As those I see bs • flare 


O ! look on Rosa's beaming eye, — 

She looks like love's own sister ; 
Her Up retains that mby dye 

It had when flrst I kiss'd her. 
OI should the day-star witk'rittg idnk. 

And darkness swift come o'er me, 
I should not mSss it much, I thlnlL, 

With eyes like those belore me. 

Ton little rosy iBBUg^iing gid. 
With cheek aU smooth and slowiDg, 

And raven hair in many a cur( 
Ad0wn her ahoulden ilowing,-^ 


Her eyes they sparkle warm and bright, 
I feel each glimee steal o'er me |— 

1 daj might change to endless night. 
With eyes like those bcfere 


But the brightest eves Unft ever )pet 

lit up a cheek all smiWng» 
Were her's, — which I can M^'erfmget, 

Ko loveiily beguiling I 
A jriaace destroys the grief and gloem 

That sometimes hoven o'er me ; 
And woes, though deep, will flnd a tomb. 

With eyes like those before me. 


QUEEN CATHARINE'S DEATH-BED. 

The Poetry by George Sonne, A. B. ; the Musle by Edward J. Loder. — Published by Davidson. 
[ndamte SempUee* 



jul^'.J' J'-^-r^ f. fifc i 


Dost ask me how I am to - night ? 1 mar - vel • lous - ly well I My 


pains are o'er, my spi - rit feels more bless*d than I can tell ; Yet in vQ90 


^'vi\i t r+H^TJ' J^ J I /■. .^ 


ears ring, low and dear, in mine can ring, low and dear, Ld - fat • byl 





Lul-la . byl 


Lul-la-by! - 


4o eweet a calm is o'er me now, 
Such gentie fandes spring, 

I oouM not, if I would, be wrath 
With any liviog thing ; 

For In mine ears, &c. 


And yet, upon this hour of peaee, 
A troubled thought will creep ;- 

I fliink upon my babe, and then 
I cannot choose but weep : 
And in mitte ears, &o. 


^uSC 


K 
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O! THE MARRIAGE. 

Mih Mttod;.— Tlw Poetry by Thomas Dairis.— PobUahed in Dvgft Spirit at the ITaUoo. 
jWtgn. 

h 



n !■ r ;■ rjmi - J' i r 1 1 j 



O I the mar-riage, the mar-riage, with love and mo bhoa-ehail* for me 1 The la-dies that 



rUb in a car-riage Might en - vy my mar-riage to me : For Eoghanf ia itnigfat as a 



tow-er, And ten-der and lor.ing and true: He told me more lore in an hour Than iha 



*sq[iiires of the coon-try could do. Then, oh ! the mar-riage, the mar-riage, With lore and mo* 


m^H /■ ; ;■ } ;■ ^-=ni^i' 1 1 ;■ j. j_i 


hhna-chail for - me I The la- dies that ride In a ear-riage Might en-vy my mar-riage to me. 


His hair Is a shower of soft gold — 

His eye is as dear as the day — 
His conscience and vote W9re unsold 

When others were carried away-^ 
His word is at good as an oath. 

And freely 'twas given to me — 
Oh! sure 'twill be happy for both 

The day of our marriage to see. 

Then, O I the marriage, &e« 

Wm kinsmen are honest and kind, 
The neighbours think much of his skill, 

And Eoghan's the lad to my mind, 
Though he owns neither castle nor mill ; 

* My boy. 


But he has a tilloch of land, 
A horse, and a stocking of coin, 

A foot for the dance, and a hand 
In the cause of his country to join. 

Then, O I the marriage, &e. 

We meet in the maricet and fUr — 

We meet in the morning and night— 
He sits on the half of my diair, 

And my people are wUd with delight. 
Tet I long through the winter to skim, 

Tliough Eoghan longs more, I can see | 
When I will be marri^ to him, 

And he will be married to me. 

Then, O ! the marriage, &e. 
t Tolgo, Owen. 


I'LL THINK UPON THEE. 


iinifflft/fi 



In the lone hour of life, when no plea • sure b smil - ing, 


pros-pect of bUss can fore< 


^^=^ff^^^^ ^ ^^MJ^^^ 


No friend my fond heart of its sor-row be-guU-ing, O I 


^ ^^^[^.MSS^E^^^^ i 


then, dear E-li-za, then, dearE-li-sa, Oh then, dear E-li-aa, I'll think up -on thee I 

When the gay Toioe of pleasure, dispersing my 'Mid the briirht scenes of mirth, In the moments 
saitaciM. of gladness. 

Til the eirde of frleadshlp my summons shall be, 1 then, dear Elisa, I'll think upon thee t 
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DEAR LAND. 

Irish Mdody ; the Poetry by Sliabh CniUnn.^Pablished in Duffy's * Spirit of the NatSon.' 
L^rghetto, 


^A 1 1 j ,] I J ■ J' J J =m^n~ij-n'^ 


Whea eomes th« day, all hearts to weigh, If staunch they 



Tile, Shall we for - get the n-cred debt We owe our mo-ther isle? Mr 


Shall we 


m'tiWn 



for - get the 


^fe^ 


na-tiTO heath is brown beneath, My na - tive wa • ters blue ; But crim-soa red o'er 

i 



am false to you, dear land, Ere 


false to 


you* 


When I behold your mountains bold^ 

Your noble Isikes and streams— 
A mingled tide of grief and pride 

Within my bosom teems. 
I think of aU your long dark thrall — 

Your martyrs brave and true ; ^ 

And dash apart the tears that start— 

We must not weep for you, 

Dearland^ 

We must not weep for you. 

My grandrire died, his home beside ; 

They seized and hang'd him there ; 
His only crime, in eril time. 

Your hallow*d green to wear. 
Across the main bis brothers twain 

Were sent to pine and rue ; 
And still they tum'd, with hearts that bum'd, 

In hopeless love to you. 

Dear land— 

In hopeless love to you. 


My boyish ear still dung to hear 

Of Erin's pride of Tore» 
Ere Norman foot haa dar'd pollute 

Her independent shore ; 
Of chiefs, long dead, who rose to head 

Some gallant patriot few. 
Till all my aim on earth became 

To strike one blow for yon, 

Dear land — 

To strike one blow for you. 

What path is best your rights to wrest 
Lrt other heads dirine ; 

By work or word, with voice or sword. 
To follow them be mine. 

The breast that zeal and hatred sted 
No terrors can subdue : 

If death should come, that martyrdom 
Were sweet, endur'd for you. 

Dear land- 
Were sweety endur'd ftir you. 


Andante. 


SHEPHERDS, I HAVE LOST MY LOYE. 


^Vt#^^3feJN J rtJi''4f=fi 



ShepherdSy I have lost my lore : Have you leen my An-na, Pride of ev - ry 



H^.i'iiW^ . 


i 



dm-dy grove. Up - on the banks of Ban-na ? I for her my home for-sook. Near yon 



frr^ 


^^m 


mte-ty mountain Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, Green-wood, shade, and foun-tala. 

Never shall I see thee more Whither has my charmer flown ? 

Until her retmming : Shepherds, teU me, wUther r — 

* h I woe for me, perhaps she's go 


AU the joys of life are o'er, 
Ftam ipadness chang'd to mourning. 


Ahl 
Vbr ever and for ever 


gOlM 


iM 
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WOULD I WERE, SWEET BIRD, LIKE THEE. 

Pjoetry by 'G. Soane, A.B.— to the Mnsio of * AUea TheUe/ in Flotow's Opera of * Stradelbu' 

Pabliihed liy DayidsoD. 
Andante am motn. 


pi JTXm 


^^^^p 



Would I were, tweet bird, like thee, Ca-rol-iskgfrom yon-der tree, Light of heart, and 



^^p^^^^S 


free to do What thy fon-cy tempts thee to, Thy fan 


ey tempts thee to ; 


1^ J p r f ^TT&^ti^^^^-^ j^ ^ 


Sail - ii^ BOW vp- on tiie wing, Through the a - zure Mde of Spring, Now « - midst the 


^^^^^^^m 



w& 


of lore. Ah 1 


Would I were, sweet bird like, thee, Ca - rol - ng flrom yon 
Auimato, T"^ 




light of heart, and free to do What thy £sn - ey, thy ftn - cy tempts thee to. 

When thy little life is o'er. 


ii 


What a life, sweet bird, is thine ! 
Oh 1 so little like to mine 1 
Broken hopes, and doubts, and fear, 
Griefs that may not meet the ear. 
Tears that would, but may not flow, — 
These are things thou canst not know ; 
None can bid thee love or hate ; 
Tlioa canst choose thy happy mate. 

Ah ! would I were, \e. 


And thy song is heard no more. 
Night her dewy tears sliall weep 
O'er thy everlasting sleep, 
And the leaves shall be thy shroud, 
While the winds are piping load. 
Torn by winter from the bou^. 
Where thou lov'st to warble now. 

Ah I would I were, &e* 


r\r\^^ « •\ ^ . 


Jtfodmi/o. 


THE IRISH JOINER. 

The Words by J. Lunn, Esq.— The Music by J. Blewitt. 



I'm « Join-er by trade, and O'Chis-el's my name ; From tiie sod, to make aha-vings and 



sfJhqffk, Tor my own chest of tools And my shop were a col-lege of lam - ing ; — For, by 



S^gSfEgg^ 


I cut - ting, oon-tri - ving, and bor-ing, and dri-ving. Each larned pro-fesaion gains bread. Oh I they're 
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to sue - ceed, if they on - ly take heed To strike the right nail on the heaiL 

^ J J e ilT=-f-f-5-r- 


P 


mg^ptJ 



Vl/ 



Whacky whack, hub-hnb-boo gra-ma-chree; All the dons in the na - tion are join- en* like me. 


The lawyers, like earpeaters, work on « beach, 
And their trade's Jnst thesame asmy own to an inch ; 
For elieDts, whenever they dive in it, 

Soon find their cash taSl, 

For the law's a big nail, 
And the 'toraeys are hammers for driring it. 

Then, by cutting, &c. 

The doctor a big chest of tools carries out, 

And eots, saws, and hacks his poor patients abont, 

Just as I would a plank or a scantling ; 

And it's all one to him 

If he lops off a limb, 
Or takes out an oold tooth «r young banliing. 

For, by cutting, &c. 

Then each Sunday, at church, by the parson we're toold, 
By Une, square, imd compass our actions to mould, 
And at joiaing himself the right sort is ; 


- For ha pins man and wife 
Together for life, 
Just as firm as a tenon and mortice. 

So, by cutting, &e. 

And the heroes that sarre in oor army and bUm, 
Whenthey'refightingoarbattlea, aseaUfarothereUpa^ 
So entirely our trades are accordincs 

For, with tools of sharp steel, 

Soldiers cut a great deal, 
And the tars are nate workmen at boarding. 

So, by caMing, &e. 

like joiners, work best when they've plenty of brads: 

Each projector's a great undertidcer ; 
And, to dench «p the whcdA, 
Our good ttueea, Uess Imr soul 1 

Is an eleg^mt cabinet maker 1 "Spj by cutting;! tau 


THE WELCOME. 

Irish M4ody.-4rhe Usetiir by ILomM Datk.— Publiahed in Dole's Spirit of the Nation. 
AU$gro» 


i''\\ ;■ » f. t-^^|g^; t t f. 4-^ ^^ 


Come in tiie er'nlng, or come in the mom - ing, Come when you're look'd for, or come vnth - out 


f^rr^ c c iz^zpii^^^^^i^olXTg 


I 


wam-ing, Kis- ses and wd-oome you'll find here be-fore you. And the oft*-ner you come here, tha 


^hrr^ J iut^^^^rrrr^ 


more 111 a • dore you. Light b my heart since the day we were plight • ed. 


^.'" £ J ^ J: J. : iWT^:±44^i^}^^ 


> Red is my cheek that they told me was blight - ed, The green of the trees looks far 
gften-er than er - er, And the Un • nets are sing - ing, * True lov - ers, don't ser-er I' 


IllpuHyou sweetfiowers towear if you choose them. 
Or, after yon'^e kiasM them, they'fi He on my baeom; 
I'll fSotdifrom the mountaui its Vseeae to inspfare you, 
111 fetch from my fancy a tale that wont tire you. 
OhI your step's Hke the rain to the summer-^eK'd 

fkrmer. 
Or sabre and shidd to a k n i ght wit h out armour i^ 
I'll sing you sweet songs tiU the stars rise above me. 
Then, wandering, I'll msh you, in silence, tolove me. 

We'll look throogb the trees at the diff and the eyrie. 
We'll tread round the rath on the track of the fsiry , 
We'll look on the stars, and we'll list to the river. 
Till you askof yourdarllngwhat gift you can give her. 
Ohl she'll whisper you, *Love aa unchangeably 
beaming,' 


And trust, when in secret, most tunefully streamii^ 
Tn the starlieht of heaven above us shall quiver. 
As our souls fiow in one down eternity's river. 

So come in the evening, or come in the morning. 
Come when you're look'd for, or come withoutwam- 

ingi— 
Kisses and welcome youll find here before you. 
And the oftener you come here the more I'B adeie 

you I 
Light is my heart since the day we were plichted, 
Red.is my cheek that they told me was Uighted ; 
Tuc gifeu of the trees looks ftnr greener timn eve^ 
And the linnets are ringing, * True knveti^ dvi*! 


-*.- ( 
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DEEP IN THE ABRUZZI. 

Poetry by George Soaae, A.B. ; Music from Flotow\ Opera of StradeUa. — Published by Dayidson* 


P4^-^ 




Deep in the A - bruz - zi There Inrks, in the shade, The ban-dit who watches, 


^^^^^P 


i^;=n=fl 


and plaoder his trade : Hush, hush 1 Still there ! Look out I Beware I When traT*Uera are 



FtTtt^^^^^^^^^^^^^T T ^^ F^^^^ 


waa-ryaadlin-ger be>hlnd, AH tir'd, of their gold -bafn to case them is kind. IVa, 



la la la la la la la la la la la! 



^-J 4iTJ^^ 


Yet with robbers d^rells com- 




p«s - rion ; If they're bad, they might be worse : They will no - thing take from 


^i^^^^^ 


Bg^^mg 


peo - pie 


who have 


no - thing in 


the purse* The world, with 


i .N r II . f^in =^^^ ^f =M?¥i=^ ^^ 


all its fkults and woes, Is not so bad as some sup-pose; Hie world, with 


^[^f^^ ^ ^ 


5^ 


V 


^ 


t=±: 


m 


all its fknlts and woes. Is not so bad as some 


sup - pose. 


There oomcs a w ay f ar er—* Holloa! who art thou* 
A man much like others ; no better, I tow. 
Like you, I, too, steal, and cry stand ! 
From night I steal often its sleep and its dreams ; 
From day rob, by sleeping, its brightest of beams. 
Tra, la la la U la la la la la la la ! 


Friends, like you, I've oft compassion; 
1 am not the worst of men ; 
And, when kisses I've been stealing, 
I still give them back again. 

The world, &e* 


Modtf ato. 


^H-rt i^ £flJ^ 


THE GARLAND OF LOVE. 

Composed by Hook. 

0SI 


r^ ^H-^^^^ 


How sweet are the flow-ers that grow by yon fountain, And sweet are the cowslips that 


^^^ ^gg pj ^^-y-rfJlFu ^ ^} 


r 


spangle the grove, And sweet is the bree»» that blows o - Ter the monn-tain ; But 

ifr" ■ P -■ P-\ — L. — r r— ^- H^>J* r ' P ■ dt 


tF^ij^^^^^ 



Rweet.er by for Is the lad that I love:— I'll weave a gay gar -land, a 
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#j^ ' i; r j-^^=r^fe^T^-^4V^ 


fresh blow - ing gar-land, With li - lies and ro - ses, and sweet bloom-ing po-iies ; I'U 


fWf^^T^^J^^ 


weave a gay gar-land, a fresh blow-ing gar - land, With 11 - lies and ro - sea, and 

ad IOk espret. 


ji ;t J j-^ft4'i I r nr: r n 


sweet bLooming po - sies, To give to the lad my heart tells me I lore. 

It was down in the nde where the sweet Torxa I own'd what I fdt— all my passion eonilding, 
gliding, [growtf To ease the fond sighs of the lad that I love. 


In mnrmaring stream ripples throngh the dark 


Then I'll weate, &c. 


THE MEMORY OF THE DEAD. 

Published in Dnify' s ' Spirit of the Nation.* 



Who fears to speak of Nine - ty-Eight 


name? When 


^^:t=p=^ti^^^^^i-i J . jfjT^iffl^ 


oow-ards mock the pa - tri - ot*s fate, Who hahgs his head for shame? He's all a 


IVf. i r'^i UrTiM 


SSZL 


pp 


knaTe, or half a slave, Who slights his cooa - try thns ; But a 


true 



man, like 



J. J' J. JiJ.nif ^ 



fill yoor glass with us. 


He's all a knave, or half a slave, Who 


TTtr^j'i^r^ij.^^ 


slights his country thus; But a true man, like you, man, Will fill your glass with us. 


We drink the memory of the brave, 

The faithful and the few, — 
Some lie far off beyond the wave — 

Some sleep la Ireland, too 4 
All, all are gone — but still lives on 

The fame of those who died^ 
All true men, like you, men. 

Remember them with pride. 

Some on the shores of distant lands 

'Their weary hearts have laid. 
And by the stranger's heedless hands 

Their lonely graves were made ; 
Sut, though their clay be far away, 

Beyond the Atlantic foam — 
lb true men, like you, men, 

Their spirit's stul at home. 

The dust of some b Irish earth, — 
Among their own they rest ; 

And the same land that gave them birth 
Has eaught them to l^r breast ; 


And we vrill pray that firom their day 

Full many a race may start 
Of true men, like you, men, 

To act as brave a part. 

They rose in dark and evil days, 

To rijght their native land ; 
They kindled here a living blaze 

That nothing shall withstand. 
Alas I that Might can vanquish Right — 
. They fell and pass'd away ; 
But true men, like you, men, 

Are plenty here to-dsy. 

Then here's their memory^may it be 

For us a guiding light. 
To cheer our strife for liberty. 

And teach us to unite I 
Through good and ill, be Ireland's still. 

Though sad as theirs your ftte i 
And true men be you, men. 

Like those of Ninety-Eight. 


15— "^Mwf. 
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THE CORK LEG. 


Mmkrato. 



^J-Aj^-J^l ^i ^^^ 


▲ tale I'll Ull von with-out a - ny flam: In Hol4aad there dwelt Myn-beerVoa Clam, Who 



- Te - ry morn - ing sflld» ' I ui The rkh - est mer - dwit in Hot - ter - danu' M 



too 


ril IM nil too la too» iDOimllMliinl, rftoolbolat U. 


One day he had itofT'd as full as an egg, 
When a poor relation came to beg ; 
Bnt he udL*d him out -without broaching a keg» 
And in kicking him out he broke his own leg. 

Ri too ral, loo ral, &c. 

A surgeon, the first in his vocation, 
C-ame an^ made a long oratioik ;— > 
He wanted a trab for anatomization, 
So finished tba job by amputation. 

Ri too nil, loo ral, &c 

Said Mynheer, when heM done his work, 

By yotr knlfH I lose one fbrk ; 
Bnt tq^cm crnfehes I'll never stalk, 
Vbr VU hflve s beantifttl leg of eerie.' 

Ri too ral, loo ral, &e. 

Av artist in Rotterdam, 'twould seem. 
Had made cork legs his study and theme : 
^aeh joint was as strong as an iron beaa, 
the sprinss a compound of clockwork and steam. 

Ri too ral, loo ral, &c« 

The leg watf made and fitted right. 
Inspection the artist did invite ; 
llie fine shape gBTB Mynheer del^ht, 
And he fiz'd it on and screw'd it €ght. 

Ri too ral, loo ral, &e. 

He wdk'd through smnres and past each shop. 
Of speed he went at the very top t 
Sadr step he took with a bound and a hop, 
Till he found his leg he couldn't stop. 

Ri too ral, loo ral, fite* 


Horror and fright were in his faee, 
The neighbours thought he was running a 
He dunff to a post to stay his pace. 
But the leg remorseless kept up the ehase. 

Ri too nil, loo ral, &c. 

Then he call'd to some men with all his might, 
' Oh, stop me, or I'm murdered quite I' 
But, though they heard him aid iuTlte, 
He in less than a minute was out of sight. 

Ri too ral, loo ral, &e. 

He ran o'er hiU, and dale, and plain ; 
To ease his weary bones, he fain 
Did throw himself down, but all in vain,— 
The leg got up, and was oif again. 

Ri too ral, loo ral, &e. 

He walked of days and nights a score. 
Of Europe he had made the tour ; 
He died, — but, tiioufj^ Im was no more. 
The leg walked on the same as before. 

Ri too ral, loo ral, &e. 

In Holland sometimes he comes in sight, 
A dceleton cm m eork leg tight ;— 
No cash Ad the artist's skSl requite. 
He never was psid — and it sarv'd him right I 

Ri too ral, loo ral, fte. 

My tale I've told both plain and free 
Of ths ridmt merchant that could b 
ynm never was buried though dead, ye see. 
And I haTO been singing his L B 6. 

Ri too ral, loo ral, &c 


t 1 


THE STEAM ARM. 

To the Tune of *The Coik Leg.* 


Ob I wonders sure will ncfer ecase. 
While works of art do so increase- 
No matter whether in war or peaee. 
Men can do whatever ttieypl«we. 

Ri too ral, loo rely ece. 

A curious tale I'm gofag to unfcU 

T6 all of you, as I am told. 

About a soldier stout and bold, 

Whose wife, 'tis said, was an arrant scold. 

^u»m> Ri too ral, loo ral, &• 

At Waterioo ho lost aa arm, 
Which gave Mm pain and great alarm; 
But he soon got weU, and grew Q^te calm. 
For a shilling a day was a sort of balm. 

Ri too ral, loo ral, «BC 


The story goes on, that er'ry Toi^ 
His wife would bang him, left and right; 
So he determin'd, out of spite. 
To huTS an arm, cost what it might. 

Ri too ral, loo ral, &6. 


He went at once, strange It mny ■««», 
To have one mads to work by steam; 
For a ray of hope began to gleam, 
That force of arms would win her esteem. 

Ri too ral, loo ral, &«• 

The limb was finished, and fixed unto 
His stump of a shoulder, neat and true j 
You'd have thought it there bv natare grew. 
For it stuck to Its place as tight as glue. 

Ri too sal, loo ral, tei 


IMS 


T^ 
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Ha started home, and knockM at the door,-— 
His irife her abuse began to pour ; 
He tom'd a small peg, and before 
He'd time to think, ^e fell on the floor. 

Ri too ral, k>o ral, &c 


With polieemen soon the place was flH'd, 
But every one he nearly loll'd ; 
For the soldier's arm tiad been so driU'd, 
That once in action it couldn't be stillM. 

Ri too ral, loo ral, &c. 

They took hfan at once before the mayor, 
His arm kept moving aU the while there ; 
The major cried, ' Shake your fist, if you dare 1' 
When the steam arm knock'd him out of his chair. 

Bi too iml, loo ral, &c« 

This rais'd in court a Ut of adamour, 
The arm goin* like an auetiotteer's hammer : 
It fell in weiffht like a pavior's rammer, 
And many with fear began to stammer. 

El too ral, loo nlf &c. 


He was lock'd in a cell, from doing 
To satis^ those who had still a qualm ; 
When, aU at once, they had an marm, — 
Down fell the waUs, and oat popp'd tike i 

Ri too ral, loo ral. Ice. 


He soon escaped and readt'd 
And knock'd by iteam-nq^ half a score ; 
But, as the arm in power grew more and more, 
Bricks, mortar, ana wood soon strew'd the floor* 

Ri too ral, loo ral, &c. 

Wiih eagemese he stepp'd oyer each chair, 
Popp'd uto fho Toomr--his w^ was there : 
' O, oome to my arms 1' she cried, * my dear ;' 
When his steamer smash'd the crockery-ware. 

Ritoo ral, loo ral« Itc 

He left Us house at length outright, 
And wanders about just like a sprite ; 
For he can't get sleep, either day or night, 
And his arm keeps moving with two-horse nflglit. 

Ri too nl, loo ral, flUb 


THE MOMENT AURORA PEEFD INTO MT ROOM. 

By Charles Dibdim. 


FlWIStr • 


The mo-ment Au - ro - ra peep'd in - to my room, I put on my clothes, and I 



call'd lor my groom; And my head, heav -. y yti firom the fumes of last 


p ^r -^ i I fhr^-H'ij > J'J ^N s 


night, Took a good glass of bran - dy 


to set all things right t And 


fr r r-u^g ^# = fi4^t=£= to= E ^ 


now we're well sad - died, Daah, Dap - pie, and Grey, Who seem'd long - ing to 


^H^ : tNf# II j J' ji i i^^uj' jMr 1 


bear the glad sound, hark a - way ! hark a - way I 


^^ JS^^^ ILJLIL 


hark a - way I 


Who seem'd long - lug to hear the |^ sound, hark 


a - 


I 


Will Whistle by this had uncoupled his hounds. 
Whose ecstasy nothing could keep within bounds ; 
Ftnt forward came Jowler, then Scentwell, then 

Snare,— 
Three better staandi hkrriers ne'er started a bars ; 
Then SweetUps, then Driver, then Staunch, and 

thenTray,^ 
All ready to open at— Hsrk I hark away. 

Twas now Vy the dock about five in the morn, 
And we all gallop'd off to the sound of the horn : 
Jack Gater, Bill Babbler, and Dick at the Gun, 
And oy this time the merry Tom Fairplay made one; 
Who, while we were jogging on, blithsome and gay. 
Song a loog.and the chorus was — Hark I hark away. 


And nofw Jemmy Lurcher had ev'ry bush beat, 
And no signs of madam, or trace of her feet ; 
Nay, we just had begun our hard Ibrtnne to 

curse, 
When all of a sndiJen out starts Mlrtisst Puss t— 
Men, horses, and dogs, all the glad eal dbey, 
And echo was heard to try— Harie 1 Imrk away. 

The chase was a fine one : she took o'er the plain. 
Which she doubledt and doubled^ and doubled 

again; 
nU at last she to cover retum'd out of breath, 
Where I and Win Whistle were in at Che death:— 
Then in triumph for yon I the hare did display, 
Anderiedtothehorns, 'Myboys, hark ! harkai 
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AUigro Moderaio. 


WE'RE A' NODDIN'. 

As rang liy Mr. WUboh. 



And ire*re a* nod-din* ynid,nid,noddin*, And we're a' noddln' at our house at hame. Gnde 



e'en to ye, Kfan-mer, And are ye a-lane ? O, come and see how blythe are we, Tor 

i — ^ 



Jam-ie he's eome hame; And 01 but he's been lang a-wa', And 01 my heart was 



J'l Li 

sair, As I sob -bed out a 


lang fare- weel — Bf ay-be to meet nae mair. Noo we're 

Rgpeut f 



a' nod-din*, nid, nid, nod-din', And we*re a* nod-din', at our house at hame. 


1 sair hae I fought— 

Ear' and late did I toil, 
My baimies for to feed and eleed : 

My comfort was their smile. 
When I thocht on Jamie fiur awa', 

An' 0* his love so fain, 
A bodin' thrill cam' through my heart — 

We'd maybe meet again. 

Noo we're a* noddin*, &e. 


When he knoddt at the dot r, 

I thocht I kenn'd the rap ; 
And ttttle Katie cried, 

' My daddie he's eome back t' 
A stoun gaed through my amioas heart 

As thochtfnlly I sat s 
I rais'd— I gas'd— lieU in his arms, 

And bursted out and grat. 

Noo we're a' noddin', &€• 


Modtrmto* 


THE MAID THAT TENDS THE GOATS. 

Seottiah Hdody, n mng by Mr. Wlbon. 


^ !! ?UJ ^ J>J^i^^l7-^ :±4^ 



Up amang yon cliffy rocks Sweetly rings the ris-ing e-cho, To the maid that tends the goats 



W J' f J'jyxp 


LUt-ing o'er her native notes. Hark, shesings, Young Sandy 'skind. Here's abroach,! ne'er shaUtine't 


|> ^ t4j=1 ^4 ^i^ J ;; J' l ^. i ^if ^ 


nil he's fiur4y mar-ried to me : Drive a-way, yc droaetiine. And bring a-bout our bridal-day. 


Sandy herds a flodc o' sheep ; 
Oftaa does he blaw the whistle, 
In a strain sae saftly sweet, 
Lammles list'ning darena bleat. 
He's as fleet's the mountain roe. 

Hardy as the highland heather. 
Wading through the winter snaw, 

Keepinff aye his flocks theglther ; 
But a pUud wi' bare houghs. 
Ha brmt the bleakeit norland blast* 


Brawly can he dance and sing 
Cantie glee or highland cronach ; 
Nana can ever match his fling 
At a red or round a ring ; — 
Wightly can he wield a rung ; — 

In a brawl he's aye the bangster t 
A' his praise can ne'er be sang 

By the langest-winded sangster. 
Sangs that nng o' Sandy 
Seem short, though they were e'er sae Imfw 
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THE DEATH OP TOM MOODY- 

CompoMd hj W. Shield. 



With ABlm«Uon. 


D^actedly. 


jiif f tiS-4jui \ I ii j II' ' |i 


Yon all knew Tom Moo-dy, the whip -per is* weU: The bell jut done 


p\ fWW ^^ I^I TjTi ij ni ;,J J ^j-l 


toQ-iiig waahoii-«it Tom*s knefa;— ▲ more • • • Ue eports-man ne'er 


^^^^^m 



fol - lowM • honndy Through a coon - try weU knOwn to him FIf-ty mOee 



^^ tf j-it-^ iJi^ 



roond, ThroQf^ a oonn • try well known to him FIf - ty milee ronnd. No 



hoond ei - er o - pen'd with Tom near the wood. Bat ha*d ehal - lerge the 


j» i ' r r n nr, -^ ^ fii| r J, f jjj^^ 


tone, andcovid tell if 'twas good; Loick ; Loick I And all with at - ten-tion wonld 



^xJW^ - ^ ^ ^^lz ftE-^ 


^ 


P 


ea - - ger. • - ly ,. marki When he cheered np the pack-— Hark ! to Roek-wood I hark t 


S 


hark I Whoop, whoop, whoop 1 Tal- ly-ho 1 TU4y-ho 1 Whoo 


pi And 



jxT^\ijimfr'i=4UM±M 




111 wMh at • - ten-tionwoald ea-ger-ly maric, Whenhecheer'dnpthepack— Haikl to 


m 


j =H-r f rir r s^p^ b i 


Rock- wood 1 hark 1 hark 1 Heighl Windhim 1 and eroai Uml Now, Rat-tier, boy I harki hark I 


Six crafty eartii-stoppert, in hvntCn* green dreea'd. 
Supported poor Tom to an earth made for rest ; 
His horse, which he stylM his * Old Soul,* next ap. 
pear'd, [rear'd. 

On whose forehead the brash of his last fox was 
WUp, cap, boots, and spurs in a trophy were bound. 
And nereand therefoUow*d an old straggling hound. 
Ahl no moreat hisvoioe yonder ^alesinfi tbeytrace; 
Nor the wrekin resound his ftrst burst in the chase, 
With High over. Now press him, TUly hoi &e. 


13 


TliusTomspoke hisfriends, erehegUTe up hisbreath : 
' Since I see yon're resolT'd to be in at the death,' 
One fovour bestow — 'tis the last I shall crave^— 
GiTC a rattling yiew-haUo thrice over my grave I 
And, unless at that warning 1 lift up my head. 
My boys, jrou mayfoirly ccmehide I am dead.' 
Honest Tom was obey'd, and the shout rent thg' 

slnr. 
For ev'ry voice join'd in the Tslly-ho cry I 
HariL forwardt High over, Tally hoi dtc 


.- I 
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Andantino, 


THE C50TTAGE OP LOVE. 

CompoMd by W. Reeve. 



Where m dns-lers xS» grape's p«r-ple blaah dedce the Tine, And na-tnreuid 



^Hfh P r fj C f:db^>^ 


4«rt Job tlie epori to ap - prove, Co>>teai and good- hu-uour ea - rap - tiir'd com 



kure, in the cot-tage of love, to ren - aer life bless'd in the eot-tage of lore. 

The caroto of springs rweetly somd on the ear ; — MUd autumn's response give ^ew life to the year, 
The glad voice of summer tlie lay shall improve. And winter seem spring in the rottage of io^. 



IN GRIEFS AND IN DANGERS. 

By Lemaa Rede, to MooirePs ilelodv. * The Last Rose of Summer.* 






In griefc and in dangers, At land and at sea, 'lilldst plea-snres an< 


strangen, My sool was with thae, Whilst thou with thy Un-drad, At 


home, Tanghtthy lan*ey to wan-der^ Tfiy wish • es to roam. 


wflee and at 

Whilst I snffer'd capture, 

Wrong'd, wounded, oppressed. 
Thy heart beat with raptura 

Tb NcthervQle's breast : 
In my wants and my sorrows, 

I feared thi u sheuld'st mourn ; 
And my hrart was distress'd, 

Lest thine should be torn 1 


Tho' false friends have decried thee, 

I ioin not thdr hate ; 
Tlio' the world may deride th««, 

I pity thy fate. 
I know thou hast wrong'd me, 

Wm ne'er be my own ; 
But I feel that 1 love thee. 

And love thee alone I 


THE RISING SUN. 

The Poetry by H. J. Sharpe; the Music by Henry Russell.— Published in Davidson's Cheap and 

Uniftnm Edition of Us Compositlotts. 
.Iforftfiofa. I ^ ^ 1 ^ 



stood. And Oie o- eean wash'd its base; A proa-peet broad and 



good The grate-ftil eye could trace ; Not a doud ob-scur'd the sky, The dawn was 


bririit and feirs Natura, shun-b'ring, seem'd to lie Un-ruf-fled by the air. 
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In the east the risfaig sun 

Diaplay'd his golden crest ; 
His daily race he had begun 

Toward the glowing west. 
0*er the waters of the deep 

His gttttMns rays he shed. 
While the spaAlin^ billows leap 

From out their liquid bed. 

See where bright Aurora twines 
Her tresses round her brow, 

As the ruffged lofty pines 
With adniratioa bow : 


Dewy mtets, in sportive play, 
Thteir gHtt'ring Teils- unfold ; 

Like happy spirits, flee away 
In tints of molten gold. 

Gentle zephyrs float around. 

And murm*ring surges meet. 
Blending their notes ^ sound 

In music ^ild and sweet. 
How the grateAil bosom bums 

With wonder and with love, 
As the soul in rapture turns 

To brighter scenes above* 


%»\^«^^^^\^^v/v^>w^'w>/>yw^ 


THE NEW SUB-MARINE TELEGRAPH. 

The Wocdi by H. J. Athol Wood.— Hm Mule written for Ob work by H. Wert. R. A. M. 


iFJvaes. 



^^^ 


sd-ence is so the rage. That *tis pun - ing the an-cients to pie • eos* Ar - chi- 



.-ne-dee they set down a flat; 1-keyNew.ton a sab-jeci tor chaff; Onee our 



N=H4#-H^W-^iKH-tt.Ht 


mo-derns have in-veat-ed, so pat, Hie New Sub-ma-rine Tel-e-graph! 


We*re to liave railroads to traverse the worid, 

Ship canals to the Bay of Panama ; 
Going, gone, and away you are whirl'd, 

*Mldst the ensines' loud pufllngand damour. 
Sueh eommon-piace stuff, I declare, 

A flt subject to make you all laugh ; 
Far I'm sure they are not to compare 

With the New Submarine telegraph ! 

Fol lol, &ee 

UMit travels Hke ttghtning, 'tis sakl, 

But I really think now we outdo it, 
Since this fem*d discovery 's made, 

By the aid of electric fluid. 
If a message to Turkey you'd send. 

By means of this unrivall'd power. 
You'd an answer get, yon may depend, 

To England sent back in an Imur. 

Follol,aEC. 

The flshes, I'm thinking, 'twill shock, 

When swimming at ease through the ooean, 
If perchance they should happen to knoek 

'Gainst the wire when It is in motion. 
Qalvanism I teU you's no joke, — 

To be shook till you tumble in half; 
But it's all like a bottle of smoke. 

To the New Submarine Telegraph. 

Fol lol, &c. 

ms said— but that's all, I'm thinking— 

If to China a trip vouM desire. 
They can send you right over like winking, 

By your sitting croM-legged on the wire. 


The transit is novel, no doubt ; 

But, as things are not done now by half. 
Only tiiink that, the whole of tile route, 

You're oa the New Submarine Telegraph. 

Fol kl, kc 
I've heard there's a company forming, 

And 'twUl be advertised very soon. 
Who the planets intend to be storming. 

In order to people the moon. 
If the famous projector you'd know, 

'TIS Monsieur Antolne de Mooncalf, 
Who will bring us green-cheeses, I trow, 

On this far-famed New Telegraph. 

FoltoUfte. 
And, i' iUth 1 there's another scheme, too. 

Which has recently been set in motion ;— • 
I confess 'tis a tough yam to chew — 

This trip to the &pths of the ooean, 
In cork-dresses and Mackintosh cloaks, 

A certain prevention from drowning, 
And a new apparatus — a hoax — 

To pump air from the water surrounding. 

Fol lol, &c 
Gravesend voyages will now be no go. 

For they're common, and very immoral. 
And our swells are all on the tin-toe 

For a trip to the sea-caves of coral. 
They're tired of the belles of the town. 

So with mermaids would chatter and laugh ;— 
That's the reason they wont to go down 

On the New Submarine Telegraph. 

Fol lol, &c 


i^e 
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AudanU 


01 HAD MY LOVE NE'ER SMIL'D ON ME! 

Fh)m file Opera of the DoeimB. 



Ol bad my lo^e ne*ersihil'd on me, I iie*erhadknown such aa-guish ; But 



^ mp^ M=t -^ 


think how fUae, how era - - d she. To bid me eeaee to laa - gniah^ 


To 



then, iHtheold and fix'd dis- - dain,To Idll the hope she che - - - rieh'dt 


Thc^ land I was cried ; — no more resign'd, 
He glowM with joy to hear it ;— 

Not worse his fate, Ma woe, to ilnd» 
The wreck mast sink ere near it. 


Not worse his flite who, on a wreck. 
That drove a» winds did Uo^ it; 

Silent had left the shattered deck, 
To find a grave below it : 


0! ITALY, MY NATIVE LAND. 

The Poetry by Gkorge Soane, A.B. ; the Music from Flotow s * Stradella.' — Publbhed by Davidson* 


Ol I - ta-ly, my na - tiw laod! Thou fair • est of earth's bow -erst All 



tmjJiiH^ ^ 


gir - dl'd in by dark - blue waves. With fields of fair • est flow • crsi To 



thee my heart— to thee niy song. Through all the chang-bg hours, be-long ; Where- 


^ ^ E^gpp^ ^ pr^^tp^ -^ 


e'er my wan-d*ring course omy be. This heart is still with thee ; This heart is 



still, is still with thee 1 


Where - e'er my wan-d'ring course may be, This 



i^i 



heart is ttOl with thee; Thii heart b stUl, i« itiU with 




thee! 


Oh ! Italy, my natiTe land, Are waken'd by thy ruin'd piles, 

has writ th 


How many thoughts of glory 


Where time has writ thy story I 

To thee my hesrt, &c« 
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o, we;^l may the boatie row. 

Scottish Melody, as sung by Mr* Wilsoo.—The Words l}y the late Mr. Kwen, of Aberdeen. 
Mo*Uraio, 



^^^^m 


Of weel may the boat -ie row, And bet-ter may she speed ) O, weel may the 



boat -ie 


row That wins the bdms* bread I The boat - Ie roirs, the bo|^ - Ie rows, The 



Repeat f 


^^^^^^i^^mt 


boat - ie rows ia-deed, And hap • py be the lot of a* That wish the bMt to speed. 


When Sawaie, Jock, and Janetie, 

Are up, and gotten lear, 
They'll help to gar the boatie row, 

And lighten a* bur care. 
Hie boane rows, the boatie rows. 

The boatie rows fu* weel ; 
And lightsome be her heart that beaiff 

The mnriain and ^e creel* 


And when wi* age we're worn down 
And hirplipg round the door, 

Jhey'll row to keep us hale and warm, 
' As we <Kd them oefore.' 

Then weel may the boatie row. 
That wins the bairns* brttd ; 

And happy be the lot of a' 
That wish the boat to tp9e4* 


MY NANNIE'S AWA'. 

Seottiah, Mdody, m snnir \n Mr. VHmd.— lite Poetoy bf Bun*. 


Now in her green man-tie blithe Na -tnre ar - rays. And list - ens 



AM^^^ =^3^j^ ^^d3^= ^=##:i^^ 


lamb-Uns that bleat o'er the braes; While 


^^^^i^^ 


birds wax - ble 
adVib 


wel - come in 


11 - ka green shaw, But to me it's 
Hie snawdrap and primrose our woodlands adorn. 
And violets bathe in the weet o' the mom ; 
They pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw ; 
They mind me o' Nannie,--and Nannie's awa*. 

Thottlaverock, that springsfrae the dew of thelawn, 
llie shepherd to warn of the gray-breaking dawn ; 



i^^s 


de - light-less, my Nan-nie's a - wa. 

And thou« mdlow maTis, that hails the night Ih ;* 
Give over for pity, — ^my Nannie's awa*. 

Come, autumn, sae pensile, in yellow and gray. 
And soothe ^le wi' tidings o' nature's decay ; 
The dark dreary winter and wild driving snaw 
Alane can delight me,— my Nannie's awa'. 


BONNIE LIZZIE BAILLIE. 

Scottish Melody, as sung by Mr. 'Vnisdn. 




My bon-nie Lix-zy Baal -He, I'U row you in my 


plai - die \ And 

M— f 


ye maun 


gang a - wa wT me, And be a high-land la - dy. My bon-nie Lia-ay Bali - Me. 
I am sure they wadna' ca' me wise. Yell hae nae need to card or spin, To skip amang the heather. 
Gin I would gang wi' you, Sir ; Your mither wed can want ye. ^ow wae be to the silly chidds 


'_ 


For I can neither card nor spin. Now she*s cast aff her bonnie shoon That dwell near Castlecarry, 
Nor yet milk ewe or cow. Sir. Made o* the gilded leather, To let awa' sic a bonny lass. 

My bonnie Lizry Baillie, And she's put on her highland A Highlandman to marry. 

Let nane o' these things daunt ye { brogues , 
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n AJIisrcia Pompo»a. 


THE WARRIOR'S RETURN. 

Compowd by J. M. JoUj. 



4-f-^^=^f 




TitetlM hdm ftvm my teh-lag brow, Too long by its i-ron preasM; And 


lot my flurob - Ui^ tern - plM now Ro>poie on tky gen • tie breaflt, Re - 


pj=pj^M 



pose on thy gen -tie breast TUie my shield—it has done Its pii 


S 


^pf=r=T=y^q ^ 


done its pirt Wheretha 



bar -bed ar -row ^ttes; But, ahl tt nnst not guard my 



Jj.f i J. M j^JU i ri M 


bean-ty*8 Soy - • lit eyM| Ejp&t, ah I it must not guard my heart I^om 



Dem • ty'« joy • • Ht aiMl ^ lUie m; ihMd, take bt lUeM— 


ike mT shield, take mT shield— it has 



^^^^^ 



part Where the W- bed ar - row Hies; But, ahl it must not 


j^^N=#=^ 



^gnaid my heart Fnm bean - ty*s joy - hr eyes, From bean - ty's Joy - Ht 

— ^ - -pa 


eyesy Firom bean • ty*8 Joy - lit eyes, From bean-ty's Joy • 



m 


And, dearest, lead me to thy bower. 
And strike thy soft hite asain, 

To wake the strain that hau the po 
To bognile eaeh ling'ilng pain t 


AtUgrtUih The 


Joy • lit eyes. 

Retnm'd, retnm'd from the tented plain, 
Let me here my triumph Had ; 

For honour's |]rarel*wre«th is vain, 
Save with lore's roses twin'd. 

Take my shidd, Ac 

THE BRU)£SMAID. 

Bdward Fitsballs the Mosle by Miss Monnsey. 


'^*^^^^^*^^'>^<*^'^^^^^^^*^^^**^v>^ 



By asoon^Bght he met her, And whis- per'd soft vows That Hea-Ten ft - self had be • 



^^m 


llev'd I Then ask not why A-dtL, so gen-tle so yoasg. By }d» 


-tine speUwas de-celT'd. He 




hang round her ,bo-{ 


a neek-lace of pearl— He plaeed the white rose in her hair. 
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Yet now he is gone with her slater to church. 

And Ada the bridesmaid hos been ; [cade, 

^t she shrunk, unobsery'd, from the bright caval- 

And eover'd lier eyes from the scene. 
Alone at her lattice* she hears the bells ring; 

Her heart is distracted yrith care ; 
Her tears fall, like gems, on the necklace of pearl ; 

The white rose lies torn from her hair. 


With song and with danoefhmi thsiltarthey oooity 

The brule and the bridegroom so gay ; 
But where is .the bridesmiSd, loTcly .and joutty? , 

Why thus from the bm^uet awji^ ? 
They seek her above, and they seek her below, 

At the bride's gilded mirH>r, and thare^—^ 
Tea, there die HCs dead, in Iftrnkttlaevof pearl, -i 

The withered white rose in her hair. 


^ivace. 


MADAME VANDBRCROUT. 

By Charles Dibdin. 



Ma*am Van-der - crout, her weeds quite new, Fif - ty, and rich-er than a Jew i With 



jLj^ i UL^^^^f^i^^^^ 


Toice of ra - Ten, and an eye — with Toioe of ra-Tca, and an eye Might with the cod - died 



# 



^pppppgp^p^ 


goose-b'ry vie ; Fair as bull-beef; and then afimn, Love-ly as por- poise in a storm! A 

i 


^m-^\^-i-n^ 




ton of flash with gold hoops bound, A ton of flesh witl\ gold hoopabound, Just four feet high and 


^^^M-j-i^a^^##^i^=^=^ 


six lisetronnd ; Thus form*d, thus featuv'd, and thus lhe*d. Her person and her purse thus grae'd, No 


^^f^^^ ^^=g =pr-t ^^ ^fe^ 


won-der lovers swarmM a- bout, No won-dcr lo-vers swarm'd a-bout. The charming Madame 



Van-der-crout, The charming Ma-dame Yan-der-crout, The charm-ing Madame Van-dercrout! 


A lawyer begg*d his cause to plead; 

Said, if he lUPd each tiUe-deed, 

Twizt Hymen, him, and her, that night 

He'd draw indenture tri-partite : 

* Come, oome,' said she, ' my man of law, 

In your proceedings there's a flaw, — 

My goods and chattels you'd convey ! 

Please to convey yourself away. 

You -plead in vain,->the trial 's pass'd ; 

You're nonsuited, ejected, cast ; 

You're ignoramus'd, and thrown out; 

Then sue not Madame Vandercrout. 

Aa Irish jolman swore away 
He'd love for ever and a day ; 
And, if she^d him for husband have. 
Her lord and master were her slave. 
' Paddy, you've made a bull,' cried she ; 
You want to make a slave of me : 
I'm his who for my person seeks ; 
Sure, cn't you irUkhmen all Greeks ? 
Nothing but loaa with you I 'd gain ; 
No, never, wid your 'seven's the midn,' 
*Mongst Pharaoh's hostsball fly about 
Hie cash of Madame Vandercrout.' 


An auctioneer! a cunning dog. 
Of her charmQ'had made a catalogue ; 
With small talk keeping still a din, 
Said he should like to buy her in. 
' Indeed,' cried she, ' by fortune cross'd, 
Must I then wed to who bids most ; 
My person to the hammer brought, 
And put up like a scurvy lot ? 
Be going, sir ! lest with a firown. 
Without reserve, I knock you down. 
'Tis heaft for heart, you babbling lout, 
Must purchase Madame Vandercrout.^ 

Thus lover after lover came. 
The fortune courting, not the dame ; 
Which fortune rather than enthral, 
She vow'd she would not wed at all. 
This conduct's given a hundred names: 
Some say she drinks, some say she games | 
But none have hit the truth, — not one ;— 
The fiMt is,— ahe has married John. 
John's tall and eomdy ; and, beside. 
She knew him ere her husband died. 
And now the hist'ry 's frdrly out 
Of lovely Madame Vandercrout* 


- 
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BEN BATTLE, OR FAITHLESS NELLY GRAY. 



^^^^^^^m 



BeaBat-tl« was a adl - dler bold. And iis*d to war'i a-Uurms; Bat a 


^|f I Nlj, ^W r 1 1 



can - nan-baU took otf his legs, So he laid down hSs anni. Now, as they bore him 


^N^#=#4f^]T^r-7r7ii±^ 


off fhe field, Said he, ' Let o*thers shoot s Foi here I leaTe my second leg, And 




^i= mi n uz 



for - ty se-cond foot 1' For Ben he was a soldier bold, And ns'd to war's a- 



J A / ;i J'. rr=mi^.H'HT^ 


lams: As the can-non-ballvhot off his legs, Why he laid down 14s arms. 


The army«snnreoB8 made him limbs } 

Said he, * They're only pegs ; 
Bat there's as wooden members quite, 

As represent my legs.' 
Now Ben, he loy*d a pretty maid,— 

Her name was Nelly Gray ; 
So he went td pay her his devoors, 

When he'd derour'd his payl 

For Ben he was a soldier Ixdd, M. 

Bnt when he call'd on Nelly Gray, 

She made him quite a scoff; 
And, when she saw his wooden legSf 

Began to take them off: — 
* O, NeDy Grar 1 O, Nelly Gray! 

Is this your lore so warm ? 
The love that lores a scarlet coat 

Shoold be more uniform I' 

For Ben he was a scddier bold, &e. 

Said she, * I IotM a soldier once, 

For he was Ultiie and brare ; 
But I will never hare a man 

WKh both legs In the grave. 
Befsre yott had those tindwr toes, 

Toor love I did allow ; 
But then, yon know, you stand upon 

Another footing now.' 

For Ben he was a soldier bold, ftc 


< O, Nelly Grav! O, NeUy Gray I 
For all your jeering speechea, 

At duty's call, I left my legs 
In Badi^os's breaches.' 


! Whr then, said she, ' you*ve lost the feet 

Of legs in war's alarms ; 
And now you cannot wear your shoes 

tfpon your featf of fums !' 
' F6r Ben he was a soldier bold, &c. 

< O, fUse and fickle Nelly Gray I 

To you, a long fiBreweil ; 
For though you'll be my death— alas 1 

You wfll not be my NeU Ift 
Now, when he went f^om Nelly Gray, 

His heart so heavy got. 
And life was such a oiurden grown. 

It made him take a knot f 

For Ben he was a soldier bold, &c. 

So round hiM mdaneholy neck 

A rope he did entwine. 
And, for his second time in lifef 

Enlisted in the line I 
One end he tied. around a beam, 

And then removed hlsp^s ; 
And, as his legs were off; (rf course 

He soon was off h^M legs. 

For Ben he was a soldier bold. See* 

And there he hung tin he was dead 

As any nail In town ; 
For, though distress had cut him up. 

It could not cut him down 1 
A dozen men sat on his corpse, 

To find out why he died ; 
And they buried Ben in four eross-roads, 

With a stake in his inside I 

For Ben he was a soldier bold, &c« 


^«/W>/WVW<WS/W>/\/\/V%/» 


YOUNG BEN THE CARPENTER AND THE FAITHLESS 

SALLY BROWN. 

To the Tune of ' Ben Battle.' 


TovNO Ben, he vras a aloe young man, 

A carpenter by trade. 
And he fell in love with Sally Brown, 

Who was a lady's maid. 


But, as they fetdi'd a walk one day« 
They met a prfMgsng crew, 

And Sally she did fisint away, 
Whilst Ben he uras brought to. 


kss^ 


■b • 




DAVIDSON'S UHIVERSAl MELODIST. 


901 


The boatiw^ swore with wicked words^ 

Enough 'to shock a saint,' 
That, tlrangh she did seem in a fit, 

'Twas nothing bat a lidnt. 
f Conte, gfrt,** says he, ' IkM vp your head, 

He'll be as good as me ; 
For, wben yottr swain is in the boat^ 
' A boatswain he will be.' 

80, when they'd made their game of her, 

And taken off her elf, 
Bhe rons'd, and fbund she only was 

A-coming to herself. 
' And is he gone ? and is he gone V 

She cried, and wept outright f 
f Then I will to the water-side, 

And see him out of sight.' 


A waterman came up to her : 

' Now, young woman,' said he, 
' If yon weep on so, you'll make 

S!ye water in tha f|ea.' 
f iJas 1 they're taikeh my Beau Befk 

To sail with old Benbow ;' 
And her woe bqnn to run afresht 

As if she'd said, gee-wp. 

gays lie, * They're only taken him 

To the tender-snip, you see !' 
' The tender-ship I' cned Sally Browi^ t 

< MThat a hard ship that must be I 
oh ! would I were a mermaid now, 

For Uien I'd follow him ; 
But, oh I I'm not a fish-woman, 

And so I cai^not fwim I 


' Alas I I was not bom beneath 

The Virgin and the Scales ; 
So I must enrse my cruel stars. 

And Talk about in wails.' 
Now,- Ben had sail'd to many a plare 

That's underneath the world ; 
But in two jeart the ship came home, 

And all the sails were Aurl'd. 

But when he call'd on Sally Brown* 

To see how she went on. 
He found she'd got another Ben, 

Whose Christian name was John . 
' Oh I Sally Brown,— oh ! Sally Brown, 

How eould you sarve me so ? 
I've met with many a breeae before, 

But nerer such a blow I' 

Then, pond'ring o'er bSs 'bapeyrbpXt 

He hear'd a neary sie-h ; 
And then began to eye his pipe, 

And then to pipe his eye. 
And then he tried to sinv All's wcU I 

But couldn't, though ne tried ; 
His head was tum'd, and so he efaew'd 

Hfi pigtail tiU he ^ied. 

His death, which hu>pen'4 in his berth* 

^t forty o4d befell : 
Ther went i^kd told the untout apa 

The sexton tolVd the bell. 
Now Sal his fhn'ral did attend. 

With fearful, anxious look ; 
She waited in the cold churchyard, 


TiU the par8on~-shut his book. 


v . 


ALL HAIL, HAPPY MEETING. 

By T. B. Brett, St. Leonard's. 



rJnnt^"r-^^t# ^BE^ 



p 


:a^ 


An hail, lyip - py meet-ing, right wel-cpme art thou) All hail to the 


tfi 1 1 'li'r r HV ^^ 



plea- ■ore that beams on us now! All hail to the friend-ahip, the tnItt^ andtho 


tfj uiri' jKf ^ p 




hap - pi-ness drawn firoiA a - bore, Those em-blems of hap-pt-nesa drawn from a -bore* 


*Tls here that we find, free from turmoil and strife, 
The balm of our eare and the comfort of life | 
'TIS here that within us a feeling doth glow. 
Which binds us in harmony's Ixmds hen below. 

*TIs good thus to spend a few bright sunny hours. 
Where laurels of peace and goodwill deck the bow*rs ; 
'TIS good thus to dwell where such scenes do attend. 
And quaff cups of Joy with a really true friend. 


Then let us be merry, and let us be wise 1 
The poor and distress'd may we nerer despise ! 
But fk«ely and truly r^oice with each other ; 
And then shall we merit the title of brother. 

AH hail, happy meeting, right wdcome art thou I 
All hafl to uie pleasure that beams on us now I 
All hail to the friendship, the truth, and the lore. 
Those emblems of hiqypmess, drawn from abore I 


fTZ 
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WHEN BIDDEN TO THE WAKE OR PAUL 

Compoeed by W. Sbidd. 


Moderato, 



When Udden to the wake or ftdr, The joj of each free - heart-ed swain, Till 



Phfle- be pro • mis'd to be there, I lol - ter'd last of all the train ; If 


4i^J--r-H^^ ^^ ^ ^ 



ehanee lome fitir - ing caught her eye, The rib-bon gay or sUk-en £^ve,.Wlth 


^ji^sEs& gtN^r f ^^£^fe ^ fP 


em - ger haste I ran to bny^- For what la gold com - par'd to love 

With scorn she hears me now complain. 

Nor can my rustic presents mo^ 
Her heart prefers a richer swain, 


My posy on her bosom plac'd, 

Conld Han7*s sweeter scents exhale I 
Her auburn locks my ribbon grac'd, 

And fluttered in the wanton gal0 


Nor can my rustic presents move : 

: prefers a ricl 
And gold, alas i has banish'd lore. 


%^^^^«^M^^«/«^<WVWV%/>/^ 


MUST I LEAVE THE FRIENDS THAT LOVE ME ? 

Hie Poetry by George Sonne, A.B. ; the Music ttom Verdi's Opera of 'Nino.*~Pnblished by Dayldson. 

3K: 




Must 1 leaTS the fHends that love me ? And the lights so bril 


llant a- 


j jlLpi-J' , J j. l ^. kJ-Ui.U.t^L^ ^ 


hove me? Miss the sound of those dear voi - ces. 



£ 


^^ 



Stm at which my 


heart 


ra -• )ole>«B?11ioiiBhthey eomenow as mur-murs on.ly. Heard in 


^5-f^E-4.^^i^44^ 



fo -- rask, ^feon ^im - leia looa • • ly^«- Ah 1 di^ « aess ga - there fast a- 




nmnd 



Breaks tiie ehahit breaks the chain to earth that bound mc;. Breaks 


g ^^ %P^ ^^^^ s 



^ftin that 


bound 


me. 


that bound 
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But a fUrer day is dawning ; 
Ah I it ia another world's morning I 
Bright, as earth recedes, 'tis growing ; 
Round me waves of light are flowing I 
la this death, whose gentle ftnger 


Only makes me wish to linger ? 

Ah I farewell, wood and stream aadmouiitalfti 

Welcome, life's eternal fountain 1 

W^come to the joys of Heayen I 

Death is past, my sins fergWen. 


Madti ifOt 


THE SORI^OW-STIIUNG HARP. 

Word* by S. T. Hunt.— Mode bjr T. B. Brett. 



liiM^^ipp 



Ma-ry, thy name no loa-ger is spo-ken, For the charm that round thee hong 

-j^T — -j^ ' Ni — I — ■ — - I I ■ ^ — I — r H — »■■"- f I — ;^^5rT 



How my heart onee glow'd to meet thee 1 like some love - . en - - chant • cd Urd, 



^^^^^^^m 


Rap - tnre - wing'dy H flew to greet thee, When thy ftd-ry stepa it heard* 


Love, thy dfln flowers are blighted, 
And thy shrine is min*d now ; 

F6r the maid who once delighted 
Wears a cold and alter'd brow. 


Still my soul ean ne'er Ibrget her, 
Still it feels the pangs of love ; 

Still is dear that hour I met bar, 
When the moon shone bright above. 


k^^'»»»*N^X» 


FROM NIQHT TILL MORN. 


Moderato. 


^^^^^^^m 



From night tUl mom I take my glaae. In hopes to for - get my Chlo - e ; Vnm 


P 


^^ 



night till mom I take my gllisa» la hopes to fbr • get my Chlo . - . et 



a^ #-jHi ?= ^ ^ 


Ah 1 BO, no, no I 
3 


Wine can - not core the 


pain I en - dure ftw my 



Chlo-e. Ah! no, no, no 1 Wine cannot cure the pain I en-dure for my CMo - 

But wine more firmly bound the chain, 
And love would not be cheated. 
Ah ! no, no, no, 8ce. 


To wine I flew to ease the pain 
Her beauteous charms created ; 


r 


— It 


S04 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


THE DEEP BLUE SEA. 

By Chai. Arnold. 


Amimdimo apntsivo. 


j=H N ^f= lj^ 


When the breeia 1b loft - ly ihig - ing. 


O - ver tbe deep blue lea, 



And t]|e Tes- per- bell is ring - ing, I'll steal a-.wMy t^ thee, to 



VVL steal a -way to theel IVom a world whose l->-Km chain 


thee, VVL steal a -way to 


Sits Kba - • TT on Mf soni. From ma-nv a waa 



- ry pain be- 


j-4zj ^gi^ 3;a ^ ^J4A^l 



ond my weak eon - - tral -...••. Ol Whenthebrecseis sing- ing, 


3j ^!-4-f .j-| ^-eHia=-d-W'. J' l r j' l J 5 ^ 


O • ter the deep bine sea. 


And the ves - per - bell ia ring - lug, 



1*11 come, my lote, to thee, to thee — I'll eome, my lore, to thee. 


Away to the shining waters, 
Rippttnff o'er the land ; 

Away to ut» rocks of eoral, 
Along the moon-lit sand. 


The glow of health will meet ns. 
On the sweet CT'ning air ; 

iwlU 


>^^^AMMA^M#W««W^^M#WV^^^^«^ 


AndtmU. 


The sparkling waves wiU greet ns, 
With a murrn'rine wdcome there. 
When the breese, flte- 

GRATITUDE. 

Composed by William Reeve. 


jTTi J . J- ; ^ijja]ui^4.i2^ jj'i^ s 



How loat the mind whieh, cold and dari^, Firom Om-ti-tnde*s ce - les-tLal ti e In vain re - 

A, 


fe^N j .UULJF^ a^ ^^f^p^ 



ceives the hal-low'd spark, Fall-ing, a - las! but to ez - pirel 


Oft be my fier - vent 

fe=fc 



TOWS re-new'd, Oft be my fer-ventvows re-new'd. At the shrine of Gra-ti-tade, of 



^-J^t^^^-^ ^p^^ P^ 


Gra - ti*tnde , of Gra-ti-tnds ; Oft be my fervent vows re-new'd, At the shrine of Gra-ti - todc. 

Honour abhors the darksome cell There fk«nd asserts her wily daim ; — 

Unbleas'd by Gratitude's bright flame ; Oft be my fervent vows renew'd, 

distmst 


There pals 


and trcach'ry dweU, 


At the shrine of Gratitude. 
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SAlNl' PATRICK WAS A GENTLEM AN. 


Saint Pa • trick was a ^en • tie - man, he eame of da - cent peo « pie; la 



Diib-lintown lie built achiurch> And he put np-on't a stee-ple. His fli-therwa^ 



dkX - lag - han, His mo-ther was a Bra - dy, His annt was an O* Shanghnes-sj, And hia 



^^^m 



fc=ts 


N 


nn - do was a Ora-dy ;— Then^ Me-eess to bold Saint Patrick's fist— He 


^H^K^h^^- f^FEE^t ^ ^^=^^^ ^aE 


e- irerl 


cle-T^r ; He gave Hk snakes and toads a twist, And ba-nish*d them fbr 

There's not a mile in Ireland's isle where the dirty No wonder that bur Irish boys should be so fn$. 

Temdn mnsters ; — [them in clusters. and frisky, [pUng flie whislif ; 

Where'er he put his dear fore-foot, he murder'd For St. Patrick taught them first the joys of tip- 

The toiids went hop, the frogs went flop, slap dash No wonder that the saint himself to taste it shotud 

into the water, [selTes frx>m slaiwhter. be wilUnsi [Inidskillin. 

And the beasts cdmmitt^ suicide, to sare uiem- For his mduer kept a sheebean-shop in the townof 

Then success to bold St. Patrick*s list, &c. Then success tO bold St. Patrick's fist, fitc. 

Nine hundred thousand Ti^iers blue he ehanoi'd with The Wicklow hills are very high, and so 's the hill 

sweet discourses, [courses. ofHowth, sir; [than them both, sir t 

And din'd on them at KiUaloo, in soups add second But there^ a hUl much higher still, — ay I higher 

When blind worms, crawling ip the grass, disgusted 'Twas on the top of this high hill St. Patrick preach'd 

all the nation, (sense of their situation. the sarment [the Tarmeat. 

He gave tiiem a rise, an«i tnen*d th^'t- '>v(»« **^o a That drove .the frogs into the bogs, and bother'd all 

Then sneeess to bold 8t l^tr ck's fiirt, be. Then «nrr«>«« to hnM «it iHitrickU fist. Hui*. 


Zttrghetto. 



THE CONVENT BELL. 

Commaed by T. Attwood. 


fe£rf^^ M^^^ 


Whenwaken'd by the eon -vent bell, At mid-night's dark and drea-i7 houTt tha 



^ftt^^^ 


vent bell, at mid-night's dark and drea • ry hour, I rose, vjf motm-fril beads to 

o 

m 



tell, And think of 



wept, — I blush to 



life and love no more, 


j fa^, ^^fe fa.^ ^^ ^^4=i^ 


own 


p 


P^E^ 


I dropp'd the tear for him a - - - lon e; la 



vain I wept, — I blush to own 1 dropp'd the tear for him a - - loae. 

At sober eve or twilight gray, While holy tears bedew'd the i 

The swelling organ's awful sound la vain I wept, — f blush to own 

Would warn the vestals when to pray : 1 dropped the tear for him akrna. 


f K 
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A YOUNG ROSE IN MY GARDEN GREW. 

Cbmpoaed by Henry RuateU. 


JHwderato, 


^l' ^-^l^ f^W.^ t\- \ \^ 1 J-i 


▲ yowig rote in my gar - • den grew, AU flvthM witk tiim*iiier*a pride, 


And 


^?^r- i I Jjj,id^ ^ 



ImI - my frag • mace roand it thnrvi Ae flatt • *ring brees - ee eigli'di Ae flatt-'riag 



g^p 


fey^ 


via - let in the shade, While tcom - fal « ly the blaih*ing roie The aim " pie iow'r aar • 


vey'd, Tlie aim-pie flow'r aur-* 


X Tiew'd the flower of aammer*a pride, 
By beama and galea caressM, 

|And then to be a rose I aigh'd. 
And thought ita Ibt the beat : 



aim -pie ilov'r aar • ▼ey'd. 


Bat, when I view'd the changcfU aky; 

That ikireat flow'rs endnre, 
I'dbetheTiolet, aaldl, 

In hamble ahade aeenra. 


^/V^'V^^M'^^M/WWV^/Vl 


SUCK A BEAUTY I DID GROW. 




m 


When I waa a lit • tie boy, some twen - ty yeara a • - go, 


■ ^ - k— > 



waa the pride of Mam«my*a heart, — she made me qaite a ahow, Such a Beau-ty 



f3 i \ i ^ t^-pgi 


did gvow, did grow, did grow, Auch a Beau - ty I did grow. 


Straight hair I bad, and gog^ eyes, with anch a 

rogniah leer, [car to ear ; 

A broad flat noae tam'd up. beaide a rabuth from 

And a beauty I did grow, did grow, &c. 

My mother praia'd my little charms, and when ^ke 

did me flU, [fed me with a quill ; 

Leat aha ahould apoil my mouth with spooni, she 

And a beauty I did grow, did grow, &c. 

But when I came to riper yeara, and ahould ha^e 

atudied books, [rooks ; 

I sat oat at the kitchen-door, a watcUng of the 

And a beauty I did grow, did grow, ice. 

So derated were my thoughts, no wonder I looked 

wise, [the fliea; 

When la y a wae t mouth waa always open, catching of 

And a bemty I did grow, did grow, &c. 


Abroad, to take the summer aic^ sometimes I ua*d 

togo,— 
The chJidrea, screaming, ran away, and cried ' a 
[bug*a-bo I' 

Such a bteuty I did grow, did grow, itc 

At mountebanks a candidate, I beat them all dead 

hollow. 
And thrice I Won the gold-lacM hat by grinning. 

thro* a ooUar ; 

Such a beauty I did grow, did grow. Sea 


Now, ladles, if you're smlt in love, I pray do not 

dlaguiae. 
But commend me to a haadaome wife, that in her 
pretty eyea 
For abeauty I may go, may go t for abeauty 
may go. 
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UP IN THE MORNING EARLY. 

Seotak MtlMy, as MBg by Mr. WOaoiL.— The Words by John Hamitton. 



m 


CaiddldawB flie wind frae north to toathiTlift drift is diiv-ing aair - ly, The 



^^^ 


diMp are oowr - in* in fhe haneh— O, 


win - ter fair • ly: 



^P^ ^^^tT l3^^fcrfdH 


Now up in the mom -in*8 no f6r met Up in the mom*ln* ear - ly ;— I*d 



i^^^M^^ 


ra • ther gae top - perkiest to my bed, than rise in the mom - In ear • ly. 

Tlie ton peepe ower yon eontiiland IdHt, A eoeie honae and caatie wife 

LUce ony timoroos carlie ; Aye Icecp a body chcerly ; 

Jnat blinks a wee, then sinks again, And pantries stow'd wi* meat and drink, 

And tliat we find sererdy. They answer nneo rarely. 

Now up in the momin 's no for me Bnt np in tike mornin — na, na, na, 

Up in the morning early ; — Up in the mornin early ; — 

To sit all the nieht I'd rattier agree, The gowans mavn glcat on ban< and brae. 

Than rise in the momin early. When 1 rise in the mon^n early 


BU8K TEj BVSK YE, MY BONNIE BRIDE. 

Seotelt MUody. m tvif by Mr. 'WOmk 






Budc ye«biisc ye, my * bon • ay bride) Bask ye, bade ye, my wm - some mar«t9ws 


^h-ii-h iiQs ^ ^^ 



Bosk ye, bask ya, my ban - - nie bride. And lei as to tte brasa of Tar - row. 



i^'tt-^r^ 



nwre wewtUapoartand gath - erdew, Dan-eing while laT* -reeks sfaig to tta moni-ing; 



There kam frae tnr-tlas to prors trae. O ! Bell, ne*er Tex me with thy scorning! 


To westUn breeass Flom yields. 

And when the beams are kindly wanning, 
Blythencss appears o*er all the fields. 

And nature looks mair fair and channlog. 
Learn firae the boms that trace the mead, 

Though on their banks the roses bl o ssom, 
Tet hastily they flow to Tweed, 

And poor their sweetoess in his bosom. 


Haste ye, haste ye, my bonnie Bell, — 

Haste to my arms, and there 1*11 guard thee ; 
With free consent my fears repel, 

1*11 with my love and care reward thee. 
Thus sang I saftly to my fair, 

Wha raisM my hopes wi* kind relenting : 
O, queen of smiles ! I ask nae miiir, 

Sinee now my bonnie Bell 's oons<tnting. 


K- 
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I WOULD SING OF HER I LOVE. 

The Poetry ^ '• W. Dalby ; ad^tod, czpntaly for thk work, to an Air by RoniiiL 

Moderaio. 

k 



^^^m 



I would liiig of her I lore-— Bat how shall I firame my song? How 



H^-^j-J JLkfciJ^ 


breathe a 



jjjj r ^ 


o - theiB sin-eere and strong } Shall I 


swear, as some lisYe dbne, ¥nien they spoke 



la - dies dear, That her 



^ 


eyes e - dipse the sun, 

That the incense breath of May 

Is less fragrant than her own ? 
That the rose's hue so ny 

Is bv her brisrht cheek outsnonef 
That the song -Birds \tk %he grove;, 

Or the broolclet murm'ring near. 
Could never midce such music .. 

As her sweet vdice in mine ear? 


And lier brow the 


cry - stal 


clear? 


No! this were not lanauace At 

For a breast that roUs like mine ; 
Love tl)at scpms the aid of wit, . . 

Nor would seek in verse to shine. 
M<|ie welcome to her the line 

That says, * I'll love thee everl' 
Than the studied stanzas fine. 

Hie head's, not heart's, endeavour. 


THE LAY OF THE MOUNTAINEER. 

The Poetry by A. D. $ adiq^ted, expressly fbr this work, to aii Air by Dofaiietfl: 
MotUrttio* 



mir - ror I find 


the Aran - tain, My eoueh in the flow-'; 



^^^ 


heath; 



mu - sic is that of the hird, E'ver-inbre soar-ing and spring - faig ; And my 


gm^^x^ 


Btfgd^ 



soul in its depths is stiiT*d, By the lieav^n - taught hymn ha ia sing- 


lag* I am a child of the moun-tain, I sigh lor nO al-vie wreath; Hy 



n^i 



mir - ror I find in the foun - tain, My couch in the fiow - 'ry lieath. 

The moon and stars at nipht 1 am a child of the mountaiiii 

Have for me a langniaire holy; — 1 siffh for no dvic wreath; 

They breathe a calm delight, Mv mirror I find in the fduhtaiil. 

Half joy, half melamrholy i My coueh in th^ flow*ry lieath : 

The sun in his uprise Here is the life, in sooth, 

Is a warning spirit splendid, Though dtles are bright in seemiagf 

And I gase with reverent eyes Here we are blessM in truth,— 

When he comes, by poapa attended llwre we are bless'd but in dreamlai* 
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MY SKIFF IS ON DE SHORE. 

Snng by the Ethiopian Sercnaders. 


20d 



^p^^i^ 



T*m{f%vaii, I'ui gwnn to see my lub-ly Di - nah, Down a - mtMi^f de svramps in 



na: flap>py den wcMl be in lub I say, Conrting till de 


mmr^^ 


brake ob de day. Tra la la la la a la la la a la la la a la Im, 

O O /T^ 


Tra la la la la a la la la a la la la - - My skiff is by de shore d m 


My skiff is by de shore 



and gwan wid me; And as we paddle on, my 


*ong shall be — Mj dear-est Di - nah, I luo^ but de; And as wo pad - 



die 


p, c i Lj r-ir^ 


t 


H^^J -t h -ll 


on. vcj sung sbaU be, My dear - est Di - nah, I lab bnt de. 

Come, O! Dinah come, de time don't waste; Now, O! now, we lib in peace an pleasara^M* 

Come, 1 Dinah come, make haste, make haste: Blacking ob de boots I money makes ; 

Hop into de boat, an gwan wid me, I in Dinah find a precioos treasure— 

Unto de Norden country. She can hurry up de cakes. 

Tra la la, &c. Tkra la la, &e. 

THE SLEEPING BEAUTY. 

The Poetry translated from the German, and adapted expressly for this work to a Geiman Air* 

vAndauiino. i^ tL. . i ^ i i i^ ik 

i 



J3 ^f r \ Ln\^ ^ 




Be-sidea fountain's border, Where wanton se-phyrsrore, A nymphin sweet dis- or •der^ 



^^m 


^s 


Kow sleeps in yon-der grove: If thus her beau -ties charm me, AU sleep- ing as she 


lies. What ills, a - las ! shall harm me When once she opes her eyes. 


On her white arm reposing, 

Reclines her lovely cheek ; 
Far sweeter tints disclosing, 

Hian May's sweet mornings deck. 
What tender fears alarm me-^ 

What tender hopes arise ; 
Alas I what ills shall harm me. 

When once she opes h«r eyes 1 


14 


And fisin would I discover 
What pains my breast invade ; 

But, ah ! too timid lover I 
My lips reAise their idd. 

May Love with boldness arm me. 
And cheek despondihc sighs ; 
ills shall harm m 


Or, oh I what 
When onoe she opes her eyea ! 


■■ ^ 


=3B 


^^\ 
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HAVE YE FAITH IN ONE ANOTHER. 

Musie by T. B. Brett, St. LeonardB.— Composed expressly for tUs Work. 



^jn f. p ^Mr4^ ^^ 


Have y9 faith in one an-oth-er, When ye meet in friend-ship's name 1 


For the true friend is a brother, 


6 MU I' C 


And his lieart should beat the same. 


#r ^ r.~rTnf^TTrrH=H^ 


t 



Though vour paths in life may dif - fa, Since the hours when first ye met. 


ffi^ ^ ^ C ' g I ^ bJ^ ^^ 



r I 


Still haTO faith in one an - oth- 


Have ye faith in one another. 

When ye whisper love's fond vow I 
It will not be always summer, 

Nor be always bright as now : 
And, when winter time comes o'er thee. 

If some kindred heart ye share— 
Have ye fidth in one another 1 

Then ye never shall despair. 

Have ye frdth in one another 1 
Nor should doubts alone incline ; — 

That would make the world a desert. 
Where the sun would never shine. 


You may need that friend - ship yet. 

We have all some transient sorrow 
That o'ershadows us to-day ; 

But have faith in one another. 
And it soon shall pass away. 

Have ye faith in one another ! 

Let true honour be your guide. 
And let truth alone be spoken. 

What else ever may betide. 
Falsehood may at times prevail — 

Yes, my friends, no doubt it will ; 
But have faith in one another, 

And the truth shall triumph stSl! 


4lk0ro 


THE OLD COMMODORE. 

C<Nnposed by W. Reeve. 



Od's blood 1 what a time for a sea-man to skulk Un-der gin- ger-bread hatch -ea a- 



^^^^^^ 



shore : What a danui'd Md job that this bat - ter'd old hullc Caa*t be rigged out for 


sea once more« Can't be rigg'd out for sea on^^e more : 


For the pup -pies, as they 


U^H^'-f;-tf-^^::t^U ^a^ 


pass, oock-ii^ up a squintjng-glagi, Thus run down the old com -mo - core: — 


UJ^=^=^ ^^ ^ ^gE^ 


(Xhai'sthe old com- mo- dore. The rum old com-mo-dore, The gout • y old com-mo-dorel 



I 


He, he, he I Why the bul-lets and the gout Have soknock'dhis hull a-bout, That he'll 




L ^Ji-^j J-tj-r^ ff 


- er more be lit for sea I He'll nev - er mnrf hr (tt for sea !' 
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Here am I in distress. like a ship water-lo^j^M, 

Not a tow-rope at hand or a sa;! ; 
Vm left by my ciew,— aud, may I be flc^g'd, 
But the doctor's a son of a whale : 
While I'm swallowing his >iop8» 
How nimble are his chops; 
Thus queering the old commodore :•*• 
' Bad case, commodore^ 
Can't say, commodore — 
Mus'nt flatter, commodore,* says he : 
* For tkL9 bullets and the frout 
Have so knoek'd your hull about, 
That yoitUl never more be fit for sea I' 


What ! no more be afloat ! — ^blood and fury 1 they 
I'm a seaman, and only threescore 1 [lie I 

And if, as they tell me, I'm likely to die, 
Odzooks I let me not die ashore. 
^ As to death, *tis all a joke — 

Sailors live in Are and smoke : 
So, at least, says the old commodore ; 
Ute. rum old commodore— 
The tough (dd commodore— 
The flghting old commodore, says he t— 
Whom the bulltts nor the goat, . 
Nor the foreigners to boot, 
ShaU kill, till they grapple him at 


Moderato, 


WIDOW WALMSLEY'S SHINERS, 

By Chariea Dibdin. 



#^j=NP 



Wi-dow Walm-sley, scarce her hus-band cold, A lit - fie worn, and n-ther old, But 


m 


^=n' ; \ 5i f ^= i^=f^ 



roll-ing in her dear- ie's gold, Was o-pen to de-sign-ers, Was o-pen to de- 



^- J' ^ ;■ r I Q^Ji-J^-^^^ 


sign-ers. The first week, like th' Ephe-iian dame— The flrst week, like th' Ephe-iiaB dame. She 



««ink in grief, the next the same; Hie third a troop of hnr - ers came, the 


^^^-c^ULU-f if-f I r r i TTE 


third a troop of lov - ers came. To touch, touch, tonehf touch, touch. To touch Wi-dow 


^m 



H^--i^.S^ 


Walmslry's shin- ers, To touch Widow Walm - sley*s shin - ers ; The third a troop of 



'^^^tM-rtff=^ p gt^^U4li i 


lov - ers came, The third a troop of Iot - ers came To touch Wi-dow Walmsley's shiners. 


The neighb'ring squire chas'd her in view, 
Whose fortune out at elbows grew; 
And Irish jolmen, not a few, 

All sapp'd the fort, like miners. 
They oglea, blarney'd, sung, and dresa'd ; 
She swaUow'd ev'ij fiolsome jest, 
Till 'twas a bet, who flatter d best 

Would touch Widow Walmsley's shiners. 

A painter knew what to be at ; 
He drew her squirrel and tom-cat, 
a. cupid made her ugly brat. 

An adept 'mongst designers ; 


Gave to each wrinkle in her face 
A softness, symmetry, and grace, 
Tnm'd rough to smooth at ev'rv trace, 
To touch Widow Walmaley^B shinert. 

Vermilion grac'd her sallow cheek ; 
On the canvas lovely« fair, and sleeky 
A living Venus seem'd to speak, 

Till this pattern of designers, . 
When he had won the joUy dame. 
Like hook-nose Caesar, great in fiunOf 
With his eM<, vuft, vici came. 

And touch'd Widow Walmsley'i tUiiflfl» 


=c 


,^1" 


SIS 
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I MET UPON A JOURNEY. 

TIm Yosesfirom the Athensum, translated from the German of Heine, adapted expressly for this Wcr' 

to an Air by Beauplan. 
Moderaio. 


^ J n^t^r^^Jt^^t^^ 


-I 1- 


m 


I met up -on a jour -aey The fun- i -ly of my fair, And cor-dial - ly the} 

Fine, 


j;t^ ^^iH44^ jjj^ ^g: 3Jfet=itJa 


haQ • ed me, With vn - af - lieet-od nir. They asle'd me ma-ny ques - tioas, If all were 

_ w — — ^« C. al Fine. 



right and well? And said, I 


I aslc'd for old relationB. 

And friends of auld lang syne, 
And for the little dog that used 

To lick my hand and \ihine ; 
Cor my beloV*d, now wedded, 

t asked with careless brow. 
And joyAilly they answerM 

She was a mother now. 

I met upon a journey, 


not al-ter.ed. Ex - cept that 


WAS 


&c. 


Il-r little sister told me 

The pup of aald lang synt* 
Had grown a growling iuastiff» 

And fallen into the Rhine ; — 
The ftury *s like her sister,— 

The vei7 smile she wore 
Still lives in ev* ry dimple. 

And charms me as of yore. 

1 met upon a journ^> 


«5ce. 


THE DAWN OF DAY. 


Tke Poetry by Mrs. Cornwell Baron Wilson.— Adapted expressly for this Work to an Air by Wcbcr. 
Modtrato. 





fe^^ 



Day - light blush - es o*er the moun - tain. Sun - ny beams sa - lute the sea 5 





Na-tare wa--ken0 joy-ous-lyl Why should man, wher* all is smil -tap, 



^^ ^^^^ 


To a des-crt turn the scene? Why let care, like blight de - fl -ling. 



^^^^^m^^^^- 


Steal the ro-8C*s leaves be - tween, steal the f» • - se's leaves be.b»ieen? 


Br'ry bird, from brake and vaaey Why should man. 'mid happy creatures, 

' --- ■ - " ' ' -• Shroud alone his brow with cares ? 


' Warbling, tdls its tale of love ; 

f Beasts from leafy covert sally, 

I ^'«r the smiling earth to rove. 


Let him gaae on Nature's features. 
Till his heart her gladness shares ! 


■ ! ■ ^ 
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CmSpirito. 


COME, IF YOU I. ARE ! 

From Artaxerxes. 


:^^ 




T 


^^ 


Come, if yon dare our trum - pet's souud 1 Come, if you dare the foe's re-bound! We 



oome, we come, we come, we come, Says the double, doable, double beat of the 

l^t. 2lKi. 


thund' - ring drum. Now they charge on a-main, No^ 



Now they ral - ly. a - gain; The 


^ 


^^^ 



gods from a-bove the mad la - bour be •-hold, And pi ^ ty maakind that wiU 


|4=3^^i^¥^T^^r^r^~rTr" ^-f-MM* 


jpe • rish for gold, And pi - ty mankind that will pe • rUh for gold. 


The fainting Saxons quit the ground, 
Ihe trumpets Uingnish In their sound ; 
They fly, they fly, they fly, they fly,— 
Ylctoiia I Vktwial the told Britons cry. 


Now the victory's won, " * 

To the plunder we nui ;— ■ 

We retom to our lasses like foortuna^ trtden, 

Trinmphaiit with spoils of Taimuish'd iayaden. 



EARLY DAYS, HOW FAIR AND FLEETING. 

• Composed by Sir J* A. Sterenson. 
Largo Afftluusu. 



^rr=^^ 



Ear - ly days, how fair and fleeting, Bless'dus at the part * ii^ WflHet Now the 



^m 



fates for-bld our meet- ing, And the deep seak roll between. FlMeAheewiellt.the 'lovt I 



i^^ 



bear thee, Hope-less, yetshii!! time re-main, Hope-Iesa, yet shall true Be>mahil Na-ver 


^^m^m 






one I lov'd be -fore thee. NeVrthv like shall see a - gain; Ne-ver one I lor'd 

I 



^m 



dear - ly, Ne - ver one shall see a - gain, Ne - Ter one shall see a • gain* 


Yet with hope should fortune cheer me, 
Peace and joy may still be mine ; 

Were, my soul's dear idol near me, 
I woidd ne'er at fate repine ;— 


For thy sake sione, beSeue me^ 
Through the winery hours I*d toU (^ 

Tkiist me, lore, I*d ne^ deceive tttee. 
Could I onoebu^ gain thy smile. 


a£-4 
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AndanU» 


MARY, I BELIEV'D THEE TRUE. 

Compofled by Sir J. Sterenson. 


sTti^ja^ 



Ma - ry, I b« - Uev'd thee true, — And I was UessM in thus be- 



^rrtttttsrr-^ ^ 



liev - ing; But now I moom that e'er I knew A girl so fUr and 


p^^ 


so de - oeiy - ing. 


^^^^^^ 


Few hare e - Ter lor'd like me-. Ol I have 



ff^^ J' I J jj j^itii Qir^m 


loT'd thee too sin - cere - ly ; And few have e'er de - ceivM like thee I— A- 


^ 


^1 


tl de-edy'd me too se-vere-ly. 


Fare thee welll fan* thee '■M-elll 


Ttn thee well, yet think awhile Fare thee well, I'll think of the»— 

On one whoso bosom bleeds to doubt thee ; Thon leav'st me many a bitter token ; 

"Who now woold rather trust that smile, For see, distracting woman, see, 

And die with thee, than live without thee. My peace is gone— my heart is orokra. 

Fare thee well, &c. 


ANOTHER CUP, AND THEN. 

ByCihailMDibdiiu • 



f J' J- : I J- j'^tH^^ r^^^^ 


MttMudgOytho sex -ton of oar town, Tho' oft a lit - tie hea-dy, The 


J' J- J' l J' J- J j - i i' c I J' l t t ^iLum 



drink not so his wits coold drown, Bntsome ex - cnse was rea • dy. Mat said, the par-son 


^'if f J' ji J'J' ; ; ir^c II ^' i mi^ 


loY^d a SQp, Andeke al - so the clerk; And then it kept hia spi - rits up 'Mongst 



^^ 


spi-rits in the dark; Swore 'twas his pre - de-oes- ear's fault, A curs - ed drunk-en 


^ ^ p J'l c c J JV" 3^jrFHi^ 


M ' low, — The ¥e - ry bells to ring he taught, As if they all were md-low. * Hark, 


i^J' L f . f' h rr i r. N' ^ f. '^^^^ 



hark 1' eried he, in tip - sy peal, ' Like noarlug to - pers as they red, Hark 1 what » 


t 
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*■■! -It, 


PT- ^ 


druak - en poth - er ; 


i I' l P c-tnr^f=^-^' I g c c g i 


An - oth - er cap, 


m 


Udi C C=F^ 


and then, — 


An • oth • er cop, * and 


^■ 


?=^ 


i 


then, — An - oth - er cap, and then,— 

For good newa Mat eot drank for joy, 

If he conld beg or Dorrow ; 
Did anything his mind annoy, 

He drank to drown his sorrow. 
Thus he*d rejoice, or he'd condole ; 

Cried Mat, * Be 't joy or grief. 
As the song says, the flowing bowl 

Still gives the mind relief. 

'Twas all my predecessor's fault, &c. 

Were peace the theme, and all its charms, 

Mat fiird the sparkling noggin ; 
If war, he drank, * May British arms 

Still give the foe a flogging.' 


What then? 


An - oth - er 1' 


The parson once took Mat to task, 

Bid him beware the bowl : 
' Your pardon, I most humbly ask,' 

Cried he, ' but, 'pon my soul, 

'Twas all my predecessor's fault,' fce. 

And then no liquor came andssy 

Wherever he could forage ; 
That gave him spirits, wiwlom this, 

And t'other gave hhn courage. 
Thus was he merry and jocose, 

If fortune smil'd or flrawn'd ; 
And, when he'd fairly got his dose. 

And all the things turn'd round. 

Swore 'twas his predecessor's fault. Ice. 


DEAR MART, ADIEU I 


ModcrcUo, 



^^ 



Fare- well to old Eng-landl thy white diflii, adieu ! Can the gale be auspicious 


that 



di - vide me as wide 



the pole, 


dis - tance can change the true love of my soul, 


^^^^^^3-^ 



dis-tance can change the true 


love of 


pte^^i^H-gn p^gfife^ 



my soul. As well might my mess - mates ^ - ter-mine to bale AH the' 



up old Nep-tune's great pale. As dl-vcrt 



Ma - ry, a - dieu ! Fare - well 


Mary, 


- dieul 


Deai^ Mary, a^eu I can that ship go to wreck, Yes, the hope of return 's all the joy of a tar, 

When ev'ry plank bears your sweet name on the deck ? 'Tis his compass,hi8 helm — 'tis his guide,and his stnr ; 

Nay, many love-knots on the tops have I made, 'Tis impress'd on his bosom the moment he sails; 

While guileless my shipmates at chequershave play 'd. It shortens long nights, and it quickens light gales : 

Their sports are no pastime, but sorrow to me,— The dull midnight watch it sends limping away, 

My mind is more happy in sighing to thee. And dawns a new hope on his mind with the oay; 

More happy, by far, when I'm thinking of vou. With rapture it makes his affections to burn. 

For the hope of return takes the sting from adien. And cbaAgcs aidiea into welcome ftnm. 


f 
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A LIFE IN THE WEST. 

Hm Poetry by O. P. Morrii; the Music liy Henry RmseU.— PuUiahed in DnTldaon'i Cheap and 

Uniform Edition of his Compoiitions. 
ASItgro eon Spiri'o. 



01 bro - tl^^rff, come Mother, and liat to my ato - ry,— » Mer - ry and brief will the 



nar-n-tiTe be,-~ Here, like a mon-arch, I rdgn in my clo - ry — Mas-ter am 



I, boyt» of all that I aee :— Where once frown'd a fo - rest a gar - den 


■im_L ni-nm : \ ^ J ^i r+^fc^^ 


amU-ing, lite meadowa and moor-landa are manh-ea no more ; And there carls the 


p^i^-iu =i^ M4^> jiJr Jur-t^ 


aBioikactfmT cot-tage»be-giiil«faig The chil-dnawhodna-ter like grapes at the dooi. Ilira 



eo-terfboye— ebeer-lyiboya, en-tarandreati The land of the heart is the land oftlio 



weatl O-hot boysl 0-hol boysl O - hoi boys I O-hol 

IVdk notofthetoim,boys — givemethe broadprairie, Here, brothers, secure from all tnrmoU aad dangery 

Whereman, like Uie wind, roUs impnlalTe aadfree ; We reap what we sow, for the soil is our own ;— 
Behold how Its beantifol colours all Tary, We apread hospitality's board for the stranger, 


Like those of the donds, or the deep-rolling i 

Dvs, is even as cnanging ; 
With prond independence we season onr cheer, 


▲ Bfie in the woods, boys, is even as changing 


And can not a flg for tiie king on his throne. 
We never know want, for we live by our labour, 
And in it contentment and happiness find; 


And tiiosa who the world are for happiness ranging, We do what we can for a friend or a neighbour, 

i»tln 


Won't find it at all, if they don't find it here I 

Then enter, boys, eheerty, &c 


And die, boys, inpeace and goodwill to mankind t 
Then enter, boys, cheerly, &o» 



GAIETE DE CCEUR. 

The Words adapted axpretdy for tldf Wodc, to an Air by Tnatar. 


jjf/ J'ii I [i\\i\ ¥ii\ ':H (ti U.'ii 


lliay tell me that love is a foUly; llieytell me that hope is vain,— Tliat life la idl 


#tf 1 1 f r f ' i-^H^-^^^t^-e^j^j^^i^ 


I daaee with the Spring when she calleth ; 

I laagb at the bricht June day ; 
And when the wild Autumn falleUi, 

I look for the Christmas gay. 

Bf 's evils for ever are flyinff 
Away, like the twift-wing'd rack, 


Life's shadows are daily dying ; 
Ah, why should we (»11 them back } 


The mind, It should gladden the 
Should strengthen the heart In pain | 

And so— and for other bright reaac 
Sweet cousin, I ne'er complain* 


I 
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O ! NAME NOT THOSE DAYS. 

The Poetry Itj W. M. — ^Adapted expresily for thia Work to ai| Air by Loub Spohr. 


•• ^••■^•^^•^^ • 



O, name not those days Which for e - - ver are past, — , I deemed them toe 


^^^^^^iS^^^^^ 


bright For their brijrht -. iiess to last; I dceinM them too bright for their brightness to 
Fine. 



last ! O, aiug not that song Which in joy was onee smig, — Re - tune not the 

D. C. 


^ tep g^ ^^ tf-Mr-fTti-MJA ji: 


harp, Let it still be unstrung — Retnne not the harp, Let it still be UAstmif ? 


Those chords have oft spoken, 
Mid light hearts and gay; 

But the charm is now broken, 
And withered away. 


The lips that once echoed 
Tfay.Tibrating thriU, 

And the heart that so fdt Ity 
Now for ever are stilL 


THE BROKEN HEART. 

The Poetry by Sariaa. -Ailapted expressly for thi? Work to nn Air by Maye». 


AndatUtm 



-i=S^^ 


I gas*d u - pon her face— No sign of guilt was there; 


A- 




^tK^t 


last I could alone but trace the calmness of despair. No tear was in her 



eye, lis tt - quid light to dim ; Her gen - tie bo - som heav'd no ligh, To 


^j?^tf^^^-J^- 



tell thegrief with - in; Her gen-tle bosom heav'd norigh, to tell the grief with-in. 


The purity of heaven 

Grao'd her fur and spotless brow ; 
But I knew her heart was riven, 

For her very smile was woe. 
The cold worlds eniel scorn 

Had rent that heart in twain ; 
For she knew, though she was lorn, 

That her soul was free hum stain. 

There was one whom she had lov'd 
With a woman*8 warmest glow ; 

But he had faithless prov'd. 
And she sank beneath the blow. 


Yet her love remained unshaken. 
Though its brightest hope was gone: 

And, while her heart was breaking. 
It still clung to him alone. 

I markM the daazUnff light 

Which sparkled in her eye ; 
I beheld her cheek's pure white 

Stain'd with a hectic dye ; 
More fragile grew her frame. 

And I knew her earthly doom ; — 
She died— and then the falae one came 

To weep beside her tomb. 


918 
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HERE WE MEET, TOO SOON IX) PART. 

Composed by Rossiiil. 



Here wemeet.tdo soon to part — Here to leave ivUl raise a smart — Here I'll press th«e 


^-^- 


^^^^^ ^^^^ ^^mi 


to my heart, Where none hare place a • bove thee. Hero I tow to love thee well — 


»JLJ'^ fj^t^^^ ^ 



Conld but words unseal the spell — Had but lan-g^ge strength to tell, Td say how much I 

8 3 



tl 


love thee, lici-e we uieet,t(>o 


^^^^^^^ 


soon to part — Here to leave ^ill raise a smart^^ 


Here I'll press the 



Prr^m 


Here I'll press thee to my heart, 

Here the rose that decks thy door — ' 
Here the thorn that spreads thy bower — 
Hero the willow on the moor — 
The birds at rest above thee— 


here 


none have place a - bove thee. 

Had they light of life to see- 
Sense of soul like thee and me, 
Soon might each a witness be 
How dotingly T love thre. 


» *V/X *\ ^\>Ny^ /V/v^ 


/imoroKO, 


THE PARSON'S CLERK. 

By Thomas Hudsno. 



Near Mooi-fields \i 


if^^^^^p^^ 



ij^j|jl ^4hN=i 


house of prayer. Which e-v«ry cha -pel- go-er knows, And < 



pious folks they do go there, To sport their Sun -day clothes. The par-son, filled with 


^^^^^^ 



gos • pel grace. Could show good liv - ing' in his face. And fruits of the Spi - rit 






i 


yon might trace — In the dark. Just be - neath him did appear A man who sang, so 
h P I I ^ i l t r^ i *>. l A — ■ w-r-P = 1 ■ n 

zttziy 


^;i J-^^^3^ ^#-i ^ fe ^ 


sweet and dear, The hymns for twen-ty pounds a year — ^The par - sod*s olerkl 


Mister Joseph Joshua Twight 

Always dress'd as if in print ; 
His eyes wero beautifully bright. 
Though they had a little squint. 
He gave out a hymn, his head he shook, 
One eye was fix'd upon the book, 
T'other would round the chapel look— 

Only mark* 
Like othen, he could not resist 
Singing wi^ a beautifu] nasal twist, 
IW while ha beat time with his fist, 

The parson's clerk I 


By fate's decree a rich man died. 

Whose widow, with much grief and pain. 
On Sundays to the chapel hied, 
In hopes — ^to wed again. 
The flesh did the spirit sore assail; 
She pny'd that her prayers might avail. 
And sai^ as sweet as a nightingale — 

Or a lark. 
She look'd as meek as any dove, 
Thought love-feasts were feasts of love, , 
Tum'd her eyes on heaven above — 

And the parson'b clerk I 


. 


^ 
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Milter Twight, fhovah his eyef were bad> 

A nose so keen ana sharp had got, 
In less than ' no time at all' egadl 
He saelt out what was what, 
And soon gave her to understand. 
By piously talking of wedlock's band, 
SIgh'd, and groaird, and souees'd her hand — 

In the dar.k. 
A month from the t^e her husband died, . 
At living alone so much she sigh'd, 
She went to church and was fiurly tied« 

To the parson's clerk I 

Ere the honey-moon had flown, 

His manners somehow seem'd so strange,—- 
He dress'd quite spruce, left her alone. 
Astonish >d at the change* 
From righteous path he turned astray. 
And even on the Sabbath day 
Druved himself in a one-horse-shay— 

In the parte 
And all the week^-I don't know how. 
At singing glees he made a row. 
And got as drunk as * Davy's sow'^ 

Did the parson's derk! 


OidT a short time after that. 

These revels tum'd to grief and care; 
He was took by a man, with large coek'd haty 
Before the great Lord Mayor. 
CSuurges acainst liim, not a few. 
For beinr in love and being untrue, 
And children sworn, a dozen or two-« 

Fair and dark. 
And when at the truth they did arrive- 
To show what a rare eame he did drive— 
He'd three wives besides, and all alive — 

Had this parson's derk I 

Committed to Newgate's drearv cell — 

Proof of guilt beyond all doubt — 

He served tliree years in Clerkenwdl, 

And then, quite fresh, came out. 

His wives were gone — he knew not where. 

And, what was more, he did not care; 

He wanted a trade — the wind was ftJr— 

To embark. 
For gospd grace his bowels yearn'd. 
He had a ciul, and it was not spum'd. 
And now a methodlst parson tum*^^ 

Is this parson's deri[| 


\M/\M^^kAA/\MA^MAMMMM^ 


THE SPIRIT OP THE SEA. 

«^oetry by M. N. O. — Airanged, ezpresdy ftnr this Work, to an Air by Donisettl. 
, AUegro Moderaio, 



I'm a spir-it of o-cean! and wan - der through Its caves* and its pa-la-ces* 


^^'^^:m 


gor-geous bluel From the whale so rude to the nau - tl - lus small, I oom-mand with a 



y^i-f^!-f\ 


breath, and command them all. — I teach them to sport on its bil • low -y breast, And 



guard them all as they sink to rest ; k teach them to sport on its 


#^=H-ra-fi 



bil- low. y breast. And guard them all as they sink to resti 


I blow with the Naiads the zephyr Ught, 

Or storm the wide waters in wild afMght ; 

I go with the bark to a distant land. 

And return with ^ home-bound happy band ; 

I mark the patriot's gladdening eye, 

As the ship sails on so gallantly. 

I pilot the vessd through dangerous seas. 
And unfiirl the sails to. the wiSting breeze ; 
I convey it home, and the friendly band 
On their country's shore once more I land ; 
And to join my fellows I hasten away, 
Skimmmg swUUy as light to Illume the day. 

I encounter ^he storm as I pass along; 

I laujh at its thunders, and mock with my song i 

Th9 ngi^tniogs play harmless on heaving wnves. 


Whose voice as the voice of the madman raves ; 
And the howl of the waters is music there, 
Tho' 'tis mudc that charms not the spirits of air. 

Unth the pride of Armada I sport across • 
The bounaless sea, and its sursf 9 toss ; 
I drink with its king in his rocky cave. 
Where my throne is made of the crystal wave ; 
And, a.« night comes on, f sport with the moon,— 
On the breast of a billow I reach her soon. 

In the sea's vast hall my repose T take. 

And with mom's first bow to the sun I wake, 

Sportive again on the hrinv wave. 

And dandng with sea-nymphs, loud Eolus brave 

Endless my days, and ctenml my bliss, — 

Can the children of earth ever equal this ? 
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STEP TOGETHER. 

From Duffy's Spirit of the Nation. 





^^aQ^ ^^^^t#^^=ij^^ 


Step to - getk - er — ^bold-ly tread, Firm each foot, fc - rect each head; Fiz*d in front be 


ffc-,ir-^ I 1 1 i^HitT^ w# rr^ 


ev* . r)' glance, For - ward at the word ad-vance! Serried files that foes may dread, 



like the deer on moiin«taiA heath - er. Tread light, Iieft, right, — I«eft right, — 



U'f r i J ' t^ 


Steady, boys, and step to - geth-erl ' Steady, boys, and step to-geth-erl 


Step together — ^be each rank 
Dress'd In line, from flank to flaak. 
Marching so that you may halt 
'Mid the onset's fierce assault. 
Firm as is the rampart's bank, 
Rais'd the iron rain to weather — 
Proud siffht I 
Left, light — 
.Steady, boys^ and st^ together! 

Step together — ^be your tramp 
Quick imd light, no plodding stamp. 
Let its eadenoe quick and clear 
F&Il Uke music on the ear; 
Noise befits not hall or camp — 


Ea^^ soar on silent feather- 
Tread light. 
Left, right — 

Steady, boys, and st^ together 

Step together— self-restrained. 
Be vov maroh of thona^ as tralnedv 
EacA man's sinole powTs oombin'd 
Into one battalion'd mind, 
Moring on with step eustain'd, 
llraa prepar'd we reck not whether 
Foes smite. 
Left, li^t— 
We ean think and strike togeflier! 


AUegrttto 00a Anima. 


THE MOUNTAIN MAID. 

Bj John Sinclair. 



Tlie moon-tain naid from her bow'r had liied, And sped to tlie glaa - 17 li • » Tcr's 


^ fe^=::feya|Jf^ ^p^^;^^^ 


side, Where the ra - diant moon shone dear and bright. And the wil- lows wav'd in the 


^ ^^^^ixr±i\^r) I J . /-t]^ 


sil - ver light, the wil -lows wav*d in the ril - ver light; On. a mot - sy 



tone-ful strain, He 


woke ... his pipe to a tune - fnl strain. 
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LQ-{ j^_jLlt|X-i^ ^; H64 


And so blithe - ly g«T ^«^ the notei he play'dy^That be eharm'd tbe ear of tbe 



g«yweretbe notes be play'd, Tbat be ebann'dtheev of the moim-tain maldl 


stoppM, with timid fear opprest'd. So softly sweet was his tanefol ditty, 

While a soft sigh swell'd her gentle breast, He eham*d her tender soul to pity ; 

He canght her glanee, and marked her sigh^ And so blithely gay were the notes he ^bqf*d, 

And triumph lanffh'd in his sparkling eye. That he gained the lieart of the moontwn mtl&i' 


rVE LOVERS KIND, AND SUITORS MANY. 

Composed by T. Hook. 



An^kmiim. 


^J:j'fJirf-f i r ?r,- ;i jv¥-:^ qi 


I'¥e lo - Ters kind, and suit - ors many, Who sigh and promise to be true ; But 


fi\ }' J^. J'f/if f r i r'F J:f !:ium 



ne*er will I be kind to a - ny, Till sneb a one I find as yon. The 



f-UL^~i r ^rr f^rrtTt?^ 


angt of absenee tlins o'er - paid, A Bri-tish maid would nerer mourn ; Her charms her country's 



#M#=f^ 




cause ean aid — m She shares his fate at his le « turn. I*^ knrers kind, and suitors 



^^< i* r ^^\ 


many, Who sigh and promise to be true; But ne'er will I be kind to a-ny. Till / 



such a one I find as you ; But ne'er will I be kind to 


any, Till such a 



one I find as you; Bnt ne'er will I be kind to any. Till such a on^ I find as you. 
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Ailfgretto, 


THE FEMALE CUYER. 

Composed by Hook. 




1^^^^^^^ 


I*ve lost my heart, I've lost my heart; Pray tell me if you've found it: "Its tree from 


i 


g 


f 


pf^=j-i-hf=g^?-[^rT-jff=j=g ^ 


scor&i from pride, or art — Has Da-moa'sname a -round it. IWelost my heart, I've 


#^^^^ B 4fl^lf i h&^^ ^ 


lost my heart; Pra.y ten me If you've found Hz'TIs f^ from scorn, from pride, or art, Has 


^ljLi-Q^j#:^^=F r ^ lir 1 hrTir--^'^^ 



hearti I've lost— I've lost my heart! .•.-.. I've lost my heart! 



r f> r. ^\f^T^^^ 




No heart so con - stant, soft, and true, Till from this breast last night it (lew, "When 



Da • mon danc'd up - on the green, The sweet-est youth that ere was seen ; When Da - moa 

JS—i = 



gpP-4ff=R 



^m 


danc'd up-on the green— The sweet-est youth that e'er was seen! Such charms a -lone my 



JFW. 

heart could move, — 'Tis constant as the tur-tle dove, 'Tis constant at the tur-tle dove! 

Mi ot. 



LUr X J ^if c -r [ \ \ I i-4\ 


O! bring me back my heart a - gain, or bring me Da - mon's in re - turn; p\ 


i^ ^ J J l N i =^H^on J' l f f.= 


brine me back my heart a - gain, or bring me Da • mon's in re-turn. At-tend my 

J N— IV.. 




^^ 


^ 


coll, my cry re - gard. And beau-ty'a smile be your re - ward; And may the fidr you 


H=m=r f7F^t^B^ 


* .. 


foud-ly love Be con-stant a» the ^i'*' - tie dovf ! Be con -stant as the tur - tie dovel 


L^a^; 
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AUegretto ModertUo. 




FAINT AND WEARILY. 

Compofled by Dr. Arnold. 

* 


I 


^^^ 



^^ 


Fdnt and wea-rl • ly thA way --worn tra - «el - ler Plods un - cheer -4 - ly, •• 



friid to ston: 


^^ 


Wan - d'flng drea - ri - ty, and sad nn . ra - vel - ler of the 


maz-es tow*rd the monn-tain*i top: 

IS 


Doubt-ing, 



fear-iog, while his course he's 

3C 


i 


steer -ing, Cot-tag-es ap - pear-iug 


^ B-C-f ^^ ^ 


as he*8 nigh to stop ; — O, how 


^^^m. 


t 


m 


hiisk-ly then the way-worn tra-veUler Threads the mazes tow*rd the monD>taiu*s top. 

Though so melaneholy day has pass'd by, 

*Tinnild be folly to think on't more ; 
Blitha and joUv he the can holds fhst by. 

As he *s sitting at the goatherd's door. 


Eating, quaffing, at past labours laughing, 
Better far by hislf in spirits than before ; — 

O, how menry tiien the rested traveller 
Sesnu y/tiiib sitting at the goatherd's door I 

O I how merry, &c 


i/v^^^h^^^s^^^iAAyv^\^>i^v>«^ 


HOW OFT, LOUISA, HAST THOU SAID. 

From the Duenna. 


AndiBMU* 


f^^m^^^^^^^^^m 



How oft, Loa-i - sa, hast thou said. Nor wilt thou the fond boast dls-own, Thou 


#f^(f^^i[fjn^ iLjj-jj n i rpg =t^ 


wouldst not lose An • to - nlo*s lore, To reign the part - ner of a throne. And 


fc-gjJlJI^^j.-Mf^Cf^ l ciUg^ 


by those Ups which spoke so kind, And by this hand ^ press'd to mine, To 



be the lord of wealth andpow'r, I . swear I would not pai-t with thine. 


1 i 


Then how, my soul, ean we be poor. 

Who own what kingdoms could not buy ; 
Of this true heart thou shalt be oueen. 


And, serving thee, a monarch 


Thus unoontroU'd in mutual bliss, 
And rich in love's exhaustless mine. 

Do thou snatch treasures from my lips, 
And I'll take kingdoms back with thine. 


r~? 
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Andtmie AnrcMione. 


HE WAS FAM'D FOR DEEDS OF ARMS. 

Composed by D. Corri. 


He wns fkm*d 


a*d for deeds of arms: She. a maid of ea - vied charms. Now to 


deeds of arms; She» a 


ea - vied charms, NoW to 
. r^ 



him her love im-pa 
to tiM field, 


love im-parts, — One pore 

p 


flame 


per-vades both hearts. Ho-nour ealls him 
^^ with expreu. 



^^r^irr^ 


oon - quest now mtnt yield : * Sweet maid,* he cfiesy a - 




gaiu 1*11 come to thee, I'll come to thee, When the g^lad trum-pet sounds a Vic-to-ry. 


Battle DOW with ftiry glows, 
Hostile blood in torrent flows ; 
His duty tells him to depart,— 
She press*d her hero to her heart. 
And now the trumpet sounds to arms, 
And now the clash of war's alarms i—- 
Sweet maid,' he cries,' again I'll come to thee, 
Wliea the f^xA tnimpet sounds a Victory. 


He with love and conquest hums, — 

Both subdue his mind by turns ; 

Death the soldier now enthrals I 

With his wounds the hero fslls ! 

She, disdaining war's alarms, 

ftush'd and caught him in hor arms ! 

' O death 1' he med, *thou'rt welcome now to me, 

Forharkl harkl thegladtmmpetsounds aVictGry.' 


,ru^ »» « ^*v<v»%/ 


SO YOUNG AND SO LOVELY. 

Composed by Henry Russell. — PubUshed in Davidson's Cheap and Uniform Edition of his Compositions. 


Andante Moderato. 




So young and so love - ly, so wise yet so kind — She has gone, she has left me with 


Q-N -i-'^^U-^ 



aL 


yjrj'^: 


tad • ness br-hind ; The hope of my life firom my fond arms is torn, And a- 


' &^^i, ^ ^ ^ ^mn-i- ^m 


1 7 

lone in the world I must now wandjer on. 01 El-len, fond mem.'ry re 



^^ rfrn=l=:. 


fc=teC 




caUs the delight, When, like the fiedr moon, you 11 - lu-mln'd mynlght — I see thee, O! 



H-rc-r^^^'^^^^^ 


lov'd one — I see thee a - gain, ^d the vi-sion but brings back the pli a- sure of pain. 


: 


I see thy bright form, and thy fhce, once so fair, 
And the pearls made more white bi f th y r avenb lackjhair ; 
I see thee in joy, on thy lip the oright smile 
Of love and of beautVi so thoughtless of guile ; 
I see thy pure thougnts as in sparkles they rise 
From thy fUr spotless soul to thy beautifbl eyes; 
I hear thy low voice, and its sweet gushing thrill. 
As it eharm'd an^ enchain' d my fond heart to its will. 


I see thee, I hear thee, I feel thy soft kiss, 
And madness suooeeda to tiie memory of blka; 
She has gone, she has left me alone and to mourn, 
From the fading of day to the flush of the mom; 
But, O I while mythoughts can rove baclc to the past^ 
Fond mem'ry will bid me love on to the last ; 
But O I while mythoughts can rove back to this patit 
Fond mem'ry will bid me love on to the last t 
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OF ALL THE LANDS THAT ON EARTH ARE FOUND. 

Composed by Henry West, R.A. of Music. 
Moderaio Vtvaee. 


|iiJ I r- ? a-^^^H=^ ^ 



Of all the lands that on earth are ftrand, The best is our g;ood old Eng - lisb 


^ . ;iJ J'cJ jj- ;iJ-^nf f,t^ ^f ^ 


1 r 


groondy So rich in each bless-Ing of hear'n, So rich in each bless-ing of heav'n : The 




^^ 


south*s sn-per-fln - i -ties grow not here, But our men have hearts that know no fear, And our 


^ j j'j'j f i i.^|ifH^ i±jjj 



maids are by Ood's self giVn ; The soath's su-per-fiu-i-ties gprow not here, But ovit men hayp 


to 1 ^- i^-^-h it J J'J'J n \ 'y' ms 

hearts that know no fsar, And onr maids are by God's sS? giT'n : Of all the 



lands that on earth are found, The best is our good old Eng - Ush ground, 


Of all the tongues that on earth are found. 
The best is lluit spoken on English ground: 

If less soft than some of its brothers, 
Our words convey a meaning dear. 
And every friend the heart holds dear 

Can understand another's. 

Of all the maids that on earth are found. 
The best is the maid bom on English ground — 

The earth's fsirest flower is she I 
Some call her the rose, and she would be such, 
But she has no tiiom to wound our touch ; 

And her bloom in all seasons we see. 


Of all the wives that on earth are found, 
The best wife dwells upon English ground, 

For she loves for ever truly : 
In sickness and sorrow she tends on her lord, 
And none can doubt the worth of her word~- 

While her ftme she merits duly. 

Long life to all that on earUi are found — 
But for ever success to our English ground. 

The birth-land of worth and beauty ; 
Nor let us care, though we think it strange^ 
That other lands their morals change, 

If we be true to each duty. 


MY HEART'S MY OWN, 


Moderaio. 


i|JM ir-tt^-^^ 



nu ^r-^ 


My heart's my own, my will is free, And so shall be my. voice; No mor - tal man shall 

4 Jhi-^ - -- 



wed with me Till first he's made my choic* Let pa-rents rule — cryNature'slaws,Andchil-drei» 

IS 



still o - bey ; And is there then no sav - ing clause Against ty-ran-nic sway ? A-gainst ty- 



^^rT.r'M^ r nilp 



ran-nie sway? And is there tbcano sav -ing dauae A-gainst ty -ran - nic sway? 


15 


' ) 


f ■* ' 


J 
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Moderato eon EtprestionM, 


SWEET KITTY CLOVER. 

Words by Kni^.— Mniic by Kean. 


hf ; J' f ^^tT^^t^3##Mg^ 


Sweet Kit - ty CIot - er, she bo-then me so. 


O, - . - 


O! - - - 


Sweet Kit - tr Qot • er, ih* bo-then me so. O. - - O. O I Her 


O, - - O, Ol 



foee ia ronnd, and red, and fat, like pnl-pit -cu-shion, or red-der than that. O, 


^^'1 :.r r r ' r-r^ U' l mxri^^ m 


sweet Kit - ty CIot - er, she bo-then me so, 0|---*OI-«-0; 


j y i- J' J' r r r i =f=M^ ^ta^^^ 


Sweet Kit - ty do? - er, shis bo-then me so, O, - - O, O ! 


Sweet Kitty in person is rather low, O, O I 
She 's three feet tall, 

And that I prise, 
As jnst a fit height 
For a man of my siae ;— 
1 sweet Kitty Qorer, yon bother me ao, 0, 1 

Where Kitty resides, I am snre to go, O, Ol 
One moonlight night — 
Ah 1 me, what bliss ! 


Throngh a hole in the window 
I gave her a kiss I 
O ! sweet Kitty Ooter, yon bother me so, 0, 01 

If Kittj to kirk with me WQ»nld go, O, OS 
I think I should never 
Be wretched again. 
If after the parson 
She'd say ' Amen.' 
Then Kitty would ne'er again botner me so, O, O I 


TO THE BROOK AND THE WILLOW. 

jMurgo J^Jf9iimoio. 


Composed by Sir J. A* Stevenson. 

a 



jAjiIJ-^^PFJI 



To the brookandthe willow that heard him complain. Poor Colin went a weeping, and 


w* mm T 



told them his pain: 'Sweet stream,' he cried sad -ly, * I'll teach thee to flow. And the 


^ ^ 



wa« ten shall rise to the brink with my woe, — willow, wil-low, willow. 



willow, wil-low, willow, willow, willow, willow. 


^ N^- 1-F^fr g^ 


Ah! - poor me! 


'Believe me, thou fair one, thon dear one believe, One fate to thy Colin and thee shall betide, 
Piw Bi|^ to thy loss, and few tean will I give ; And soon lay thy shepherd down oold by thy sida^ 

WiUow, wiUow.* &c 


■ff I ^ 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


227 i 


THE IRISH WAKE. • 

"A^^Jl^r"-'^"^ '^ "^'^r ^°P«^' «» D-'XJ"-'* Ediaon of hi. Song.. 






i 


Life's as like as can be to an I .rishv&k«i wiimMi^i.^ *- ^,^ ,. "^ 
^ " *-™a^>ltc,Wfteretheirfa-perg they Hght, And they 



sit np .U night, Wid their' Why wonld yon leave yonr poor Pad. dT to m^? ^T-X 



"Thil U 


low co«U ,o« bo rack 4 ert,? MnA-m whrt «m ido? il . ," „, , 

' .. O * .. 4,1 '' 


fdtazzgtpg 


Ul-ly, la lool O hone I Fait, we're 



-geth-er a - loneT 


/> ##„. . . . ^ ^ ' "" — 8^-er a . lonel' But 





^whe. th, grirf tto B ■ q«,rp,t.o»t, H.. fa. fa ril chL.g'dl, .' ' injil^ 


way like smoke goes the 


^^^^^^^rt 




^^^^^^ 


i^ 


back to back, Withtheir tip - te - la ■ ry, tip . ^ . £[ . ^y, tip . te ^laT^ 



J 


whack: 


^^'xS^J^^*** safe wid a good lock and key, 
Like Iliisbe, may call ' 

Thrangh the hole in the wall, 

^^^'liST*'" my misfortnne— I'm left here to moani 
will no one take pity on me ? 
Mnsha, wha^ will I do ? 
LlUy, Hlly, My, la loo ! 

hone ! 

1 shall be after lying alone. 

Bat when the rope ladder affords her relief, 

And riie turns on her mother her back, [grief, 
•Mong her friends and relations she leaves & hei 

With their tiptelary whack. 

The toper, next morning, low, sick, and in pain 
The glasses all breaks, *^ 

Beats his head 'cause it aches. 

And J^ thatwine may to poison be grown, 
If^e'er he geto tipsy agidn: 
at^lldo? 


I - la - nr. tin - te . 1a - *• «« *.. ,_ >— ^ 


] With his-^What 

j LiUy,]my,lilly,ljt]ool 


ry whack* 

Ohone! 

Prom this moment ITl drinking disown • 

He^'^i^L^PT"' *?'^« Bacch^^rSZ; 
ue changes his tone in a crack • r»iiL^ 

Patriots tum'd out of nlar^ r 

°~i A'^t.^^'™''' « "too 

"ny.lUly.miy.Uloo! 

Ohonei 

Rnf Z^Il r*" ,¥* ^^ *o ff™«t and to groan • 

When the lover is taken back, 

^^^f/*V^2l2?**^ • P^ 'ban obtain,^ 
Away to the devil goes care in a crack. 
And It's tiptelary whack. ^^' 
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WHEN BIBO WENT DOWN. 

,The Words by Tliomas Dibdin.^The Muaie by Trsyen. 


j^ Atlegt. 



When Bi « bo went down to the re - gions be - low, Where Le - the and Styx round e- 



ter - ni - ty flow, He a -woke, and he cried that he would be row'dback, For hU 


p^ ^^^g j? N N N r^^^ 


sool was a - dry, and he want - ed some sack. 'Ton're drunk,' replied Charon, 'yon were 



J i j I J'.J ' 


-«( 


t 


r=f^ 


K=^ 


#g#fe{d^ 


dmnk when )Oii died, And yon felt not the pain that to death is al - lied, And yon 


Cdt not the pafai that to death ia al • iSd.' 'Take me back.' roar'd oat Bi<bo.— •! 


P 


Take me back,' roar'd oat Bi-bo,— 'I 



^^ 



d=J^ l J , 1 J l jJ 


mind not the pain; Take mo back, take me back, let me die onee a - gain.' 

' Forget,* replied Charon, ' those regions of strife — At length grim Cerberus began for to roar. 

Drink of Lethe divine, 'tis the fountain of life, And the crazy old bark stmck the Stygian shore : 

Where the soul is new born, and the past is a dream, When Blbo arose, and he stagger'd to land. 

And the gods themsdyes drink of the care-drowning But he jostled the ghosts as they stood on ttie strand* 

stream.' * Have a care,* cried old Charon, ' 'tis in vain to 
' Let the gods,' replied Bibo, * drink water that willl rebel, Riell.' . 

The mazun of mortals 111 always fUfil ; For you're banish'd from earth, and your som is in 

Prate, prate not to me of your Lethe divine, ' That's a truth,* replied Bibo, * I knew bv the sign: 

For our Lethe on earth was a bumper of wine.' 'Twas a hell upon earth to be wanting of wine.' 

THE MAIN. 

The Poetry oy Henry John Sharpe.— The Music by Henry Russell.— Published in Davidson's Cheap 

and Uniform Edition of his Compositions. 
:j$ AOegro Moderate. 



The main, the main, the flow - ing main! Where proud-ly rides Tie - to - ria's 


^P^^^^^ 



lay • re - peatl Whereproud-ly rides Tic - to - ria's fleet — The main, the 



^^fe^ 



Free • dom's strain; Let ev - • 'ry voioe the lay - - re 
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m ^ M ^ m ^ ^ ^ 


peat I Hie eorl-ing seas idtli fresVning breeze Boll play- ful on-ward to the shore ; How 


m^^^^ 


H-^^ - r^rff^-f r 


flweet the scene when all se - rene ! How dire-fol when the bQ - lows roar 1 . . . . 


From depths profonnd the waTes resound. 

And murmuring mnsic fills the air ; 
With what delight the prospect bright 

Invites the mariner to share ! 
The feather'd oar puts out from shore, 

And swiftly o'er the waters glides ; 
The swelling sail heeds not the gale, 

But safely through the tempest rides t 

ThemaiB, &c. 


That noble bark with wonder mark, 

Emerging from a wat*ry cave : 
Now toss'd on high, it braves the sky, 

A feather on the mightv wave. 
The tempests cease, and, hush'd in peace. 

Hie bafBing surges soon are spread ; 
As Nature sleeps, old Neptune leaps 

Triumphant irom his liquid bed I 

The ^lain, &c. 


THE CLEVER WOMAN. 

Hie Poetry by the Hon. Grantley Fitshardinge Berkeley.— The Music by J. Blewitt. 



r !■ J' J' J:J 



I'll sing you a song I am slng-ing for ev - er, Or deep - ing or 


1*1 i u ^ 'il' Ji' ^^ 




de-ver. At least when the world has ac - cord-ed the name. You call in the morning, she 


p^ ^^MHi^mnH i\r^H^^ 



ilies to her ta- ble, She seia-es a pen, and, in at - ti-tudeplaanM, Shetries to look wis-dom as 


p^ftf^E4-^^^H^ y=fc4^^^ 


well as she's a -ble. And leans on her el - bow, her fooe in her hand. I'll 



^m 


A^ ,j n v ^i ^ 


sing you a ^ong I am sing - ing for ev - er, I'm sing-ing, I'm singing for ev-er. 


She'seoarseamongfemales, withmensheisfonny ; 
She frightens the timid and tickles the strong; 
She calls them (right easy) Dear Tom and dear 

Johnny, 
And tries to sow discord the married among. 
Intriguing in public, but cautious in private, 
The ice of her nature then only is known; 
Though feeling no passion, she wills to arrive at 
A character Modesty's fain to disown. 

I'U sing you a scmg I am singing for ever,&c. 

Vou meet her at parties, and soon you discover 
Her men , who by turns Uke the sentries must rest ; 
She sen<b one fool off to make way for another, 
And leads eadi to think that his suit is the best. 


' Yon are too much with me — the world it will whisper- 
For heaven'ssake leave me — my fate's in your hands; 
There, run off — that's right, and go talk to my sister. 
Until for your presence I've further commands.' 
I'U sing you a song I am singing for ever, &6. 

She sets some rich victim to pay for her pleasures, 
And Teamed revisers are waiting the same, 
To alter her prose and to finish her measures, 
And give to bsr poetry all but their name. 
Save, save, then, O save me from women thus dever^ 
Who outrage their nature to gain but a name : 
I've sung you a song, and I'll sing it for ever— 
Or sleeping or waking the burden's the same. 
I've sung you a song, and I'll sing it, && 
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ASK IF YON DAMASK ROSE BE SWEET. 


Moderato. 


^ ^ i i-^fjjrr^jf^-n-i-ip^ 



ask each shep-herd that you meet If dear Sn - san-iiah'i fair. If dear, dear Su- 


T^: : r^rftxrOhi ^nr r^^ 


Aak Sf yon da - mask 



rose be 8we6t That scents the am - Uent air. 


Then ask each shep - herd 


^4U-^i^M^^l^-^F^ ^ 


that yon meet, If dear Sn - san - nah*s fair, If dear Sn - san • nah's fair. 


Say, will the ynltore leave lis prey, 
And warble through the grove ? 

Bid wanton linnets quit the spray. 
Then doubt thy shepherd's love. 


The spoils of war let heroes share. 
Let pride in splendour shine ; 

Te bards, nnenvyM lanrds wear,— 
Be £ur Susannah mine! 


^^^/^i/^/s/v«/v^A/^/v^/v^'^/v^ 


0, TELL MB NOT THAT LOVE CAN FAD*.. 

The Poetry by F. M. — ^Arranged expressly for this Work to an Air by DoniiettL 
Moderato, 


pjjTnrr^:^ ^ 


^fB=^fl^ 



O, tell me not that lore ean fade, Aa leaves that drop in au-tumn wea-ther; 


f^^^^rntH^Tr ts \ xM:^ m^^ 


O, tell me not that life is made Of thorns and ros - es twin*d to-ge-ther;That 



j^^^ffi^ 


Hope is but the par - rot tone Of fan - cy's voice in frol - ic thrown A - cross the 


$ 


±F 



!|:^^TrFP^^ F i 


^ 


mind, like fit-ful gales that voo a-while, then fly the sails,Thatwoo awhile, then fly the sails. 


t would not have my present bliss 

Diminish'dby one dark suspicion; 
I would not stain a joy like this 

By sullen Doubt's intrusive vision ; ' 
I would not lose the thoughts that now 
Revisit me, as dew the boush 
ScorchM by hot gales, for all that fate 
Can give to smile on wealth or state. 


Myheart rejects all other cares 

Than that of tending on thy merit. 
And in its inmost cell it bears 

The memory of a tender spirit, 
That, like the treasur*d sea-shell, makes 
Mysterious murmurs, as it wakes 
Its wishes for the distant yrave 
rhat was its cradle and its gravp. 
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AjjMMon 


TURN TO ME, LOVE. 

Poetry by lliomas Moore, Esq. — ^Mnaic by Sir John SteTensoa. 


fci- ^7t^^TTtf^i7TTtr ti ^ftHf^ 


Tom to me, lore, the mom - Ing ' rays Are glow - ing o'er tiiylangnidcharms-^ 


# H-#^ 



Take one lux -n-riant part -Ing gaxe, WhOe yet I Un-ger, I lin-ger In thy 



bo - 8om dear, And now the glance of mom - Ing light Has foond me, 


^ f/ ^ (; ;i \-Wf\^h I c • » j^^^fe i 


ftnmdme still In dal-lianoe here. Has found me StiU in dal-lianoe here. 


Tnra to me, lore, — ^the trembling gleams 
Of mora along thy white neek stray ;— 

Away, away, ye enVions beams I 
I'll chase you with my lips away. 


Kiss me onee more, and then 111 fly, — 
Our parting woald to noonday last ; 

lliea dose that languid trembling eye. 
And sweetly dream of all that's past. 


IRELAND FOR EVER. 


AmianU> 


djjj' i ;■. y 



At - tend to me, lands-men, and sail - ors, and o - thers, — ^My dit - ty ap-peals to your 



r^J'JV'J \ r4-t 4- 4i i ^ 


coor-age and sense, — Come roond me, my lads, let's shake hands like bro-thers. And join one and 



in old Ireland's defence. Though foe - men by tricks to se-dmse us en-deay-our, We*L 


U > J- J' J' J: J^N7-t^±Jt 



stand by trar Queen and old Ire-land for er - er. By our Queen, our Queen and old 

< . . f !• r .-;. I . . . . ? ■ . I fe 


#^^-4-&P^-^f^^^H^^^ ^i 


Ire-land for er-er; We^ll stand by ourQueenand dd Ire -land for er-er. 


I 


Our forefathers fully conslder'd the cause 
Of justice, of wisdom, of honour, and fkme, 

Tlien wisely and bravely establish'd such laws 
As rais'd above others Hibemia's great name t 

Then shall we lose sight of them ? — ^Never, boys, 
never 1 

Huna for our Queen and old Ireland for ever ! 


Ye sons of Hiberaia, come join hand in hand,— 
We'll drive all invaders quite out of the land; 

And when o'er the grog the first toast that isgiv's 
Shall be, ' Plenty and peaee to the land that 
we Uveinl' 

Though foemen by tricks to seduce us endeavoui. 

We'll stand by our Queen and old Ireland for afsr I 
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DOWN BY THE RIVER THERE GROWS A GREEN WILLOW. 

Words by O. Ckilman. — ^Mngieby Stq»hen Storace. 


nlarghetio. ^ 



Down by the riT - er fhere grows a green wQ - low, — Sing, O for my true lore, my 


^^=at^=Jff^OlCT^r. trri^^^^^^^ 


true lore, OI FIl weep onttfae night fhere, the bank for my pil-low,-And all for my 


A|^^^^?pe■ I ;■. ^ ;■ (jk^ ^^ 



tme love, my true lore, O ! When chiU blows the wind and tem-pests are beat-ing, I'll 

^7s 


p-t^tyj^f^ 



^ m^^m^ 


count all the douds as I mark them re - treat - - ing. For true lov-ers* joys, wcll-a- 

& 



i^ ;■ J' r. "r 1 f I c^^u^'i^iii 


day, are as fleet-ing : Sing, O for my lore ; sing, O Ibr my tme love, my tnielove,0 ! 


Maids, come in pity, when I am departed ; Make me a grave, all while the wind's blowing, 

Sing sll for my true love 1 my tme love, O I Closetothe8tream,wheremytearsoncewereflowing, 

When dead on the bank I amfound, broken-hearted, And over my corse keep the green willow growing, — 

And all for my true love ! my true love, O I Mis all for my true love, my true love, O ! 


ONE BOTTLE MORE. 


Vivace, 


As - sist me, ye lads, who have hearts void of guile. To sing in the prais-es of 


#ifj^-MI^HHhPft-J"fl^ 


old Ire-land's isle : Where tme hos -pl-ta- ]i«ty 



o - pens 


door, And 



friend-ship de - tains 


one bot > tie more. 


^^t M 


one bot -tie more, ar-ra! 




hor mH f-^r-^ 


one bot - tie more; And friend-ship de - tains 


one bot - tie more. 


Old England, yvnr taunts on our country forbear ; Our bill being paid, we were loath to depart. 

With our bulls, and our brogues, we are true and For friendship had grappl'd ekch nian by the heart * 

sincere, Where the least touch, you know, makes an Irish- 
For tf but one bottle remain'd in our store, man roar, [more. 

We have generous hearts to give that botUe more. And the whack from shilelah brought six bottles 

} And, by way of example, I'U sing of a set Slow Phoebus had shone thro' our window so bright, 

Of six Irish blades who together had met ; Quite happy to view his bless'd children of light ; 

Four bottles a-piece made us call for our score. So we parted, with hearts neither sorry nor sore, 

And aotilidng ronaln'd but one bottle more. Resolving next night to drink twelve bottles more* 
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Fhaee, 


WHEN A TREMBLING LOVER DIES. 

Poetry hj James Kennej. — ^Hiuie by I. Nathan. 


^^tij^ 


f 


PP^^^^J^ 


^ 


Wben a trem-bling lov-er dies, With a heart bna^AiU of wo^— Stands a - loof, and, 



-when he righs, What ha wants won't let ns know, Let him go, let him go, 



•i i r r r ri 


Wo<men are not con-quer*d so ; Let him go, let him go, Wo - men are not 


^> ^^ p^-^^=^f -i if |. I r if-^ 


con - qner'd so ; Let him go, let him go. Wo - men are not con - qner'd so. 


But the youth who boldly speeds. 

Like a hero, to the fray — 
Speaks his mind, and, when he pleads. 

Will not let us answer nay ; 


Let him stay, let him stay, — 
He's the man to ¥rin the day. 

Let him stay, &c 


Moderator 


ZEPHYR AMONG THE FLOWERS. 

Words by George Darley. — Mnsic by A. Bennett. 


|jS3^;^3;^aU^JJ r i njjff ^ 


When the bright - hair*dmom. With her drop - ping horn. Blows sweet, blows sweet on the 



^ft^^Erff% { ^ ^^ 


sigh, O'er their co -ro-nets green I g^e ; 


^ ^^it^TWTTfJ^ i f , I ^-i' J' ^1 f i fm 


m, m Where the dale - queens lie, With a fra - grant sigh. O'er their oo-ro-nets green I 



O'er their co-ro-nets green I 


I waken each flower in her grassy bower. 
But I do not — I dare not stay ; 

For I must be gone to attend the sun 
At the eastern gate of the day. 

Fare thee well, farewell, as I leave her cell, 
I can hear the young rose sigh ; 

And tiie hare-bell, too, bids me oft adieu 
With a tear in her dim blue eye. 

As pale as the snow does the lily grow. 
When my wild feet near her rove. 


Vet she lets me sip of her nectarous lip. 
As long and as deep as 1 love. 

To make me her prise pretly primrose tries. 

Kissing and clasping my feet ; 
But violets ding so fast to my wing 

That my feathers are full of them yet ! 

Each flower of the lea has a bed for me. 

But I will not — cannot stav. 
For I must be gone to attend the sun 

At the western gate of the day J 
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THE GROVES OF BLARNEY. 


ModtH^ 



F'jTf^^ 


Thegrovesof Blar-ney^theylook sochann-iiig, Downby tbie purl -ings of sweet il- lent 


Ajvj. hi^itm f. -FipJT^ 



brooks. All grac'd by po - sies that spon • ta - neons grow tbere, and plaat-ed in 



p f'J' i f. rtr ^ p 


or • der in the rock - y nooks ; — *Tis there the dai • sy and sweet car- 



na-tion, theUoom-ing pink and the rose so fair. 


The daf.fy - down.dil-ly, 
3 


j lM-H^^t^-^. Jl J. J gJl j^ b ^^ 


be - sides the li • ly* Flow*rs that scent the sweet o • pen air. 


TIs Lady Jeffreys, that owns this station, 

like Alexander or like Helen fsir ; 
There's no commander in all the nation. 

For regulation could with her compare ; — 
Snch waUs soironnd her, that no nine-ponnder 

Coold ever phmder her place of strensth, 
Tni Oliver Cromwell he did her pvmwdl. 

Made breaches in all her battlements. 

There- is a cave wliere no daylight enters, 

Bat eats and badgers are for ever bred, 
And, moss'd by natnr*, makes it complater 

Than a coach and six, or a downy bed. 
'TIS there the lake is well stor'd with ftshes, 

And comely eels in the verdant mad. 
Besides the leeches and groves of beeches, 

Standing in order to guard the flood. 


There are great walks there for recreation, 

And conversation in sweet soHtnde ; 
TIs there the lover may hear the dove or 

The gentle plover in the afternoon. 
There's Biddy Mnrphv, the former's danghtei, 

A washing the praties before the door, 
With Paddy O'Bhuney from sweet Killamey, 

All blood relations of Lord Donov^miore. 

There 's statues gradnff this noUe mansion, 

AH heathen geids and goddesses so fair ; 
Bold Neptone, Plutardi, and Nicodamns, 

All standing in tiie open air. 
So now, to finish this Md narration. 

That my poor geneo coold not entwine ; 
Bat, were I Homer or Nebochadnezsar, 

In every feature I'd make it shine. 


jdkdamie* 



ADIEU, MY LOIPD HARP. 



A - dien, my lov'd harp, for no more shall the 


cho thy 


i f,'f f t^|J,J-;y , | ^ Q | J JI-a^T^ ^ 


notes, as they float on the gale ; No mora melt - ing pi • ty shall 



sigh o'er thy string. Or love to thy trem-blings to ten- der -ly sing. 


Whan battle's fell strife laanch'dits thunders afor, 
And valour's dark brow wore the honours of war, 
'Twaa thoo breath'd the fame of the hero around. 
And young emulation was wak'd by the sound. 


Te daughters of Erin, soon comes the sad day. 
When over the turf where I sleep ye shall say— 
' O I stm is the song we repaid vHth a tear. 
And sOent the string that delighted the ear.' 


r 
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Thaet 


P^M-H 


DICKY GOSSIP. 

Am song by tfa0 eelebrated Sncti. 




When I was a yonn - ker I flnt was ap • pren - tie'd Un - to a gay 


|LUJjj-nTr Ji j' l j I JiJ'inir^ 


bar-ber so dap-per and air-y; I next was a ear-pen-ter—tbea turned a 



den - tiat— Then tai - lor, good Lord* tbcn an a - po - the-ea - ry. Then an a • po-the* 



ca - ry: 


But for this trade or that, why they all eome as pat, they 


p[ t ci r rsn^t-r^^" c i-M^ ^ M 


all come as pat as they can,— 


For shaT-ing and tooth-drawing, bleeding, 


pr^ J- ^iJi^H U i f c :-^^aw ^ 


cab - bag-ing, and saw-ing, Dick - y Got* sip, Dick*y Gos-slp ip the man! 

Though tailor and dentist bat awkwardly tether, And two of my trades couple rarely togctiier, 

iTings. 
So' for this trade and that, &e. 


>nffhtai 
In both the vocations I stUl have my savings; For barber and carpentor both deal in shai 



IT IS THE HOUR. 

The Poetry by J. F.— 'Arranged expressly for this Work toaa Air by Donisetti. 
llegretio. 


srN ^g-L-qi:]^ ^' r i r c c f f 


It is the honr when soft, lore. Hie xe-phyr woos the gale, Not sweet-er than we've 



•< W i I gig^^ 



oft, love, Breath'dforth the ten - der tale 1 The breese np - on the mountain WHl 
fhn thy love- ly brow— More fair than at the fonn-tain The pnr - est Ul-les 




grow, More fair tlian at the fonn - tain 


pnr • est lil - ies grow. 


Then smiling eome with me, love, — 

The stars from those bine sUes, 
That light the vales and sea, love. 

Look dim without thine eyes. 
Reflected on the flower, love, 

The dew-drops sparkle bright ; 
The glow-worm courts tiie hour, love, 

To shed its mystic light* 


In sweet and plaintive messnre. 

The nightingale's soft tone 
Sheds melody's sweet pleasure. 

As thrilling as thine own ! 
Then smiling come to me, love, — 

The stars from those blue skies. 
That light the vales and sea, love. 

Look dim without thine eyes J 


\ 
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ANACREON, THEY SAY, WAS A JOLLY OLD BLADE. 

i 



A - na-cre-on,theysay, was ft jol - ly old blade, A Grecian, choAce spl - rit, and 



^Ifrjr^ l f^j^ ^ 



po - et liy trade; A - na-cre-on, they aay, was a jdl • ly old blade, A Gre-dan, choico 


J'nrHi jjn H i r f i r r-J-H - M^ 


8pl-rit,and po • et by trade; To Ye-nns and Bae - cfans he tiin*d up hk lays^For 


^r i i n-j^^=p^!J' i Jrnf rrur ^ 


lore anft a bvm-per he sang all Us days ; To Ve - nus and Bac-chus he ton'd np Us 


j i ii'i'i r r ii r i F^fT^itn^TTm^ g 


lays— For lore and a bom-per, For lore and a bnm-per, he sang all his days. 


He langVd as he qnaiTd still the juice of the Tine, 
And though he was human was look*d on divine, — 
At the feast of good-humour he always was there. 
And Hb fancy and sonnets still banishM dull care. 

* Good wine, boys,' says he, ' is the liquor of Jovt~ 
TIs our coinfoit below, and their nectar above ; 
llieo, while round the table^the bumper we pass, 
liCt the toast be to Venus and each smiling lass. 

'Apollo may tortore his catgut or wire. 

Yet Bacchus and bounty the theme must inspire, 


Or else all his humming and strumming is vain,— 
The true joys of heaven he'd never obtain. 

' To love and be lov'd, how transporting the bliss ! 
While the heart-cheering elass g^ves a sest to each 
With Bacchus and Venus I'll ever combine, [kiss I 
For drinking and kissing are pleasures divine.' 

As sons of Anacreon, then, let us be g^y — 
With drinking and love pass the moments away, 
^th wine and with beautv let's fill up 1^ span ; 
For that's the best method,— deny it who can ? 


HERE'S A HEALTH. 


AoiaKU. 


^^^ ^^-u^ M^ 1 1 r Ji J-^ftf ga 



Hen's a health to those ftr a-vray. Those who're gone to war's fa-tal plaint Here's a 


health to those who were here t'other dayl But ne'er may be with us a-gain— no, never I 'TIS 



hard to be part-ed from those With whom we for e-ver could dwelll But Ut-ter in- 


^^^^-^V*#=jhM47^^g?^ 



deed is the sor-row that flows. When per -haps we are say-ing fare -well, for ever! 


Yet we hope some guardian divine 
Will eacA youth from danger defend. 

Whilst glory for them bright laurels shall twine, 
Whoae beauty no peril* can end,— no never. 


Though those whom we tenderly love 
Our tears at this moment may claim, 

A balm to our sorrows this truth sure must prove, 
They'll live in the record of fame, for ever. 
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THE GALLANT TROUBADOUR. 

The Poetry by Sir Walter Scott.— Adapted to a fayourite French Air. 
Tempo di Marcia, 


p^g j^^^^=^i#^-j-^ i J . ;■ f n 


Glow - ing with loTe, on fire for fune. 


A trou - ba-dour that hat - ed 



ior - row Be-neath his Im - dy's win • dow came. And thus he sang his last good- 
D.C. 



t^JlT-f. f-f.lf' J' J Ji'T'f.-H ^ 


mor-row : — ' My arm it is my coon • try's right—My heart is in my tme loTe*8 


ift^r^.irrfHrtf^^ ^^^f^^-M^ 


bow'r ;— Gay- ly for lore and fame to fight Be -fits the gal-lant Trou -ba-dour.* 


And, while he march*d withhehn on head, 

And hai^ in hand the descant rang, 
As faithM to his fiay'rite maid, 

The minstrel burthen still he sang :— 
< My arm it is my country's right; 

My heart is in my lady's bow'r ; 
BesolVd for lore and fame to fight, 

I oome, a gallant TVoubadour.' 

E'en when the battle's roar was deep, 
With dauntless heart he hew'd his way, 

'Mid splintering lance and folchion-sweq^, 
And still was heard the warrior lay : — 


' My life it is my country's right, 
My heart is in my lady's bow'r ; 

For loye to die, for fame to fight, 
Becomes the yaliant Troubadour.' 

Alas I upon the bloody field 

He feU, beneath the foeman's glaiye, 
But still, reclining on his shield, 

Expiring sang th' exulting staye : — 
' My life it is my country's right ; 

My heart is' in my lady's bow'r ; 
For loye and fame to fkU in fight 

Becomes the yaliant Troubadour.' 



A FAREWELL. 

The Poetry by J. F.— Arranged ex^wssly for this Work to an Air by Monrt. 
AndanHno. 


J M b^'r c i rr^iJlJ'j J' l J.J-^ 


Weep not, my loye, — since we must part. How yain it is to fld - ter ; And 



sighs but ill be - eome aheart Which time can ney - er al - ter. Ckrald now my 


lot be link'd with thine, Nor grief nor care should moye me; With &ee I'd kneel at 



fortune's shrine, And nroye how well 


That ftite must part us in its ruth, 

I cannot, loye, accuse thee ; 
Yet would I ne'et had known thy truth, 

Since I must loye, and lose thee. 
Adieu, my loye ; — ^in yain these tears 

Bewail each tiireaten'd danger ; 
Where many a hostile band appears, 

Thedeseit, and the stranger. 


loye thee. And proye how well I lore thee. 


And, ah ! when thou shalt eager come 

Across the raging billow. 
The eye that seeks thy once-loy'd home 

May find my lowly pillow I 
Yet still my hoyering spbit there, 

Though It can ne'er earess thee, 


May linger o'er thee in the air, 
To fondly gaxe, and Uess thee I 


11 
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BONNY CHARLEY. 

Wordi by Upton.— Music by Hook. 


I 

I 

i 


Vivace, Wordi by Upton.— Music by Hook. 


1 dear-ly do I lore to rove a • mang the fields of bar - ley,— 'Twas 

'far . . h 


ifi^f- r, : J' l n ^ ^ : ;■ i J' i rJ r.- ^i =^^ 


there that Chariey told his lore, The Uithe, the winsome Char - ley. Then he so sued, ana 


A c ;■ ;■ f. I f ;■ H.0^ 



w c .rr 


he so woo'd, and mar-iiage was the par -ley; What oould I do but buck-Ie to, With 



I t c i f Jif/e f.?F^:j' m;c i m 


bon - ny, bon - ny Char • ley ? 1 my bon - nT, bon - ny boy, my bon-ny, oon-ny 


|iA-&fH f. J1 J' J' ^' J' l H' f. C I ^ 


Char - ley,— O ! my bon - ny, bon-ny boy, my bon - ny, bon • ny Char - ^ey. 


I ken the lasses rue the day 

I sought the fields of barley. 
And striye to win from me away 

The heart of winsome Charley'; 
But ah ! how vain 1 they cannot gain 

His lore by all their parley ; 
And now they see he woos but me, 

My bonny, bonny Charley. 

1 my bonny, &c. 


1 Uka blessing on the laird 

That owns the fields of barley ; 
And ken I him alone regard, 

For he is winsome Charley. 
The gentle youth, with purest truth, 

So woos me late and early, 
I can't withstand to give my hand 

To bonny, bonny Qmrley. 

1 my bonny, &«r 


^ailaafe Bipren, 


JOHN ANDERSON MT JO. 

As song by Mr. Wilson.— The Poetry by Bums. 


i|i'''" Jii I J. 



^ 




m 



John Anderson, my jo, Jdm,When we were first aoquent. Your lodes were like the 

-ei 


rTf I' l f'f r ^ 


^^ 


m 


ra-ven, Tour bon - ny brow was brent; But now your head is bauld, John, Tour 



-rtf^ r f j|fJ'MJijJJ,i;'W 


lodes are like the snow. Yet Ueidngs on your frosty pow, John An-der-son my jo I 


John Anderson my jo, John, 

I wonder what ye mean — 
To rise sae early 1' the mom, 

And sit sae late at e'en ; 
Te^ll bleer out a' vour een, John, 

And why should ye do so ? 
Oanff sooner to your bed at e'en, 

John Anderson my jo 1 

John Anderson my jo, John, 
When Nature first bqran 

1V> try her eanny hand, John, 
Her master wm was man : 


And you amang them a', John, 

So trig firae tap to toe. 
She pnrr'd to be nae jouroey- 

Jonn Anderson, my jo 2 

John Anderson, my jo, Johnf 

Ye were my first conceit, 
And ye need na think it strange, John^ 

Though I ca' ts trim and neat ; 
Though some folk say ye're anld, John, 

1 ne'er can think ye so— 
Ye're aye the same kin' mon to me^ 

John Anderson, my jo 1 
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John Anderson, my jo, John, 

We've seen our biSlrns* bairns, 
And yet, my dear John Anderson, 

I*m happy in your airms. 
And sae are ye in mine, John— > 

I'm sure yell ne*er say no, 
Though the days are gane thatwe hae 

Jo^ Anderson, my jo 1 


John Anderson, my jo, John, 

We clamb the hill thiffither, 
And mouj a canty day, John, 

We've had wi* ane anither ; 
Now we maun totter down, John, 

But hand in hand we'll go, 
And we'll sleep thegtther at the foot, 

John Anderson, my jo 1 


«A/>/\^/W%/N/%/>/N/%M/V\A«Vi 


THE LAIRD O' COCKPEN. 

Scottish Melody, as song hy Mr. WHson. 




The laird o'Cockpenhe'sproudandhe'sgreat,Hi8mindista'enup wi' thethings o' thestate; Ho 


jn i'tf Q l r t i't^l^'i Itrjh!^^ ^ 


wanted a wife his braw house to keep, But fav-onr wi' wooin' was fssh-ioos to seek. 


Donn by the dyke-side a lady did dwell. 
At his table-head he thought she'd look well ; 
M'Clish's ae daughter o'Claverse-ha' Lee, 
A pennyless lass wi' a lang pedigree. 

His wiff was weei ponther'd.as gold as when new, 
His wmstcoat was white, his coat it was blue ; 
He put on a ring, a sword, and oock'd hat— 
And wha could reftise the Laird wi' a' that ? 

He took the gray mare« and rade cannilie-^ 
And rapjp'd at the ^i o' daverse-ha' Lee ; 
* Qtub teQ Mi^'oM Jean to come speedily ben : 
She's wanted to speak wi' the Laird o' Cockpen.' 

Mistress Jeansoewasmakin' the dder-flowerwine ; 
^ ' And iHrnt brings the Laird at sic a like time?' 
She put alf her apron, and on her silk gown. 
Her mutch wT r^ ribbons, and gaed awa down. 


And when she cam ben» he booed fs* low ; 
And what was his errand he soon let her know. 
Amas'd-was the Laird, when the lady said, Na, 
And wi' a laigh eurtsio she turned awa. 

DumfSmmder'd he was, but nae sigh did he gie ; 
He mounted hia mare, and rade cannilla ; 
And aften he thought, as he gaed th^uch the gieB« 
* She's daft to rense the Laird o' Cociq^n.* 

And now that the Laird his exit had made, 
Mistress Jean she reflected on what she had said t 
' Oh I for ane I'll get better, for waur ril get ten— 
I was daft to refuse the Laird o' CodLpen.' 


The neist time the Laird and the lady were 
Theyweren,unarm-in-armtotheklrkonthegree&; 
Now she nts in the ha' like a weel-tappit &n, 
But nae chickens as yet hae appcar'd at Cockpen. 


«\/%^«/\/>/\/W\M^^N/\^«/>/V«M 


^ Moderator 


HE'S OWER THE HILLS THAT I LO'E WEEL. 

Scottish Melody, as sung by Mr. Wilson. 


;j ; ^ft #g-;j=jy?^ ; j'rirf Jjj^ ^ 


He's ower the hills that I lo'e wed, He's ower thehillswe daur na name, He'sowerthehiUsa- 


^^^m 



^mmm 


yontDnmUaBeyWhasoonwillgethis wd-come hame. Myfother'8ganetoflghtforhim,Mybrithera 



win-na bide at hame,My mither greets andpraysforthem,And'deed she thinks they'rtnotoUame. 


His right these hills, his right these plains— 
O'er Highland hearts secure he reigns ; 
What lads e'er did, our laddies will do,— 
Were I a laddie, I'd follow him too. 

He's ower the hills, &c. 


Sae noble a look — sac princdy an air — 
Sae gallant and bold — sae young and sae fidr : 
O, did ye but see him, ye'd do as we've dono-i 
Hear him but ance, to his standard yell run. 

He's ower the hills, &c« 
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\AUegro. 


JOLTERING GILES. 

By Charles Dibdin. 



Hark| "with what glee yon mer-ry down rea - sons, re-marks, and tows; To 


pain and care a - like unknown, he whis-tles as he goes. From Na-tore's lore to 


Jsrt^Jp-^Ujjj ^ gfcqtjajti^ 


rea-son taught, he knows not sub -tie rules, But yen-tores oft some pith - y thought That 


=^1^^— ^ Jr *^^J^ 


might m - struct the schools. ' This ground's just like the world ' cries he, * A?d 



fej^^=^ 


these -um zeeds its 



~i~ i r . j= 



^i#N^^^ 


cares !' 'How's that?' cries one. 'Wounds 1 can'i'e se^ ? Why, I be a 


^^M 



zow-ing o* tares!' Taw, law, la law de-rum taw, tum, tfwl For drill tr broad -cast 


^m 


5 


^^J' J' r ti fr^^ ^ 


? 


none do know * Bet -ter than Jolt - 'ring Giles to sow : Be't beans, or wheat, or 


i ; ;• J J'lj iiif^^^^ 



whuts, or rye, Or bar - ley, you mun come to I. 

sir-— ^ -^-^' 


Tol de rol U - ty turn 



li - ty tum ti. Thus 


# y^ ^ 


-ring Giles, the mer-ry down, rea-sons, re-marks, and 



sows ; To pains and care a - like un-known, be whis-tlet as be 


goes. 


One day some dashing sprigs came by. 

Imported neat from town ; 
As they pass'd on, Giles heard them cry — 

' I say, let's quiz the down !' 
And just as they their fun began. 

An ass was heard to bray— 
' Ichaw !' — ' Here, fellow, down !' — * Anon I 

One at a time, zur, pray I' 
' We reap the fruit of all that 's sown 

Bv feltows (tf your stamp :' 
'That's very likdy, zur, I own, 

Vor I be a zowiog o' hamp !' Taw law, &c. 

' A vrend t^all the country round, 

My laboiors all regale : 
Twas I the barley put i' the ground, 

That brew'd th' exciseman's ale ; 
Tbe wheat I zow with even hand 

To ifcousands shall give bread r-— 


Why, there's no king or 'squire o' the land 

Zo many mouths ha' Ted. 
I zaves zum zouls, vor aught I know — 

If how thou'dst wish to hum — 
The tithe of ev'ry grain I zow 

Goes to the parson's bam. Taw law, &e. 

' But what at last be all my pains ? 

Just like to wheat or rye, — 
A. man comes vorward, counts his gains, 

And holds his head up high : 
And scarcdy vull and lipe ne's 

However great he be. 
Death with his rickle cuts un down, 

And there be an end o' he I 
Zo, while a body's here bdow. 

Clean hands be zure to keep ; 
Yor, zure as death, as we do zow 

We zartainly shall reap !' Taw Uw» &c. 


growa, 
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^^^^^^ 



^^ 


oft for ^-tj wooM, Was not, wm not their light of love and tnith? 


^fet-J' J- ljthJ=^^M^-^ -MM 



pie youth? Haste, haste, I pri-thee haste a - way, And seek my gen - tie eaT*a- 


l^tJ^ ^- ^^ M FpFF c 




here, A grtktefdl heart 



a-waits him 


'-U- ;i J ^ ^ C I 1"i 


s 


^ 


a-waits him here— 


a • waits him here^ 


a • waits 


^ 


,ts him lure 


THE MINSTREL TO HIS HARP. 

The Poetry by Wflmington Fleming.— Arranged expressly ftir this Work to an Air by Anber, 
3£oderato, 



^F^ ^rt H-f^T^rrrTT 


Friend of my soul 1 when all has iled My bo - som glow'd to own, Like friendship's voice in 



16 • reign dime, I hear thy thzill-ing tone |— Life's Isi - ry dreams— yonth'shopeshavepass'd, And 

3S 



r^rrn^hr^ 


man-hood's trance of £uae ; Methinks I am old, for my blood rons cold, Yet thou art still tho 


hm^ffrw^ ^ f fii.J"=fcyM= 


same! Me- thinks I am old, for my blood runs cold. Yet thou art still the same. 


The gay fond voices, that in youth 

To transport woke the mind, 
Are hnsh'd in icy death's embrace. 

So strangely tam'd nnldad ; 
Amid the world I wander lone, 

A sad and cheerless thing ; — 
Bnt my heart can oonnd to the thrilling sonnd, 
When fancy wakes thy string. 

Friend of my sonl 1 why dost thou ding 

So fondly in my vro^— 
As when, in youth's gay wantoning, 

I felt thy magic glow ? 


The worldly prudent answer make, 
And blame with scorn's deep wrong — 

That thy harp might wake, thou didst all forsake. 
For poverty ana song. 

And did I thus, — could prophet old 

The heaven-sent mission spurn ? 
When rapture fires the young fond heart. 

Can it refuse to bum ? 
Let apathy the minstrd blame, 

The prudent error see ; — 
But through sorrow's night, with a proud deUghti 

I'll sing, lov'd harp, to theel 


ir 
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WHAT CAN THE MATTER BE. 

Iriflh Melody. 


I 


^^=U^^S^ ^^ ^r^^^ 


At six-teen years old yon could get lit-tle good of me : Then I saw Norah, who soon nn-der- 


#f^tFrr^FP^^M=^j|^;rM 


stood of me, I was inloYe — ^but my-self, for the blood of me, Conld not tell what I did 


ail 1 'Twas dear, dear, what can the mat -ter be ? Och, blood and 'onnds 1 



^^\TH=r^^ m 


mat -ter be? Och, gra -ma-chree I what can the matter be? Bo-ther'd from head to the talL 


i. went to confess to Father O' Flannigan, 

Told him my case— made an end — ^thea began again : 

'Father,* says I , ' make me soon my own man again. 

If yon find out what I aU.' 
' Dear, dear I* says he, * what can the matter be ? 
Och, blood and *ounds 1 can you tell what the 
Both cried, ' what can the matter be ?* [matter be ?' 

Bother'd from head to the tail. 

Soon I fell sick — I did bellow and curse again ; 
Nora took pity to see me at nurse again : 
GaTe me a kiss: och, aounds! that threw me 
worse again ; 
Wdlshe knew what I did ail. 


But ' I>ear,dear!' says she, 'what can the matter be ? 
Och, blood and *ounds I what can the matter be? 
Och, gramachree, what can the matter be ? 
Bother'd firom head to the tail.' 

Tb long ago now since I left Tipperary ; 

How strange, growing older, our nature thoold 

▼aryl 
AH symptoms are gone of my andent quandary ; 

I cannot tell now what I ml. 
But, dear, dear ! what can the matter be ? 
Och, blood and 'oundsl what can the matter be ) 
Och, irramachree 1 what can the matter bp ? 

BoUier'd from head to the tail. 


Adagio, 


THE KNITTING GIRL. 

Composed by Haydn. 



Hark, Fhil- lis, hark I through yon -der grove Re- spon- siTe Na - ture sings; Lore 


iM#^^#^ 


seeks the deep em - bower'd al - coTe, And 



^ 


£=E 


lends 


^^^^i^^ 


swift Fan • cy wings! 

q i . r - \ 



Phil- lis heard, but Phil- iia sat Si - lent knit - ting, 

At 1 r A-* ^ I M r-^r 


si - lent knit-ting at her 



cot - tage gate ; Phil-lis heard^ but sat si - lent knit-ting, at her cot - tage gate. 


1 


Enthroned he's seated ia thine eye ; 

Where, though blind, can sec 
Himself reflected in each sigh, 

He bids me breathe for thee. 
PhilUs heard, but Phillis sat. 

Silent knitting, at her cottage gate. 


Lo 1 tow'rds the bow*r he beckons now; 

O I rise and come away ; — 
From ill toward thee is his tow. 

To guard, and not betray. 
PhilUs heard, but Phillis sat. 

No longer knitting, at her cottage gate. 


=-H 
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FATHER, I CALL ON THEE. 


Hw (ierman Prayer during Battle.—- The Poem translated from Korner's ' Leyer nnd Schwerdt.'^ 

The Music composed by Himmel. 
I ndanle enn molto moto. 



fttzfcj- 1\ J' J I Sfc^ 


-^ 


Fa-ther, I call on thee I 


#^^-^--|^f=f^Pf=^^^f^ 


The roar - ing ar - til - le - ry's clouds thick - en 

P eres. 


FJ^^ 


round m»^ The hiss and the glare of the bolts con- found me ! Ru - ler of 


p-i-^. .M^j. 


S^ 


Bat -ties! I call on Thee I 

O Father, lead thou me I [me ! 

To Tietory or deatix, dread Commander, O guide 
The dark yalley brightens when thou art beside me 1 
Lord, as thou wilt, so lead thou me 1 

God, I acknowledge thee ! 

Lord, I acknowledge thee I 
When the breeze through the dry leaves of autumn 

is moaning — 
When the thunder-storm of battle is groaning,— 
Fount of Mercy, in each I acknowledge thee I 
O Father, bless thou me I 

O Father, bless thou me 1 
I trust in thy mercy, whatever may befall me i 


O, Fa - ther, lead thou me ! 

'Tls Thy Word that hath sent me— that Word can 
living or dying, O bless thou me 1 [recall me 
Father, I honour thee 1 

Father, I honour thee { [tending ;— • 

Not for earth's hoards or honours we here are con- 
All that is holy our swords are defen^g : 
llien, falling or conquering, I honour thee 1 

God, I repose in thee ! 

God, I repose in thee ! 
When the thunders of death my soul are nettings— 
When the gashed veins bleed, and the Ufeis fleeting^ 
In thee, my God, I repose, — in thee 1 

Father, I call on thee 1 


MY PHILOSOPHY. 

Poetry by John Jarvis.— Arranged expressly for this Work, to an Air by Mosart. 
AlUgro ModeratQ. ^^^^ 

■^«-p — ^ ■ a a ^ 1 / *-*t I p — f ^ ^ a _ I r " 



Since pride is the pa - rent of pain, Say, why should a mor - tal be proud, And 


^ ^-^ ^ \ r "r m- 1 r. ^ir-^\^ ^ 


▼ain - ly en - dea - tout to gain Ap-plause from the hu - mour - some crowd ? Let him 



^ -f ^'1 f • r c 


M f , f i ff. n-t 


step but a lit - tie a - wry, And but once their fine ficel - ings of - - fend. 


Their 


Ten - geance at him they let fly. And his van - I - ty's all at an end. 


Ten - geance at him they 

Ambition b just Uke a kite. 

Which boys for amusement oft swing, — 
They first let it soar a great height. 

And then pull it down — ^with a string : 
Then let us be humble and tame. 

Nor with the ambitious be found, — 
To-day in the phaeton of fame. 

And to-morrow thrown flat on tike ground. 

As for me, I shall never comply 

With the terms of ambition at all,— T 
So, if I ne'er rise very high, ^' 

I shall have no great distance to fall : 
Let him who despises my rule 

•Soar after a fanciful crown ; — 
Before he can grasp it — poor fool 1 

1 sLall see liim come hopelessly down. 


16 


Some men quit the world in a BOOf e. 

To purchase themselves a great name ; 
Their neads some vdll cheerfblly lose, 

To shine in the volume of fame : 
Such notions are charming, — but I 

Can never subscribe to the plan ; 
For, tiuragh I expect I shall me, 

I'll just live as long as I can. 

Since danger awaits his ascent. 

Who al^ve his condition would soar, 
I'D be in my station content, 

A very bad poet — and poor : 
To the proud no offence will I give, 

For fear of a knock o' the head ; 
If they'll let me alone while I live, 

They may spatter my name when I'm dead. 
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Moderate* 


THE FAIRIES' SONG. 

Th« Words by J. Graham.— The Hniic by Dr. J. Smith. 



^ ^^u^^Ff^^H-i' I h'i-L^ j2m 


Moonlight, moonlight soft-ly is bringing Light o*er the bow-en, Ught o'er thebow*n: Let vi 


^^^^^^^It \T y jH-fj-t^F^ 


haite — low mu - sic sweet-ly is ring-ing From the deep flow - en, from the deep flow*n. 




K 


^ 


dim. w^ 


Moonlight, moonlight, while the world sleep -eth, Round US 10 near, round ns so near, ?^^ 
pr€i. ^ f _ fim. stow, i^ ^ «s» 


p=i^f-Ai;:¥F^ m 



daaee and spell the fei-ry world keep- eth Joy a-wake here, Joy a-wakebera. • • 
M a tempo. >- ^ ^ . IK 



Moonlight, moonlight softly is bring - ing Light o*erthe bow • en, Light o'er the bow'n ; Let us 


fr^-Q j-i :. J' : ^ ^ttn ri fljim &t 


haste— low mu -ike sweet -ly is ring-ing From the deep flow - en, from the deep How'n. 


Moonbeam, over earth's bosom 

Spread thy rich hues, 
While we deeply drink in each pearl-Ut blossom 


we oeepiy 
Nectanne 


dews! 


Moonbeam, while thy soft beauty falls 

O'er the still bowers. 
Thus fairies waste beneath heaTen's starry halls 

Night's silent houn. Moonlight, &c. 


HASTE, HASTTE, I PRITHEE HASTE AWAT. 

The Poetry by James Kenney.— 'The Musie by I. Nathan. 

Bioderato. 



^4J^^r^J'r■''J'J^j , hJ'J^ Jl 


Haste,haste, I pri - thee haste a - way, And seek my gen-tlecaT-a - lier; And, if he 



er - erlov'dme, say. 



A grate-ftd heart a -waits him here. When his bright 


^'^IV c f [, ; i^ -JLp_4_iL4 


form my steps pur - su'd, Came he to mock my sim-ple youth ? — ^Those eyes that 



oft for pi -ty woo'd. Was not their light iol love and truth? When his brirht 


oft for pi -ty woo'd. Was not their light iol love and truth? When his bright 


Mf>y J' 1' 



form my steps pur- su'dt Came he to mock my aim ^ pie youth?— Thoaeeyea 


\ 


K '*^ 
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ir ^^D,C, M'mcre. 


to^ 4ti-i^^4ig ^ 


pi - tjy 'tis pi -ty, lure, to part so sood. 



Oy hear me, 


De - lial hear me 


^^^tp t ^^g^^^ ^^i^ 


Aon^— In* dine pro • pi - tions to my towI So may thy charms no 


^^^^^^^^ 



chan - ges prove, But bloom for er • er like my love, — So may thy 


#^j ^ ^ # N^p^ =^=ffHl^ g 


charms no chan - ges prove, But bloom for er - er like my love. 


MY SEVENTEENTH YEAR SCARCE OVER. 



Itg^^4-H^^3 i^^ i#=g i 



yonng and ten - der lov - er. He own*d his ar -dent flame : Sneh a pit-eons tale he 


^^^^^^^^^^^^ 


told me Of his poor vroonded heart — ^'Twas heaven to be-hold me; Batdeathif vre miM* 


f J. Jl J ■ Jl J7ta=q-t?^i^=fefa^^ ^ 


part, O dear 1 O dear I O dear I My heart it beat so strange-ly, 


I fdt I 



can't tell how: 'Lord, Lord/ thinks I, 'what aiU me? Ah I what's the mat-ter now?' 


The question soon was answer'd,-^ 

Sly Cupid's dart was thrown : 
I iov'd as well as Damon, 

But that I would not own ; 
For, If he talk'd of dying, 

Or moum'd his hapless case^ 
I seldom fail'd replying 

By laughing in his face— 
Odear! Odearl O dear I 
At length, his patience failing, 

He proudly swore he'd go : — 
' Notyet,* said I, half snuUng ; 

' Why, what's the matter bow ?' 

He slyly seiz'd that moment 

To press me to be his. 
And, how it was I know not, 

I thoughtless answer'd Yes. 
O then, when first we married, 

Ho.w easily I reign'd ; 
If chcck'd, my point 1 carried 


By sobs and tears well fdgn'd, 
O dear ! O dear 1 O dear I 

The poor good soul was melted^ 
Not proof against my woe, 

And coazingly consented. 
With, what's the matter now? 

Alas I those times are over. 

And I have had my day : 
No more a doting lover. 

He swears he'U have his way ; 
To all intreaties callous. 

Whole days from me hell roam ; 
Get tipsy at the alehouse, 

And then come staggering home. 
O dear ! O dear 1 O dear 1 
If then I weep or chide him. 

With consequential brow. 
He sets his arms beside him. 

With, what's the matter now. 


l! 
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HOW SWEET ARE THE MOMENTS. 


Moderato. 


fferf Ht3:j=±±J-j'i J' ^ nrr^ 



How sweet are the mo -mentt when Fan-ny Is nigh me — How sweet 'tis to 



gaxe on her fea - tares so dear— "What trans-ports I feel wlien my 


i r- Hj c f ,-F ^ 



bo-soms soft glow-ing, Onr hearts fond - ly throe-ing, We breathe forth the warm, the sos- 

/7N 


-tO , ^ j /3^r ^^^;'j j'^^3 



cep - ti - ble 


Hie dear thrill • ing plea - sore flows 



%^MN^-A4'lJS:tnJ' I Q ^tt^ ^ 


quick be-yond mea-sore, And all Is de-Ught when my Fan-ny is by. 


How oft, by the side of the streamlet when straying, With transport delighted, onr tows we have plighted, 
And tile lark highly pois*d, his sweet notc» war- And each sworn to constancy till we may die ;— > 
blinr forth. Ah 1 sweet was the pleasnre, but, 'reft of my treasure, 

As the herd in t^e fold were skipping and playing, All, all Is a blank when my Fanny's not by. 

And May gave the yalley a floweret birth, 


CUSHLAMACHREE. 


Moderato, 


m 


^-feH"r^N=M= 



Dear B - rin, how sweet-ly thy green bo - som ris*es/ An em«e« raid 


i\'\ ! ii 1'TT-i f i i ^^Ji^ 



set in the ring of the sea; Each blade of thy meadows my fidth-ftd heart 


ff-f-rtff^^i^^U-j-j 


-^ 



pris • es, Thon queen of the west, the world's Cnsh - la • ma - chrec I Thy 



f i-f m-rrjff^ ^^ 


gatsi o • pen wide to the poor and the stran-ger— There smiles hos • fi* 


\^ 
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DUMBLE DUM DEARY. 


Allegro, 


^ ^a^^^^^E^^ T ^ 



Last new year's mom, as I've heard say, Rich - ard he moun-ted his Doh - bin 



^^3=P^^a^^^^^ 


N^ 


a=3* 


gray, And a ■ way he rode Cram Taiu-ton Dean, To court the Par>son's daughter Jane; — Sioging 


ft-H-H ^'Ei m i= i^4^^-H-f ^j^^^ m 


dum - ble dum dea - ry, dam - ble dum dea - ry, dnm - ble dnm dea - ry, dam- bie dam dee. 

' Well, if I consent to be yoor bride, 
Pray, how will yoa for me provide ?* 
' 1*11 give thee all I yamsi I'm sure, 
And what can a husband, pray, do more ? 

Damble dam, Ise. 


Then Dick pat on his Sunday clothes. 
His buckskin breeches, Sunday hose. 
Besides a new hat upon his head, 
Which was bedeck'd wi* ribbons red. 

Dumble dum, &e. 

Then on he rode wi'out dread or fear. 
Till he came to the house of his sweet dear. 
Where he knockM and shouted and bellow'd hallo 

* Be the folks at home ? say yes or no !' 

Dumble dum, &c. 

A servant quickly let Dick in, 
That he his courtship might begin ; 
And now he strutted up and down the hall, 
And loudly for Miss Jane did call. 

Dumble dum, &c. 

Miss Jane came down without delay. 
To hear what Richard had got to say : 

* I do suppose, my dear Miss Jane, 

You knows I be Richard o' Taunton Dean ? 

Dumble dum, &c. 

' I'm an honest lad, though I be poor ; 
I never was in love before ; 
My mother has sent me here to woo, 
And I can fancy none but you.' 

Dumble dum, &c. 


Oil 


and I 


I 


can reap, and i can sow, 
And I can plough, and I can mow ; 
And I goes to tiie market to sell feyther's hay. 
And I yams my ninepence every day !* 

Dumble dum, &c. 

' O I ninepence a-day will never do. 
For I must have silks, and satins too : 
Ninepence a-day I it wouldn't buy meat !* 
' Adzooks I' cries Dick, * get a sack o' wheat !' 

Dumble dum, &c. 

' Besides, I've a pig pok'd in a sty, 
Which comes to me when Granny does die 1 
And, if you'll consent to marry me now, 
I'll feed you as fat as my feyther's old sow !* 

Dumble dum, &c. 

Dick's compliments were so polite, 
That all the company laugh'd outright { 
And, when he had gotten no more to say. 
He mounted old Dobbin, and gallop'd away. 

Dumble dum, &c. 


Moderate. 



Fair-est of the vir-gintrain That trip it o'er the magic plain, Come,and dance and sing with 


^rrm^^^^^i 



me, X7n-der yon-der a -ged tree; Come,anddance and slog with me, Un-der yon-der a - ged tree. 


IL 


There I'll tell you many a tale, 
Of mountain, rock, of hill, and dale, 
Which will make you laugh with me. 
Under yonder aged tree. 

See the moon all silver bright. 
Shining with a tenfold light. 
To try to see my queen with me^ 
Through the boughs of yonder tree. 

Who is that whom I espy. 
Just descended from the sic V'— 


E'en, faith I 'tis Cupid, come to see 
My fair beneath yon aged tree. 

A little rogue I but he shall smart I 
I'll take away his bow and dart, 
And give them, 'fore his face, to thee, 
Under yonder aged tree. 

Then we'll play, and dance, and sing. 
Celebrating Pan our king ; 
And I'll always live with thee 
Under yonder aged tree* 
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COME NOW, ALL YE SOCIAL POWERS. 

Vtvae; - * 



Come now, all ye so - del pow*n; 


yoQX in-flu-ence o*er vs, Crown wifh joy the 



FHr c r Jin^ 


pre-ient hours, En •> liv - en those he - fore us. Bring the flnsk--4he mn • s&e hcing^ 



Joy shall qnidc-ly find ns ; Drink and dance, and laugh and sing, And east doll care he- 

Chonu. . . » ^ 


hind «§• Brinir the flask— the mn< 




Bring the flask— the mn - s&e bring— Joy shall quick - ly find ns ; 

t J J-IJ M 



Drink and danoe, and langh and sing, And east dnll care be -hind «sl 


Friendahl^y with thy pow'r diviney 
Brighten all onr features ; 

What but friendah^, lore, and wine. 
Can make ns happy creataics ? 
Bring the fiask, &c. 

Lore, thy godhead we adore, 
Souree of generous passion ; 

Nor will we ever bow before 
Those idols, wealth and flishifln. 
Bring the flask, &c. 


Whv should we be dull or sad. 

Since on earth we moulder t 
The graTe, the gay, the sood, the bad. 

They every day grow older. 
Bring the fliask, &c 

The^, iinee time will steal awajt 

'Spite of all our sorrow. 
Heighten every joy to-day, 

And never mind to-morrow I 
Bring the fiask, ftc* 


.41$ Andamtino, 


HUSH, EVRY BREEZE. 

Composed by Hook. 



^^^^ 


Hush, ev-*ry breese, Let ' no - thing move,— My De-lia sings, and sings of love; A« 

Ac 


fn-m^ 


tmt\Ou] 



^ 't | J ^ ; | J^ft:^ I J , j.| J J I ^ j Jte E 


fste. Hush, ev-'rybreeae, let no - thing move,— My De-lia sings, and sings of love ; 


#HH i ^^ rWt F^i r nr' J'lr n^ 


In the sweet shade, my De - lia, stay, Toullseoreh those charms more sweet than May: The 


i f V ci pr U ' c rg^ 



san now ra-ges in his noon— TU pi-ty, 'TIS pi- ty, sure, to part so soon; Tb 
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lad iviU fiui - ey me I He's com-in' frae the north that's to fan - cy me, He's 





rib- bon on his knee : Oy he's a bon • ny lad-die, And yon be he 


^'^^^/^'V\/>^^\/^>^V^^^^^>^ 


CSm SplrUt. 


WELCOME, ROYAL CHARLIE. 



^^ ^jLifi 


O, wel> some, Cihar- lie, o'er the main,— OnrHig^-laad lilUa an a* yoiirautiTliika 


p i^-n ^..p^ J' : J. j'l J , r I I Ji .1'. ^ 


wd-comc to our isle a - gain, Our gal-lant roy • al Char- lie I AnldSootia'ssonSy'mang 


P^-:-iiP^^ ^i^^ g^-rUM^ ^ 


hea • ther hills. Can fear-less £ice the warst o' ills, For kin-dx»illre ilk bo-som 



^j- ^ J: s^frr^^^tfi 



mis At sight o' roy - al Char - lie I Her an -dent this-tle wags her pow, And proudly 



fr^-^-^fh^l' } I A I 


wvna o'er hill and knowe, To hear onr pledge and sa - cred fow. To live or 


^m 


t i' J' I j-i I Ji f^i J' !■ ;■■ ji 


i 


die wl' Char - lie 1 An' O, but ye've been lang o' com - in', lang o' com • in', 

>S^ I- f f j'iJi±±=t^p^l J' ^ h J' I ^g 


lang o' eom - in' ; O, bat ye're been lang o' com - in' I Wd-come, roy - al Char -M f 


We danr na brew a peck o' mant 
Jfat Geordie aye is nnding faut ; 
We oanna mak' a pickle sant 

For want o' royal Charlie. 
Hien up and qnaff alang wi' me, 
A bumper crown'd wi* ten times three, 
To him that's come to act ns free ; 

Hvssa Ibr royal Charlie ! 

O, but yeWe, ice* 


From a' the wilds o' Caledon, 
We'll gather every hardy son, 
nil thousands to his stuidard nm, 

And rally round Prince Charlie. 
Come, let the flowing queh go rounds 
And boldly bid the pioioch sound, 
Till every glen and rock resound 

The name o' royal Charlie ! 

O weleoma, Charlie, o^sr the main, ft«* 


m^m^mi^mtm 
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Moderato, 


THE FLOWING BOWL. 

CompoBed by Charles Dibdln. 


^^ J i-g-r r J ^rtT"^ 



Of all Heav*!! gave to com • fort man, And cheer his droop - ing soul, 


Show 



m» a bless -ing, be who can. To top the flow-ing bowl, To top the flow - ing 


■ prv^:]-^-j^i^jm^^^^ Em 



bowl. 'When am-'rons Strepbon, dy - ing swain, Whose heart his Daph-ne stote^ - 



Whose heart bis Daph *- ne stok 


Is 



^jJ ^f \\ ^-iX^ ^ ^i^k^ 


jilt - ed t To re - liere bis pain, He seeks the flow - ing bo^» the flow - - - 



^^^ 


ing bowl— * He seeks the 


^'J "^ 


I 





flow - ing, 


flow • ing bowl— 


^^^^^^ 


When bnsbands hear, in hopeless grief, 

The knell begin to toll, 
Tliey mourn awhile, — ^then, for relief, 

They seek the flowing bowl. 
The tar, while swelling waves deform 

Old Ocean as they roll, 
In spite of danger and the storm, 

Puts round ue flowing bowl. 

The miner, who his devious way 
Works like the purblind mole. 

Still comfort for the loss of day 
Finds in the flowing bowL 


He i eeks the flow - ing bowL 

It ^ves to poef^ lyric wit, 

'i'> jesters tr 6e droll : 
AnaciC?n*^ tfClf had never writ, 

But for the flowing bowl. 

Moisten your day, then, mus of earth ; 

To Bacchus, in a shoal, 
Come on, the volunteers of mirth, 

And by the flowing bowl 
Become immortal, be adoi^d, 


'Mongst gods vour names enrol : 
lympus be the festive board, 
Mectar the flowing bowl I 


^f^^*^^^^^i^*^^^*^S^^^^>^^^\*\t 



O, THEN SHALL OUR MEETING BE, MY LOVE. 

The Music by J. R. Flanche.— The Music by J. Watson. 
jL AndanU cen BspretsUme. 


p 


#4^m^^n=m ^m 


When the sun hath sunk so red be - hind the fir - clad hill. And the 


prrr:=p i ^ 


^a^H 



lail Mnt light hath fled from the snow on ita funmit still ; And the last ftint light hath | 

■ 1 


se: 
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m m^mmB. 


^^ 


^^ 


i 


tal • i - ty, hear - ty and jRxe : Thy friend - ship is seen in the mo-ment 


m 


i 


1^ 


t±:ti: 




H 


of dan-ger, And the ipran - d*rer 

Diy sons are all brave^bnt the battle once over, 
In brotherly peace with their foes they agree ; 

And the roseate cheeks of thy daughters discover 
The soul -speaking blush, that says Cushlama- 
chree. 


wd • com'd with Cush - la - ma-chree 1 

Then flourish for ever, my dear native Erin, 
While sadly I wander, an ezHe from thee 1 

And firm as thy mountains, no ii^ury fearing^ 
May Heaven defend its own Cuahlamachree* 


FORGET ME NOT. 


Moderato* 



S 


MJln \ nr ^^ ^ 


For - get me not when, friends and for - tone smil - ing, 'Mid sweets and 



^^ 


flow'rs thy care • less fbot - steps stray — When lov - er's looks and 



^ J fViffl^ 


ten - der worda be - gull - ing Would steal thy thoughts from 


him 


who 



wan-ders tax a - way ; 


If e*er thy change-ful heart, o'er plight • ed vows pre- 



vail - ing, Thou heard'st a wretch -ed soul, 


Deep in thy breast be- 



wail - ing, 


O think 'tis mine, my love, and dark de - spair mv lot,— 



For- get me not. 


g ^^irg-inrj^ri'i^ir-gjJz;^ 


for - - - get me not, 


fbr • - - get me notl 


When care and pain with phantoms dread surrounding, 
Appal thy trembling mind forlorn, oppressed, 

An inward voice, in tender whispers sounding, 
Shallsoothe thy bodingfears,andfortify thy breast ; 

And round thy weary couch, a gentle spirit flying. 

Shall breathe these gentle notes, in hollow murmurs 


sighing, 
itnot,dea 


; 


, lUntnot, dearmaid. butthink thy lovershares thy lot. 

Forget me not, &c. 


When from her clay-built nest my soul, departing, 

Prepares a blissful flight to realms on high, 
1 should I see one tear xA anguish starting, 

To catch the falling drops VM leave my native sky, 
Then round thy loving form awatch incessantkeeping 
And ev'ry sigh oflove in thrilling transports steeping, 
I'll snatch thy constant soul , to share in H eav 'n my lot . 

Foriret me not, &c. 


/ 
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THERE GROWS A BONNY BRIAR-BUSH IN OUR KAIL-YARD. 

Scottish Ballad, compoMd id Vtn iSttwswat Melodies. 
AndanU eon Esjrrttsiont* 




There grows a bon - ny bri - ar -bosh ia our kail - yard, There grows a bon - ny 



W^^^i 



bri - ar- bush in oar kail- yard; And be - low the bon-nie bri - ar-bosh there's a 


Pf TTltr^TlT-^J^-L*=M ^ i^^ 


las - sie and a lad, And they're bns-y eoort-lng in onr 



f'c- g rs 



- yard. We'll 


Ml J f! i\r^ M ^ m 


eonrt nae mair be • low the bush in our iKail - yard, We'll covit nae mair be- 
LenUmio* f t V 


^jnHi-fjtf=?=ti ^^ t£fJQ35 S 



low the bush in onr kail- yard: We'll a-wa to A - thole's green, And 

LmUandom 


•J'^ic i r MrTTTt^^ 


^i=f- 




there we'll no be seen, Whare the trees and branch - es will be onr safe - guard. 

^Moderato, 
it. 


! :^ #^^; C 1 C I r=#fa^ ^^-tiH :^3a 


WUl J9 go to the dane- in' in Car • lyle's ha'? Will ye go to the danc-in' In 


siJ=H=MJrf^-s#=f^H^ ga^pf 


Cftr-lyle's ha'? Will ye go to the dane - in' in Car - lyle's hn'? Will ye go cotli« 
i ■ in-# r-m 1- 



^^# 



dano-in' in Car-lyle's ha'? WhereSan- dy and Nan-ey, I'm sure, will ding them 
dolcB, 


a*. I win-na gang to the danee In Car-lyle's ha',WhereSan-dy and Nan - cy, I'm 



p^H-Ed^f^ 


WhereSan-dy and Nan-cy, I'm 


mire»will ding them a* ; I win • na gang to the danee in Car-lyle's ha'. 
Andante € dtAce. -n. ^ ». . i»^ dolee. 


^^^^^^^^m 






What will I do for a lad whenSan-dy gangs a-wa'? What will I 


do for a lad when San - dy gangs a - wn' 

a— a; 


I W.U a*wa'to £d-in-bvrgh,aBd 
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Heradihu woold neter deny 

A Immper to cherifh his heart; 
And, whiea he wai maudlin, would erf. 

Because he had emptied his quart : 
Though lome were so foolish to think 

He wept at men*8 folly and Tice, 
When 'twas only his custom to drink 

rUl the liquor ran out of his eyes. 

Democritus always was glad 

To tipple and cherish Us soul ; 
Would laugh like a man that was mad, 

When orer a jolly full bowl : 
While his cellar with wine was weU storM, 

His liquor he'd merrily qealf ; 
And, when he was drunk as a lord. 

At those that were sober he M*laugh. 

Copernicus, too, like the rest, 

BeUer'd there was wisdom in wine, 
And knew that a eup of the best 

Made reason the brighter to shine t 
With wine he replenished his veins, 

And made his philosophy reel ; 
Then fancied th* wortd, as his brains, 

Tom'd rovnd like a chariot*wheel. 


Aristotle, that master of arts, 

Had been but a dunce without wiM^ 
For what we ascribe to his parts 

Is due to the Joice of the vine ; 
His belly, some authors agree, 

Was as big as a watering-trough t 
He therefore leap'd into the sea, 

Because he'd huTe liquor enough. 

When Pyrrhus had taken a glass. 

He saw' that no object appear'd 
Exactly the same as it was, 

Before he had liquor'd his beard t 
For things running round in his drink, 

Which sober he motionless found, 
Oecasion'd the sceptic to think 

There was nothing of truth to be t&mL 

Old Plato was reckon'd divine. 

Who wisely to virtue was prone ; 
But, had it not been for good wine, 

His merit had never been known :~- 
By wine we are generous made ; 

It famishes fancy with wings ; 
Without it we ne'er should have had 

Philosophers, poets, or kings. 


GRAMACHREE MOLLY. 

IridiMdodr. 


. JfiMKYtllO* r^N ^ 



As down on Ban-na's banks I stray'd One ev* - ning in May, The lit - tie birds, in 


^i-p c t \i : ^ ^rt 



blith.est notes, Mads vo-eal ev - *ry spray ; Ihey saag their Bt • tie tales of love, Ihey 



saag them o'er and o'er,^ Ahl gm-ma-ehree, ma ed • lae-nouge ! ma Mol • ly As - thore I 


The daisy pied, and all the sweets 
The dawn of Nature yields, 

The primrose pale, the violet blue, 
Lay scattered o'er the fields : 

Such fragrance in the bosom lies 
Of her whom I adore. 

Ah Gramachree, &e. 

I laid me down upon a bank. 

Bewailing my sad fate, 
Ihat doom'd me thus the slave of love. 

And cruel Molly's hate. 
How can she break the honest heart 

That wears her in its core ? 

Ah Gramachree, &c. 

Ton said yon lov'd me, Molly dear t 

Ahl why did I believe? 
Tet who could think such tender words 

Were meant but to deceive ? 
That love was all I ask'd on earth,— 

Najy Heaven could give no more. 
Ah Gramachree, &c 


O I had I all the flocks that graae 

On yonder ydlow hill. 
Or low'd for me the num'rous herds 

That yon green pasture fill, 
With her I love I'd gladly share 

My kine and fleecy store. 

Ah Gramachree, &c 

Two turtle-doves above my head 

Sat courtinff on a bough, — 
I envied not their happiness. 

To see them bill and coo. 
Such fondness once for me she show'd. 

But now, alas ! 'tis o'er. 

Ah Gramachree, &e. 

Then fare thee weU, my Molly dear. 

Thy loss I e'er shall mourn ; 
Whilst lifb remains in Strephon's heart, 

'Twill beat for thee alone : 
Though thou art ftOse, may Heaven on thee 

Its choicest blessings pour. 

Ah Oramadme, &c 


r^ 


c 
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IS THY HEART WITH ME. 

Hi6 foetry by G. J. De WQde. — ^Arranged ezpreaaly for this Work to so Air by Aaber. 

t Moderate, 





Maid -en who art bow-er*d By the au-tnmn-tint- ed vine, Ronndthyfa ther'sdweUiog 



p=rrTrrri 

al -low-eth all to thecr; 


Nigh the ra-pid Rhine: Now the sun -set ten • der hal- low-eth all to thec^ 


l^^^f§ ^#8-t ^jtp±p 



Maid -en, lov - ing maid-en, Is thy heart with me ? Now the sun • set ten - der 


Hal- low-eth all to thee. Maid-en, Urr -ing maid-en, 



Lore to thee, dear maiden, 

Bringing not its lighter Joys, 
Thy young life hath not o*erdarken'd 

With tl^ passion that destroys ;— 
It hath cast a twilight over 

The bright places of thy heart, 
Yet its deep recesses 

lighting er'rypart. 


Maid-en, lor -ing maid-en. Is thy heart with me? 


We shall never, maiden, 
By the antomn-tinted vine, 


Sins acain sweet songs, love-laden, 

To the rapid Rhine. 
Tct at sunset tender, 

Wheresoe'er I be, 
Maiden, dearest midden. 

Is my heart with thee. 


««X^V>/V%MA«^<^/N^%'N/W\/WN/* 


Andante, 


SWEET ELLEN, THE MAID OF THE MILL. 

The Poetry by Thonuw Blake.— Hie Mute by W. H. Cutler. 


Uj i f r t itf-^ j^^-^f, I r c Ftn^ 



O, sweet is the blos-som that hangs on the tree, And its fra-granoe b fiur sweeter 


i^iAi f | i fi HH:&;yrM i rfn > i^ 


still; But sweeter 's the voice of my charm -er to 




Of El-Ien, sweet Bl-Ien, the 


JT^%rn: 


maid of the mill. How of -ten, de-Iight-ed, I've gaz*d onher charms, Asvre*vewalk'd by the 



r i j :^ifrc c i f^^ 


neigh-Vring rill; May those benupties long rest in my fond dr-dingarmsl 


O, 


Kl-len. sweetKl-lenI the maid of the milL Thus the sor-rows of time will 


fSriW^ 


# i ^u i' ^p c c i ' i r U f c c i^'^^if i W 


quick -ly pass o'er, While with plea-sure we life's dm -lice fill; For, bless'd with thy 



N^g 


beau- ties, what heart can wish more ? O, El len, sweet El-len, the maid of the mill I 


... 
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^4= ^.UU^] T i M l l,f+^^^ 


fled from the snow on its nun • mit still : Then, then shalt thou steal to 


#^ p? ^^ #j^4##fe^ 



me» - - loye, O, then shalt thou steal to me. • • When the lights art 


^^r.'N'lJ^rTr l ^ ^ 


in thebow • er, And the 'vrar-der on his tow-er, O, then shall our 


m 


J' 


p 


#=#j 


^af 


i 


meet - ing be, my lore, O then shall our meet 


ing be! 


When the jocond stars on high _ By the side of the frozen lake, 

f thi 


Their golden tresses shake, 
And the winds lie down and die. 


O, then shall onr meeting be, my lore I 
O, then shalt thou, &c« 


%M^^\/>M^^V^%M/V^\/V^^>^ 


THE EXILE. 


The Poetry by Charlea Mackay.— Mvsie by Henry Russell. 
^ AfuUmte con Etpntwme, 


mf f f. r G i^-H f J' J' l J' r r- ^^^ 


O sad-ly, ye dark roU-ingwaies of the o - eean, O sad - ly ye beat on this 


^^ J Jij' rrt c f I r. f/ U ; ^' it^ m 


de -so- late shore, And wake,with the Toice of your rest-less com - mo-tion, Sad thoughts of the 


f^t c f' r nQ-M#tt 



home I most vis - it no more,Sadthonghtsof the home I mnst vis - it no more. 


ii^=rts-N=^ 



pj'r F'T& i Jr r^^ 


From the far -.dis-tantlandwhichhasspnm'dmefor ev-er. The land for whose glo - ry I've 


p^nM-ffli^i- f r ri fK' r r r r ^ ^ 


stmg-gled in Tain, Ye come, O ye winds 1 bnt, like me, ye can nev-er, O aer-er re- 



m=^-^M-p 


tnm to be - hold it a-gain 1 O, nev - er re-^tnm to be - hold It a- galnl 


im to be -hold It s-nlnl Ot 


Thou birdthat dost wing thy fidr course o*er the 
billow, 

How happy, like thee, all nnfetter'd to roam 1 
Each wsTe-circl'd rock can afford thee a pillow ; 

8ach Isle of the ocean proride thee a home I 


But I must stni wander in sorrow and sadness, 
And stifle the thoughts which for erer awake ; 

Must brood o*er my woes till they drite me to 
madness. 
And teach my proud spirit to bend «r to break. 


2S4 
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AlUgro. 


THE JOLLY RINGERS. 

Composed bf Charles Dibdio. 



Oft has tbe world bee& well de - fin*d By say-ers and by sing -en: I call 't a 


fTTF J' ntJTT J' JN i- t-h=t^ 


bel-firy, And man -kind I eaU the jol - ly ring^ -ers;— Thronglima-jor bobs and 


Hn , f. i t c r-"^^' r. i f' c-:e5 i c J c-^j 



tri -pie bobs Each em - u -Ions -ly ran - ges; And, whileeach anz - ions bo-somthrobsi All 



while each aax • ions bo - son throbs. All trr to ring the chan - ges. 


fhese College yonths are sent to school, 

And afterwards to College ; 
And thence return by square and role, 

Well vers'd in worthy knowledge. 
As genius leads, to cram his maw, 

&ch art's dose labyrinth ranges. 
And on relinon, physic, law, 

Complettty rings the changes. 

rhe fortnne-hnntsr swears and Bes, 

And courts the widow's jointure. 
Then with a richer heiress flies, 

Nor minds to disappoint her. 
Ihe widow, too, has her arch whim. 

Nor thinks his conduct strange is ; 
A titled heir succeeds tu Um, 

And thus she rings tne changes. 


The waiter pillages the Greek, 

The Greek the spendthrift fleeces , 
The SDcndthrift makes dad's fortune squeak. 

Dad rack-rents and grants leases : 
The tenants break, gazette reports 

Each difference arranges ; 
TOl, pro and con, through idl the courts. 

The lawyers ring the changes. 

Thus, like the bells, each fear and hope 

Hangs way'rin^f and suspended : 
All tug away, while some a rope 

Get more than they intended. 
In merry cadence, as they roil. 

We'll roTC where reason ranges ; 
Nor shall the bell of sadness toU, 

Till death shall ring the changes. 


DIOGENES SURLY AND PROUD. 


^ Vivaee, 


V3», 


nrrrTT 


22 


^; J I ^ .t^hj¥=^ 


Di . o-ge-nes sur-ly and proud, Who snarl'd at the Ma - oe-don youth, De -light - ed in 



^=Ff-X I -^"^"^^"TfTl^ 


wine that was good, Be-eause in good wine there is truth ; But, grow-ing as poor as a 



UT^ um 


Job, And un - a - ble to purchase a flask, He chose for his man-sion a tub. And 


f^-H\ rf i jfl ' ' i rpi^£ ii rii-i r i Ofjj ^ 


IhM br fhe aasnt of his ea 


sk. And ]iy*dby the scent of his cask. 
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PLENTY OP LOVE. 

Tbe Music by C. J . Hess ; the Poetry from the Trandatioii of Bennger's Songs published by W. Piekering* 
jlAfodcrolo* 



^^ 


In spite of wis-dom's warn- ing voice, I*d fidn a -mass a goi-den store; Straight 


#^ i ^ c H ^urf 



m 


$ 


i 


to the inis-tress of my ehoioe I'd gite it all, and search for more. Still, Harriet, 


rr ^ JniJjrJi^TrfJ': 


stOl, Harriet, should thy least ca - price, 0-bey*d each day, my da- ty prove; 'Us 



m free from a-Ta-riee^* But not from love! — OI not from love I lis troe, 



I'm free from 


^ ■<: «%» •<: 


-^ 


i 


va - rice — But sot from love ! — O I not from lore I 


And, if to consecrate her fame 

My lays were worthily inspir'd. 
They should preserve my Harriet's name, 

And last for ages, stiU admir'd ; — 
80 ovr two names, united, down 

The rolling stream of time would more ; — 
I look not, bum not, for renown, — • 

Bat, O ! I bum with love, with love 1 

Woold that the gods would make me great. 
Bestow a throne, and crown me king, 

To Harriet I would yield my state, 
Mv throne, my crown, my every-thing. 


To idease her, I would e'en endure 
within a court's false maze to move ; 

Ne'er tempted by ambition's lure ; — 
I'm caught by love, I'm caught by love \ 

But why those vain desires allow 

My heart from its repose to stir ? 
My Harriet breatiies an answering vow. 

And wliat are these compsr'd to her ? 
Conscious of bliss, of joy seeure, 

And Fate's reverses far above. 
In fame, in rank, in fbrtune poor. 

With only love, I 'm rich in love ! 


I 


ndaiUt Affetmoto, 


AND MUST I PART WITH THEE, 

Arranged by WHliam Ball. 
pia. 


And must I part with thee, my love ? 



And must 


part with thee? My 



first, my last, my on - ly love. Than life more dear to me? 



worid has naught to give 

1 there have been sweet hovrs, miy love, 

Sweet hours between us twain, 
With Hea^n's own smiles iUum'd, that now, 

Will never beam again. 


17 


to give thee; — Let life, let aU, de 


- part. 


An endless night is foiling. 
No star, no dawn for me, 

One Heav'n-ward glaoM recalUag, 
All aU, is lost with thee 1 


W 


fTcy — r- 
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THE FRIENDS. 


iVUmee, 


Tm ^ i fTf^ ^ 



■ flj.: J 


In wine there is all in this life we ean name: It strengthens our friend-ship, and 


n-i J J J . ; J I J 'THTTf 


i 


lore - lights the flame: Though life is hat short, and at best but a span, Let*s 


p4 . u m \ i-u-Lj^i i-. 



^ 


li^e all our days, and may this be the plan: To drink, my dear boys, and to 


|M^^4^^ J J J. I ^^f=p^ 


drite a -fray sor-row, Let cash but hold oat, and we'll ncl'cr ask to borrow; Thoagfa 


m 



rrn r r r r. 7^^ 



m 



paupers to*night, we'll be rich rogaes to - mor-row, be rich rogues to-mor-row, be 


m=F=^tn=^ 


rich rogaes to- mor-row; Though paupers to-: 



In a neat country village, yet not for from town, 
A clean bed for a friend whene'er he comes down, 
Witii achctee pack of hounds us to wake in the 
A hunter for each to set oif with the horn, [mom. 

Then drink, &c. 
Our dishes ^U chosen, and nice in their sort. 
Our cellars well stor'd with good claret and port, 
A bumper to haU, to hail the all-giorious ; — 
Our grandsires did so, and our fathers before us. 

Then drink, &c. 

A jolly brisk chaplain that can well grace the table. 
Who will driidc nke a man as long as he 's aUe, 
Who'll drink tiU his fises port and claret makes red. 


AUegntto, 


night, we'll be rich rogaes to-mor-row. 

Ilien stagger, eolighten*d, quite happy, to beu. 

Then drink, &c. 

Mar each man hare a lass, that as his wishes may 

prove 
To Us honour most true, and sincere to his love. 
With beauty, with wit, to chance never prone, 
Aiid the bandage good-natore to bind tham his own. 

Then drink, &c. 

And just as we've liv'd may we dose the last 8oene» 
Quite free from all trouble, quite free from all pain : 
The young they may wonder,theoldthev may stare. 
And lift up their hands, to see what friendship was 
there. Then drink, &o. 


PADDY'S BALLOON. 



J n- i rrrr^ 


Some have tra - vers'd the fti-thom-less o-cean, Others A -fri-ca's coast have ez- 


^ | f f ir m U ; I r i rtrr .H 


plor'd ; By the pow'rs, bat I think the best no- tion Is ri - ding the sky on a 


p4 ? i r f r f J r ^-^^f '?■ rrrf^ 


board. While |ied to a bladder of smoke, dr, The hcm-lsphere round you may sail ; Toull 

J' j'lJ r r r r^zzpzH 


^m 



r^ I ^^u,;^ 



^Pi 


' Doo - der roo do, doo - der roo, doo - der roo, doo - der roo do.' 


/' — 


-*- - 


■^I^B^^M^B 
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Upon IniJ a tiiirteener a mfle, Sit, 

For ererf fturkmc yon ride ; 
By water ao tompflce or itUe, Sir» 

But thea yon mast wait for the tide. 
Now this ie a Tery snag way, Sir, 

Aad the trayeUing ehargei so soiaU, 
If yoar aeck should get broke, I dare say, Sir> 

The expense would be nothhiff at all. 

doocwr roo, 


T^with 


with changing of ] 
You'll be ridof & that yery soon ; 


horses such bother, 


Sure as I am the son of mv mother, 
You may breakfhst to-night in the 
While the stars wiU be blinking about. Sir* 


themooa} 


l^ag 


MY GAUNTLET'S DOWN. 


To judge what this wonder may be, 
And some would suppose, without doubt, Siff 
*Twas Irelaad jump'd out of the sea. 

Sing dooder roo, &C. 


The Poetry by James Kenney. The Music by I. Nathan< 
[Uegretio co» 9tpremon§. ^ 3 


BS 


ison-tlet's doWn, 


^ 


-r^rg-^ ' 


my flag un - fiirrd, What - e'er my for • tune 



be; For thee, my lore, I'd lose the world. For thee, my lota. 


fill I flMLf^ 



lose the world, Or win a world in thee! Yes, thou shalt be my po - lar 


i^^-i I :i \ P^fi \ i JTfTp^^ 


■tar, O'er yooth's be-wU-d'riag tide, To land of promlie, bUis a-fw, M7 

^-i—^F »rrr I J_E_J-|. 



bright, my beam - 


guide. My 



briglift, my beam - ing 


goidel 



fi II 1" III 


Yes, thou Shalt be my po - ]«r star. O'er 





youth's be»wfl-d'r ing tide, To land of pro-mise. Mis s a»ft>r. My you ng, my beam- ing 



down, my flag un - ftirl'd. What - e'er my for - tune be; For 



^^ g^gr^ff 


thMfBT love, I'd loM Oe world, For thje, my low, I'd Iom tiio wotU, Or 



[LjU-I-S. 


^^ 


fe^ m 


ti 



^ 


niB a world in thee. Or win a world 


in theeJ 


990 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVURSAI MELODIST. 


OUR COUNTRY IS OUR SHIP. 

Composed by Raeve. 



^^b-ti i -i)^^^^ 


Our ooun-try is our ship, d'ye see, A gal-Umt Tes - sel too, And 



^:j cJ r r. I r r -g J^ i ^ ffl ^ 



of his for - tune pnmd is he Who's of the Al - Uon's crew. Who's of the 



^rGf^i^i^ jj 


Al - bion's crew. Each man, what - e'er his sta-tion be, When dn - ty's call com 


fc-r J | f [._^^ 


^ 


mands. Should take his stand, and lend a hand. As the com - mon cause de- 


#«-J- Jirc 



^a 


^m 


f£ 


mands, Slieuld take his stand, and lead 4 hand. As the common cause de « mands. 


Among^ oursehres in peace, 'tis true, 
We quarrel, make a rout. 

And, haTing nothing else to do, 
We fairiy scold it out; 


But, once the enemy in ^iew, 
Shake hands, we soon are friends ; 
On the deck, 
Till a wreck, 
Each the common cause defends. 


HOW STANDS THE GLASS AROUND ? 


fe|ijj J r l V^jj^£:^^ 




How stands the glass a - round? For shame, ye take no care, my boys; How 


jfyj i r 1 r 'l' j i^-J'^i^'J^^ 



stands the f^an a-nmnd ? Let mirth and wine a - bound. 


The tmm - pets 


^i^^ 


m 



U-M-\ r-c i -^ ^ 


sound,— the colours they are fly - ing, boys-— To fight, kiU, or wound; 



we still be fojimd Con- tent with our hard fate, my boys, On the cold ground t 

Why, soldiers, why. 
Should we be melancholy, boys ? 


Why, soldiers, whj? 

Whose business 'tis to diel 

What, sighing? fie I 
Don't fear; drink on ; be Jolly, boys I 

'TIS he, you, or 1 1 

Cold, hot, wet, or dry. 
We're always bound to follow/ boys. 

And scorn to fly 1 


lis but in Tain— 
I mean not to upbraid you, boys^ 

Tis but in yain 

For soldiers to complain: 

Should next eampogn 
Send us to him who made us, boys. 

We're free from pain ; 

But, if we remain, 
A.bottle and a kind lanAady 

Cure ail again I 


i 


i 
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THE ABSENT LOVER.— WHAT AILS THIS HEART O' MINE ? 

As long by Mr. Wilson.— The Poetrf by Hiss Blsmire. 
Moderate. 


i^ i J:n;j,j.^ i . ^ 



What ails this heart o* mine? What means this wat'-ry e*e? What mak's me aye torn 



'■ ^i' m-p^^^- (j i f/? Lu: 



canld as death, When I tak' lea?e o* thee? Whenthon art fiur a-wa% Thon'lt 


fr^f^rQ i ^.' -pN' J\ i'-Hir^ ^ 


dear . er grow to me ; But change o' folk, and change o' place, May gar thy fan - cy jec. 


Then I*U sit down and moan, 

Just by yon spreadin' tree, 
And gin a leaf Ul* in my lap, 

I*U ca*t a word firae thee. 
Syne I'll gang to the bower, 

Whieh thou wi' rosea tied : 
*Twas there, by mony a blnahin* bud, 

I strove my love to hide. 


Ill doat on ilka spot 

VHiere I hae bedn wi* thee ; 
1*11 ca' to mind some fond love-tale 

By every bum and tree. 
Tis hope that cheers the mind, 

Though lovers absent be ; 
And when I think I see thee stiU, 

ru think P m still wi' thee. 


WHA'LL BE KING BUT CHARLIE? 

Cam Snergko, j 



The news 


Moi • dart cam* yes - treen, WUl soon gar mo - ny fer - lie; 


For 



nr f. f fjJ j^7 i j. J II Ji 


8hi|« o' war hae just come in, And land • ed ray - al Char - lie. Come 


yi J' ; I j. | J ^s^ 



m 


T 


§ 


through the heather, aground him ga-ther, Ye'rea' the wel-com-er ear - ly; 

i 


A. 


fe f r ^i^Tt7 . i ' i/j j u J n' I 


round him cUagi wi^ a' 


your kin, — ^Forwha'll be king but Char-Ue? Comethroughthe 
ad lib. 



^^ 


hea-ther, a -round him ga-ther 


l^'jlf I r n i-frf4j? ^^ ^ ^^i 


gi-ther 1 An' crown your right - fu' law-iu' king,-^For wha'll be king but Char - lie ? 

There's ne*er a lass in a' the land. 
But vows baith late and early, 


The Hi|diland dans, wi* sword in hand, 
Frae John^'-Groat's to Airly, 

Hae to a man declar'd to stand 
Or fa' wi* royal Charlie. 
Cox 


me thro* the heather, &c. 

baith mat and i 
IfV movj a lord and laird, hae 


The Lowland a*, baith grreat and sma*, 
— . - ^^ 


\\ 


Oedar'd for Scotia*s King an' law, 
And spier ye wha but Charlie. 

Come through the heather. &c. 


To man she'll ne*er gie heart or hand 
Wha wadna' fecht for Charlie. 

Come thro* the heather, &c. 

Then here's a health to Charlie's cause. 
And be *t complete and early ; — 

His very name my heart's blood warms ;-^ 
To arms for royal Charlie I 

Come thro* the heather, 6tc» 


^HBm m-» 


ft^Z 
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O ! TURN THOSE DEAR, DEAR EYES AWAY. 

Music by J. De Pinna. 



1 tmi tliOM dear, dear eyes a - \ray,— My dwek with ]of9f with lore is 



^g^V 'u \ (itM 



bhuh-ing ; And, thoagfa a smile maj o'sr it play, My eyes with tears are 



- ing. O I torn those dear, dear eyes a-way,— ^My cheek with 



eyes with tears are gosh 


- ing 1 look not in my eyes, lote— They 


iUSUuMPfffYT^^\^-^^^^^^^ 


i 


tell a tale too true, too true ; Ser not my Uush-es rise, lore, Nor listen to my 


k 



lighSy « - lore ; For Uushcs, slgiis, and eyes, lore, AH speak, all q^eak of 



Ffftftt 


you; For Uusl^ - «s, sighs, and eyes, lore, All speak, all speak of you. 


AUegro> 


THE OVEN. 

The Words by George Cdmaa. 



V^-H't=^^^v^^ 



Who has e'er been in Lon^don, that o - ver-giown place. Has seen ' Lod-glngs to 



]>t' stare him Aill in the fiwe : Some are good, and let dear-ly ; While some, *tis wdl 


^ ^B^ 



I gH'T l f/F^iff 


kwma, Are so dear, and so bad, they are best let a - lone;-~Der . ry down downdownderry down! 
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Will Waddle, whose temper fna thidioiu and bnely, 
Hir'd lodgingfs that took Single Gentlemen only I 
But Will was BO Alt he appeared like a ton, 
Or Hke two single gentlemen roll'd into one. 

Derry down, &e« 

He enter'd Us room, and to hed he retreated, 
Bnt all the night long he felt ferer'd and heated ; 
And, thongh heavy to weigh as a score of fiit sheep^ 
He was not by any means heavy to sleep. 

Derry down, &e. 

Next night 'twas the same !andthenezt,and the next: 
He perspir'd like an ox, — he was nenrons and Tex'd. 
Week pass*d after week, till, by weekly saccession* 
His weakly condition was past all expression. 

Derry down, &e. 

Insixmonthshisafxpiatntancebegan fbrto doubt him, 
For his skin likealady's loose gown hung about him ; 
He sent for a doctor, and cried like a ninny,— 
' I have lost many pounds, — ^make me well, there's a 
guinea I' Derry down, tic 


So, calling his host, he said, * Sir, do you kanw 
I'm the f^ Single Gentleman, six months aftc' 

Derry down, &e. 

' Look'e, landlord 1 1 think,' argued Will withagrint 
'TImt witii honest intentions vou first took me in t 
But from the first night— and to say it I'm bold— 
I have been so damn'd hot, I have sure got a cold.' 

Derry down, &c. 

Quoth thelandlord, ' TQl now I ne'er had adispute ; 
I've let lodgings ten years — ^I'm a baker to boot • 
In airing your sheets, sir, my wife is no sloven ; 
And your bed is immediately over my oven,' 

Derry down, &c. 

<The oven! says l^HU.— Sayitiio host, *Why this 

passion? 
In that excellent bed died three people of feshion I 
Why so crusty, good sir ?' ' Zoundsr cries Will in a 

taking, 
Who wouldn'^ becrusty with half a year'sbaking ?' 

Derry down, &c. 


The doctor look'd wise ;--«A slow fever,' he said ; ymptid for his iooms.-Crisd tiio host with a 
Prescrib'd sudonficks, and gomg to bed; — neer 

• SudorifidEs in bed!' exdaim'd Will, are tambugs: .^^n , ^ y^^i^e been going awayhalf a year.' 

I'veenoughofthsmthere,withoutpayiiurfordnig8.' 4 j^jend, we can't weU agree, yet no quarrel,' 

Derry down, &c. ^^ said ; 

Wm kick'dontthedoctor ;--bnt, when m indeed, « But I'd rather not perish while yon make yov 
E'en dismissing the doctor don't always succeed ; bread I' Derry down,&c« 


Asidante, 


CRAZT JANE. 

The Poetry by Ifonk Lewii ; Om Made by Ifbi Abmnt. 


faj'[ i JJ^fr.i trff ^-iV^- ^J J'n ^ 



wan-der-ing wretched crea-ture With such ter-ror fin thy breast? Do My 


fren.si'd lo<dcB a . larm thee? IVnst me. sweet 1 thv fears are vain:^> Not ftir 


ir ^ I ci i i T r 


fH-^-t fgif 'i 


Ung-doms would I harm thee ^-Shan not, then, poor era • sy Jane. 


M 


Dost thou weep to see my anguish ? 

Mark me, and avoid my woe? 
When men flatter, sigh, and languish. 

Think them felse ;~I found them so : 
For I lov'd him so sincerely. 

None could ever love again. 
But the youth I lov'd so dearly 

Stole the wits of Crasy Jane. 

Fondlj my young heart reeehr'd him, 
' Which was doom'd to love but one: 
He aigh'dyhe vow'd, and I bdiev'd him; 
He was felse, and I undone. 


From that hour has reason never 
Held her empire o'er my brain ; 

Henry fled, — with him for ever 
Sled the wits of Crasy Jane. 

Now forlorn and broken-hearted. 

And with frensied thougths beset, 
On that spot where last we parted. 

On that spot where first we met, 
Still I sing my love-lorn ditty,*- 

Still I Oowbf paee the pbin; 
Whilst each passer-by, in pity. 

Cries, * God help thee, Crasy Jane. 


2G4 
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THE OLD SEXTON. 

The Pbefarj hf Park Beiuamin: the Music hj Henry RqsmU. — ^PaUished in Davidscn's Cheap and 

Uniform Edition of lus Compositions. 


^ 


iAJUgro. 




Nigh to a grsTe that was new-ly made Leaned a Sex - ton did, on his earth-worn 


#^tir ii l 



spade ; His work was done, and he pans'd to wait The fan* - ral train throngh the 



N3-j^frTr' i ^ ^ji'ihH-^ ^ 


o - pen gate: A re -lie of by-gone days was he, And his lodu were white as the 
/7N 


P^ 


le fhm liis lips so thin: *I gather them inr— T 



foamy sea ; And these words came tnm 


m 


,— gather, gather, gather, — I ga-tfaer them in.' 


^ 


gather them in,— gather, 

* 1 gather them in I For man and boy, 

Year after year of grief and joy, 

I*ve bnilded the houses that lie around, 

In every nook of the burial-ground : 

Mother and daughter— fatfaa and son, 

Come to my sditude one by one ; 

But come tiiey strangers, or come they Un, 

I gather them in — I gather than in.* 

I gather them in, &c. 

' Many are with me— 4mt still I'm alone : 
I*m king of the dead, and I maice my throne 
On a monument slab irfmarUe cold, 
And my sceptre of rule b the spade I hold. 


Come theyfromeottaf^or eome they fromhaD, 
Manlund are my subjects, all, all, all ; 
Let them toil in pleasure or tnilfnlly Ipin, 
I gather them in, I gather them in. 

I gather them in, &c. 

' I gather them in, and their final rest 
Is here, down here, in the earth's dark breast ;' 
And the Sexton ceasM, for the Am'ral train 
Wound mutely o'er that solemn plain; 
And I said to myself, when Time is old, 
A ndghtier Toioe than this Sexton's old 
ynai sound o'er the last trump's dreadful din: 
' I gather them in, — I gather them in.' 

I gather them in, &c. 


h 


FOR FREEDOM AND HIS NATIVE LAND. 


^4-r ij7r^ 



t 


f^^^^ ^^^^ ^^^W 1^^^ 

dr • derdgn? A-while the musewithar - dour glows, To pay the debt that 



o 


Vioaee, 



r- 


ii 


-^m 


Bri - tain owes, To pay the debt that Bri - tain owes. 1 w«?e a. 


ifiliH I I 



^ 


while your soft de - lights 1 To praise each val-iant son that fights, And braves a 


r 
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broad each hos - tUa bandi And braves a - broad each boa - tOe band, For 



free - dom, free - dom, For free - dom, and bia na - tive land, 



free 


mm iT7]\SITi^^^^ ^ 


dom and bis 



na - tire land, For free - dcwi, free- dom, free • dom, and bb na - tive land. 


Tbe soldier seeks a distant plain. 
The sulor plongbs the boist'rous main ; 
Their toU dom^c ease secures, 
The labour theirs, the pleasure yours : 
Then change awhile your soft delights 
To praise each Taliant son that fights. 
And braTes abroad each hostile band, 
For freedom and his native land. 

Ye wealthy, who domestic sweets 
Emoy within your gay retreats, 
Think, think, on those who guard the shore. 
While unmolested springs your store. 
And change awhile your soft delights, 
To praise each valiant son that fights, 
And braves abroad each hostile band, 
For freedom and bia native land. 


Ye swains who haunt the shady groTe, 
And tranquil breathe your vows of love. 
Who hear not war's tremendous yoice. 
But in the arms of peace rq<uce, 
Change, change awhile your soft delights. 
To praise each valiant son that fights, 
And braves abroad each hostile band, 
For f^edom and bis native land . 

And ye, vrho in this frolic train, 
Inspir'd with music's sprightiy strain, 
And wild vrith pleasure's airy round, 
Bid flowing bowls with love be crown' d, 
Amid your social dear delights, 
Remember him who boldly fights, 
And braves abroad each hostUe band. 
For freedom and bis nattye land. 




HOPE TOLD A FLATTERING TALE. 

Composed by Dr. Ame. 


^i±Lnu ^ 


^ 


-.V 


4-»l r J-f 


i^ 


rA 


Hope told a fiatt'-ringtale. That joy would soon re-tum;-r- 


Ahl naught my 


A f l f?f|j J'Tj=^,,f.|^ J'^ 


sighs pre - vail — For love Is doom'd to mourn. Ah I where's the flatt' « rer 


^,* r > ^ 1 ^-hh^4-^-L^L^-g^, !■ f. i r^t-^ 


gone?-^ From me, for ev - er flown; 


Firom me, for ev - er flown ;<^ For 



^^^^^^^1 


love is doom'd to mourn : — Ah I naught my sighs a • vail, For love is doom'd to mourn. 


The hi^py dream of love is o'er — Dfe, - - a * lasl can 


charm no more; 


^E 0p -- ^##f lg nkl4-U4J ^ 



The hap-py dream of love is o*er— 


Life, a - las ! can charm no more. Hope 


se6 
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THE ROVER'S SONG. 

The Poetry arranged expressly for this work to an Air by Donixettl. 
Allegro eon Sptrito. 


^)N<rf-jN j^. >i Ij jj J *i jhf^ j^. jl"7~f"^ 


On --wards, my baric! O'er the green wares fly! Send, gal-lant - ly» send 'neath the 



tf^rir r'JN;.J 'iJ' f- jj j j ji 


son • lit sky; For who bnt a ro - ver should mle the wide maini Whose in- 




cen-tiTe's re-Tenge!— Whose mot - to is gain! For who but a ro-ver should 

nde the wide main. Whose in- cen-ttve's re-^enge 1— Whose mot - to is gain! 

None are worthy to sail on the sparkling ways It ne'er will be lower*d to gite plaee to the bhie 

But those who rerel in danger, and gaxe on their While a man is left of onr Tsliant crew. 

WitlfaiStfless eye ; for weU they know ' JJf f ^ inr ^^ "* ^ * ^^^ bold,— 


With a fearless ere ; for weu tney Know 
Twill be in the (iepths of the oeean below. 

At the topmast-head onr red flag is anfoilM, 
Proudly waving defiance, and duing the worid ; 


That life VVL lead tiUthU heart is cold; 

Then landsmen maj say what they please of me, 

And tell of my deeos on the boundless sea. 


%/^^>/W^'WW\^^%/VW^'WW 


ON BY THE SPUR OP VALOUR GOADED. 



1 C 6 r i+H 



m 


rr 


On by the spur of va -lour goad - ed, Pis - tols piimM and car - bines load - ed. 


^>'t J- J t J 1 ;■ ! d -^ ^-H-J-J-^ 



i 


^ 


Courage strikes on hearts of steel, — Courage strikes on hearts of steel. like 



serpents now thro' thick-ets creep-ing— Then on our prey like li-ons leaping. Let the weary 

i 



^^ 


trailer dread us. Struck with ter-ror and a-mase. While our swords with lightnings blase. 


f ^ ^jjj HJJ J- ^f^-J+ Tf i rj^rfirj^ 


To the on-set let's a-way— Yalour calls, and we obey; To the on-set, to the onset, to the 



^^ 



■yi^N JJJT^ 


on-set let's a - way^ Valour calls, and we o - bey,—- Va-lour calls, and we o - bey. 
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MISS MUZ THE MILLINER. 


^j^ Mo^rato, 



^ 



Noted for las - MS kind and sweet* Ths nelgh-lniiig ham -lets vs'dto namens; And 



■ c i -'rf/ fji 'r^ 


then, good - na - tnr'd, trim, and neat, Our lit- tie town for lads was fo - mons. AH 


isijroityH^^ 



went on qni - et • ly and well— We dress'd on ho - ly - days and high - days. And 


J. J j i Jj UU4.^ J' -If 


Usten'd care-ftd-ly atchnreh|On Sun - days, saints' days, and Good Fri-days, Till 



itf r i, J' l J.: 



on a svd - den came from town— I won - der how we gare 'em har-bonr— Two 



rtf r r lmu^j^ 



toads to torn na np-side down, Miss Mu tiie mil-U-ner, and Bob the bar-ber. 


Away the deiUs went to work ; — 
The men this fine Miss Mns ran alter, 

And as for Bob, this terrible Turk, 
He eonrted er'ry mother's daughter ; 

F6r miss were dress'd from head to feet, 
So white and slim, so fine and smirching, 


Somewhat, d'ye see, like a white sheet, 
That I hate seen 'em stand at chnreh in. 

Then he'd so dress and sing, and play, 
That er'ry creatore gave 'em hurboor, 

Till throngh the town 'twas who bvt they,— 
Miss Mux tiie milliner and Bob the barber. 


•nrfvw%/*i/\*v/w%/w>/\/\/\/\/v» 


I ASK THEE NOT TO THINK OF ME. 

The Poetry by Mary.— Arranged expressly for this work to an Ak by Spohr. 
Moderato. 



ask thee not to think of me In som-mer's dond-less tky, 


#tr^rt^^ 



thy yoong heart has known a care. Or a tear - drop dimm'd thine eye; 


But 


^ r f. i^ 



?=^ gir f. J n 



there may come a dark - er hour, When sum-mer friends shall ilee, Aw^ leaye th ff 



lone and de-so-lat^— Ol then le-mem-ber me,— O! then remem-ber me. 

I ask thee not to think of me. 

When early hopes are bright. 
Ere all that now so blissful seems 

Be chaag'd to storm and bli^t 


Bnt there may come an hour of woe. 
When all thou loy'st shall be 

But shadows of the smiling 
Oh. then remember me * 
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WHAT'S THE MATl'ER, PATTY? 


Moderaio» 



R'l i r r Hti t 1thi^^=fn 


Onoe my heart the tmantplay'd ; Patienee, how I iigh'd aad sait^ Pa-tienoe, how I 



afgh*d and said— Why, what can be the mat-ter,Pat-ty?'WhatGanbe theiiiat-ter,Patty? Patience, 

i 



how I sighM and said, What can be the mat-ter, Patty? 

4- ' . II. 


No aa-8wer could I 



make to that, — My heart kept go-ing pit - a -pat, While my mo-ther would be 



at—Why, what can be the mat-ter? Why, what can be the mat-ter, Pat-ty? 


li'fF. !'i \ h,r r i -i ^ O'^n^ ^ 'A 


WW ean be the mat-ter? How I aif ii*d, langh'd, and cried I How I tfgfa'd,Unipi d^ and 



eried I And sang, and sang bX lal lal lala,fU lal lallalderalde ra. 


The youth I lov'd, he ask'd to wed. 
Blushing when * O yes,' I said, 

What oould be the matter, Patty ? 
I went to ehurch, but went to wait, 
And so I sent him packing straight ; 


Then what could be the matter, Patty ? 

How I sigh'd, 

Laugh'd, and cried, 
And song fsl lal, &c 


WHEN I WAS A BOY IN MY FATHER'S MUD EDIFICE. 

'tvaee.' 


I 



When I was a boy In my fa-tiler's mud e - di-fice, Ten-der and bare as a 


pig in a sty. Out at the door, as I look*d with a stea - dy phiz, 



Who but Put Mur-phy, the pi- per, came by. Says Pad - dy, 'But few play this 



^M 



H- l ^'J'^f ^ 


mu - sie; can you play?' Says T, 'I can't tell, for I ne-.Ter did try:* He 
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y^Ui^-jj^^jnn^ir^ 



told me that he had a eharm To make the pipes pret - ti - ly speak ; Then 


|gl-;J m^ 


sqnees'd a bag un - der his arm, And sweet 


ndsweet*ly they set iip asqneak; With a 


fsralla, lalJal laloo-- och hone ! how he han - drd the drone I And 



then snch sweet mn-sie he blew, Twooldhave^melt- ed the heart of a stone. 


*Tonr pipe,' says I, 'Paddy, so natdy comes 
oTer me. 
Naked I'll wander whererer it blows ! 
And, if my father shonld try to recover me, 
Sure it won't be by describing my dothes. 
The mnsic I hear now takes hold of my ear now. 
And leads me all over the town by the nose 1' 
So I fbllow'd his bag*pipe so sweet, 
And sang, as I leapM like a frQg> 
Adieu to my iamUy seat, 

So pleasantly plac'd in a bog. 
With my 2s ral la, lal lal la loo, och hone I 

How sweetly he handl'd the drone ; 
And then sneh sweet mnsie he blew, 
Twoiild have melted the heart of a stone 1 


Full five years I fbUow'd him, nothing could sun- 
der as. 
Till he one morning had taken a sup. 
And slipp*d from a bridge in a river just under us. 

Souse to the bottom, just like a blind pup. 
I roar'd and I bawl'd out, and lustily cail*d out, 
' O Paddy, my fHend, don*t you mean to comeup ?' 
He was dead as a nail in a door ; 

Poor Paddy was laid on th» thelf ; 
So I took up his pipes on the ancre, 

And now I've set up for myself^ 
With my fis ral la, lal lal la, loo ! 

To be sure I have not got the knaek, 

To sing fs ral la, lal lalla loo, och hone I 

Ay, and bubbaroo, didderoo whack I 


<^/«/%/\/\r«/\/>/^«A'V>/WWI 


O ! JEANNIE GRAT. 


The Poetry anwgad ezpwssly for this work* to aa Air by BoUini. 
Jledcnrfo eon tipret* 



Ol Jean-nie Gray, love, Jean-nle Gray, Dost ev-er think of by - gone 

Fine 



^^m 


times. When in ear - ly love* dear Jean-nie Gr«y, We rot'd beneath thy father's vines ? 



bound a - gain, VTith thoughts of them and thee. 


O I Jeanaie Gray, love, Jeannie Gray, 

My heart still lingers there. 
Where first young love <Hd homage pay, 

And breathe its lowly prayer ; 
When, hand in hand, we rov'd along, 

Onr path with verdure crown'd, 
And jovous birds their thrilling song 

In giadness woke arovtnd. 

1 Jeannie Gray, &c 


O I Jeannie Gray, love, Jeannie Gray, 

Dost thou remember yet 
n&ose days of love long past away, 

Which I can ne'er forget. 
Though weary wandering fisr I be. 

Fond memory ne'er does eease 
To sigh for them, and breathe for thee 

A prayer for joy and peace . 

O I Jeanaie Gray, &«• 


< 


11 


Modtraio. 
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MART MORISON. 

As rang by Mr. WIIboh* — ^Poetry by Bum. 





O, Ma - ry, at fhy vin-dow be,— It Is the wiah'd, the tryst - ed hoar; Tbose 



^^ 



i 


smfles and glan - ces let me see, That mak' the mi - ser's trea - sore poor. How 



jyQ r J iu^j p elf J' J 




^^ 


I the rich re - ward se - core, The lore - ly Ma - ry Mo - ri - son. 


Yestreen, when to the ticfaten'd strins 

The danee gaed thro* ue lighted ha*, 
To thee my ftuicr took its wing, — 

I sat, bnt nettiier heard nor saw ;*- 
Tho' this was fhir, and that was braw, 

And yon the toast of a* the town, 
I steh'd and said, amanff them a?, 

*Y% are na' Mary Monson.' 


O Mary, eanst thou wreck his peace, 

Wha for thy sake wad riadly dee? 
Or canst thon break that heart at his, 

Wha's only ftm't is lo'eing thee ? 
If love for lore thon wilt nae gie, 

At least be pity to me shown ;« 
A thonsht nngentle canna be 

The thooght o' Mary Morison. 


W>/\/\/\/W>/%/V\/V>/%#%*>/>/» 


O, WAE'S ME FOB PRINCE CHARLIE. 

As snng by Mr. Wilson. 
A wee tiCd cam* to onr ha' door; He war-bled sweet and dear-Ue; And 


pi.^ i riOT^ 



aya the o'er - eome o his sang Was wae's me for Prince CSiar - lis 1 


^>'i,>, ^r-r-i^-F^'f i ff r-fti^-^ 


when I heard the bon-nie bon-nie Urd, The tears cam* drap - pin' rare - ly ; 


waen i neara ue oon-nie oon-nie mro, ine tears cam' cvap - ptn* rare - ly; I 


took my bon - net aff my head, For wed I lo'ed Prince Char - He. 


Quo' I, *My bird, my bonnie, bonaie bird. 

Is that a tale ye borrow ? 
Or is 't some words ye've leam'd by rote ? 

Or a lilt o' dale and sorrow ?' 
' 1 no, no, no,' the wee bird sang, 

I've Ibwn sin' momin' early; 
Bnt sic a day of wind and rain 1-- 

O, wae's me for Prince Charlie I 

< On hills that are by right his sin. 

He roams a londy stranger : 
On nka hand he's press'd by want. 

On ilka side by oanger. 
Yestreen I met him in a glen. 

My heart near bnrsted foirly, 
For sadly chang'd indeed was he — 

O. wae's me for Prince CharUe ! 


Dark night came on, the tempest lund'd 

Out ower the hills and valleys ; 
And whar was't that vour prince lay down, 

Whase hame should be a palace? 
He row'd him in a higliland plaid, 

Which cover'd him bnt sparely. 
And slept beneath a bush o' broom, — 

O, wae's me for Prince Charlie 1' 

Bnt now the bird saw some red-coats, 

And he shook his wings wi' anger : 
' 1 this is no a land for me,— 

I'll tarry here nae langer.' 
Awhile he hover'd on the wingi 

Ere he departed fairly ; 
But wed I mind the fareweel strain,— 

'Twaa— ' Wae's me for Prince CharUe I' 


1 


"I 
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ADVERTISEMENT FOR A WIFE. 

(By a Bfiddle-aged Gentleman).— AmBiged ezprastly for this 'work, to an Old EngUah Mdody. 
^ Vvoaet, 




^ ■db^KJ^^J^^Ul^ 


fvr la • ^Uiea, I (be • ing ra - tlm ihy) Take this means of qp -pii • sing £adi 


dan • di - aette— I want to get A wifb by ad - Ter • tie - ing. My 


Mt [ n [M^ J' l rj f f/ c 


eyes are bright by ean - die -light, (Pm ra - thsr weak in sight, though) ; My 



4 #^r? J' l r J. I 


hair they say's a lit - tie gray, B*' ts - ry spmce at night, though. 


By some I'm eaUM a Uttle bald,— 
A scandal fUse and horrid ;— 

The bmtes, I see, all envy me 
My broad and lofty forehead ; 

To mateh my hair, complexion fiair 
(I sofhr much from pimples) ; 

The three Miss L.'s talk of my dells- 
Pert minxes 1 I say dimples. 

Some blockheads scoif, and call me dwaif 

(I cnrl my lip the bmtes on ;) 
I'm 1^^ foot neat, in stocldng feet. 

And five foot two, with boots on. . 
I never drink, nor ever wink 

At girls ; I love the graces ; 
I say my prayers ; I never swears s 

Nor goes to naughty places. 

To chapel 1 on Sunday fiy, 

And sing my way to heaven : 
I'm home at ten each night, and then 

In bed before eleven. 


I knit no brows, kick up no rows 

(Though aunt declares I'm whim-med) ; 
Some horses prides — I never rides, 

I'm so uncommon timid. 
Widow or maid, I'm not afraid. 

Nor my own merits lauding ; 
Myfortnne's good (be 't understood 

That her'n must be according). 
Fkir, be not check'd, I sha'nt object 

To age, whate'er disparity ; 
No hair or eyes will I despise. 

Blue, gray, black, brown, or earroty. 

At half.past eight, each night, PU wait 

In R^rent Street, on view ; don't 
Fear— make firee— and speak to me,— 

I cant bcffin if you don't. 
Those who uink better, send by letter 

(If for decorum sticklers) 
To S. A. P.— direct for me. 

Post-paid, and stato perticklars. 


FAIR JANET. 

The Poetry by Ifiss Mltford.— Arranged expressly for this work, to an Air by Monrt. 
indanie Modirato. 



^^^^^^M 


Fair Ja - net sits be - side her wheel ; No mai-den bet-ter knew To pile up - on the 


dr - ding red An e - ven thread and true; — ^Bnt, smce 



cu - cmig reel An e - ven ureaa ana one; — ajOt sm 


'ganto pine. She 



twists her flax in vain ; 'TIS now too ooarse, and now too fine. And now 'tis snap'd in 


i^\ r: \ n i f^- ^ ^^Et f H H gM ^ ^ di 


twain. 'TIS now too coarse, and now too fins, and now, 'tis snap'd in twain. 


Robin, a badidor profess'd. 
At love and lovers laughs, 

And o'er the ImwI, with reckless jest, 
His pretty spinster quallli ; 


Then, whilst, all sobbing, Janet cries, 
' She scorns the scon^ swain ;' 

With angry haste her whed she plies« 
And— snaps the thread again 1 
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Fivwe, 


AN IRISH DRINKING-SONG. 

Compoaedby Charles IKbdin. 



r f r f. r Uir-^=u=ua=i^ 


Of the an-dents it's speaking, my soul, ycm*d be af - ter. That they ne - Ter got 


fj J' n r ^ ^ r. f 4-^^^ nT 



bow came yoa so; Would yon sa-rioos-ly make the good folks die of laogbtcr— To be 


^^ 


snre, tbdr dogs* tricks you don 


't know ; To be sure, their dogs' tricks yon don't know, with your 



LM-tLi J' r- P 


bod-dery, Since whis-ky's a li-qnor di- 


smal- u- now non -sense, ana au yoor ooeer bod-dery, Since wms-ky's a u-qnor di- 

ifi 11 j'j'i-J^xrj f i f. f . err. ^ U 

▼ine; To be snre the old an-cients, as well as the mo-dems, Did not 


To be snre the old an-cients, as well as the mo-dems, Did not 


|JLc J' r . n\ i : fq^ JT fi^^^ m 


lore a dy sup of good wine, Did not lore a sly snp of good wine. 

Den dat t'other old feUow they caU'd Aristotle, 


.fisop, as authors assure us, 
Ik tiu as drunk as a beast I 


Ajridusand 

Would swig 
Den what do you tink of that rogue Epicnms ? 

Was not he a tight hand at a ^t 1 

With your smalliliow, &e. 

Alexander the Great, at his banquets who dcank 
When he no more worlds oould subdue, [hard, 

Shed tears, tobesure—but'twastearsof the tankard. 
To refrMh bim— and prav would not you ? 

With your smalluiow, &c. 


Such a devil of a tippler was he, [tie, 

That one night, having taken too much of his bot- 
The taef stagger'd into the sea. 

With your smallOiow, &c. 

Den they made what they call'd of their wine a Uba- 
tion, 
Which, as an autority emotes, fation ! 

They threw on the ground — ^musha,what bother- 
To be sure, 'twas not thrown down their troats. 

With your smalliUow, &c» 


AndamHne upre tt kfe. 


THE WILLOW. 

Composed by Hook. 



X poor soul sat sigh - ing be-neath a tall tree, — Ol 


wiUow, wiOowl 


willowl mthhis hand on his bo - som, his head on his knee, — 01 willow. 



wiUowI 01 willowl— 



Sing ' 1 thcgreen willow ;'sfatg,' Ol the green wfllow ; The 
^"7^ upreatw. ^ 


I 


wil-low shall be a gsr- land for me;'— Sing, '01 the green wil - low.' 


He stoh'd in his singing, and, after each groan, Let nobody blame me, — her scorn I thus prove, 

O wiUow, willow, OwiUowl ' ' ~ 


I'm dead to all pleasure, my true love is gone, 
O vrfllow, willow, O irillow I 

Sing, O the green wiUow, &c. 


iDOdy Dli 
O willow, vrillow, O wfllow 1 
She vras bom to be fair, I to die for her love, 
O willow, willow, O willow I 

Sing, O the green willow, 5cc. 


I 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


27S f 


WHY TARRIES MY KNIGHT. 

The Poetry and Music by Mrs. William Marshall. 



Why tar • ries my knight? why tar- lies my own true knight? Aod why, ye ling'r-iiig 


f tzn-hi N^ tiTjMi-N^n^ ^ 



mo - ments, so te • dious in your flight? Why tar-rics my knight ? why tar-ries my 

3 


^vfff=^= p^1^^agp H^^ 


own true knight ? And why, y^ ling-'ring mo - ments, so te-dlous in your flight ? 


fi ^ N^-^ i^^^ su:\-rxHf ^^^ 



pri-thee, good dame, look out, look out, look out, a - broad I Is there no horse-man 

roll, ad Hb '^ a tewp". 


fF^^fFNH=p ^a 



com - ing, No horse-man on the road ? 


O I why tarries my knight? why tar-ries my 


|»aw%b#f= ^^^g:-a= ^^^HB 


own true knight ? And why, ye ling-*ring 

Why, why, my sweet mistress, all this suspense 
and fenr ? [near. 

The hour thy knight appointed to meet thee Is not 

I prithee, good dame, look out, look out again ; 

Is there no horseman coming ? No horseman on 
the plain ? 

Harkl hark ! methinks I hear the herald's horn ! 


mo-ments, so te-diousin your flight? 

Tis he, my faithful championr-^e doubts and fears, 

be gone. 
Now, now, ye moments, linger, linger as you mair. 
But tell me, do not tears my foolish heart betray f 
No, no, my sweet mistress, again thine eye is brifht, 
And never didst thou look loT*lier, look lovelier 
than to-nightt 


TO MY MOTHER. 

The Words translated from the German of Uliland,and adapted, expressly fbr this irork, to an 

Air by Andre. 


pi^ ^n4^-^ ;i^ ^^i^^^B3^ 


Mp-ther! thou didst watch my in-ftot eye Drink the ear- licst beam of earth -ly 





day; And I saw thy cheek, when thou didst die, Light-ed up withheavVs firstmoraing 


3ga 3 ^^= pFf^ ^Ei M:^^=| =^ 


ray. Mother 1 thou didst watch my in-fant eye . Drink the ear-liest beam of earth • ly 


J^ ^^ g j;s ^^ ^D-^ii.pzp^ 


t=t= 



day ; And I saw thy cheek, when thou didst die,' Light - ed up with 


?T" t I THZX4 


sdrrfcrjz^ 


i 


f 


heav*n*s first morn • ing ray, Light - «i up with heav'n's first mom - ing ray. 


18 
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O ! SWEET AS THE MILD SIGHS OF EVENING. 

Tbe Poetrj arranged ezpmaly for tUa work, to an Air by DonSaetti. 


MUgf* MntUrato, 



i ^^?R=Fr^z ! qn±t±:i 


aweet aa the mild algha of eren - ing that play 0*er the acent- 


- hraathing ^ . o - let, treaA-bling with dew, More dear to my heart than the 



FJ rfJ^ ^^fnK- ^ ^ g E^HM 


night • in-galc*a lay, Art the thovghta that re - mind me, Al - mo - ran, of 
tae thoogfata that re - mind me, Al - mo - ran, of yoa« 



yon. Are 

Though yeara hare gone by since we parted, I know. The long-eheriah*d image can ne'er be forgot, 

I red we are dear to each other aa erer : Till the breaat that aa fondly enahrin'd it isoold. 

Nor joyN winning amile, nor the deep tnr of woe, Then come, my belo^M, and, ah ! I will pms thee 

One link o^ **w chain which entwin'd na could To the heart which k thine tiU its pulseadecay ; 

aerer. And, ahoold thoughts of the paat v? cr rise to op- 

O t no — such ailiection aa ours could not press thee, 

Be influenced by time, or by abaenee eontrdU'd; Sweet mualc ahall chaae the intruders away. 


V\^vrx/\/N/\/\/>^^^%/>^^\/v/>/x 


.. 


Plav/tfUy. 


MY MAIDEN AUNT. 

Hie Poetry and Muale by Mias Smith. 




com -ing I how I wish ahe'd stay a - way! For ahe 


^ ;■ J' I I r J' f-nrvmzt 


al • wmya saya *how ftinga are chang'd and al - ter'd' aiaca her day 1 


And n I 



1^ ^ ; I ^ H I , j,-% ^J' I ;■ ; ;. j l 


do be-Uete they are, for *tis a weary time, 1 ahould i-ma-glne, rineeAuntl^ -u- 

tha waa in her prime! I ftmrold l-ma- gine, ainoe Aunt Ta-U-tha waa in her prime t 

If I 


I 


My Maiden AmnI ia coming I how ahe'a criticise 
my dress ; [thought about it less !* 

And SMy that ' girla were handsome onee, and 

If I look grave, Bhe*ll ridicule *Miss Prim'— if 
gay, declare [saney airl' 

She * cannot bear young ladsea who have such a 

My Maiden Aunt is coming ! and I fear I shall 

offend, [bend t 

And from her will be quite cut off, if I presume to 

Sho says 'young people never loung'd, or stoop*d. 

In her young day :'— t'^T away 1 

Vm sure she's stiff enough herself 1 — 1 wish she*d 

My Maiden Aunt ia coming! there's an end of 

comfort now ; — rshe allow ; — 

Neither sofaa, eaay chairs, nor enahibna soft, will 


r my hair In ringleta, "tis the beauty 
style !' I'm told,^ [vastly bold I 

If 1 braid it aimply o'er my brow, * the gin looka 

My Maiden Aunt ia coming ! and I know shell 
say I flirt ! [sert ; 

And TOW that all her eoterie the heinous fiict as- 
Tet I must listen patiently, for 'Aunty' to repeat 
Vhat crowds of ancient Strephona would come 
aighing at her feet 1 

But, if I sing with poor Sir Charlea, or laugh 
with Harry Lock, [shock I' 

She'll say ' such forward manners aH her deUcary 

Well, Vm sorry! but. upon my word, of all the 
plagues extant, [Aunt I 

Commend me to Aunt TaUtha! my awful Maiden 
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Moderat9, 


BIDE YE YET. 

Am tang by Mr. WilsoD. 



ttJ^.^ J" J?J^. > J" J^ r J^ l 


Gin I had a wee house, and a can - tj wee fire, A bon - nie wee wi - fie to 


jA^ r f f ym^=Mrf^ = ^^ ^^^ 


praise and ad - mire, A bon - nie wee yar -die be - aide a wee bum. Fare' well to the 

X- 


^ 


j=rrt cii-J=^ TTTi 


bo - dies that yam - mer and mourn ; Sae Ude ye yet, and bide ye yet, — Ye 


ljgEs:^ 4-i4-fe #r=r 


r7Tf c ■ B i n 


lit - tie ken what may be - tide me yet : Some bon - nie wee bo - dy may 


to my lot. And 1*11 aye 


o't. wi* think -in' o*t,— I'U ave be 


can - ty 


^LLlJUiL^ 


wi* think-in' 0% wi* think-in' 

m 


o't, wi' think -in' o't,— I'U aye 

When I gang afield, and come hame at e'en, 
I'll find my wee wifle fn' neat and fn* dean, 
And a bonnie wee baimie upon her knee, 
That 'U cry ' papa 1 or daddy 1' to me. 

Sae bide ye yet, &c. 

I care na a button for sacks fa* o' cash, — 
Let wisen'd anld bachelors think o' sic trash s 


^P 


can • tie wi' think- in* o*t. 

Gie me my dear lassie to sit on my knee ; 
A kiss o* her mon' is worth thousands to me. 




Sae bide ye yet, &c« 

And, if there ever should happen to be 
A dilTrcnce atween my wee wife and me. 
In heartr good-humour, although she be teas'df 
I'l^ kiss her, and clap her, until she be pleas'd* 
^^^ — — gli0 bide ye yet, &o« 

GET UP AND BAR THE DOOR. 

As sung by Mr. Wilson. 

a tumpo, ^ 


^ fefc ^j. n ; jb^j^j^f^K^^^ ^ 


It fell a-bout the Mar - tin -mas time. And a gay time it was then, Ol When 


in'i c ■ B in^ ^ ^^^^g^^ i 


our gude-wife had pud -dings to mak', And she bofl'd them in tiie pan, O! 


The wind blew cauld frae south to north, 

It blew into the fioor ; 
Says our gfudeman to our gudewife, 

' Get up and bar the door.' 

' My hand is in my hnssyfe skep, 

Gudeman, as ye may see ; 
An it shonldna be barr'd this hunner year. 

It's na be barr'd by me 1' 

Tltey made a paction 'tween them twa, 
, They made it firm and sure, — 
The first that spak the foremost word 
Should rise and bar the door. 

Then by there cam twa gentlemen. 

At twelve o'clock at i^ht ; 
And they could neither see house nor W^ 

Nor coal nor candlc-ttdit. 

' Now whether is this a rich mon's house. 

Or whether is this a puir ?' 
But never a word wad ane o' them speak. 

For the barrin' o' the door. 


And first they ate the wMte paddiat. 

And syne they ale the Uaek ; 
And muekle thocht our gudewife to hersaly 

But never a word the spak. 

Tlien said the tane unto ^ tother, 

* Hae, mon, tak ye my kqife; 
Do ye tak aff the anld man's beard. 

While I kiss his gudewife.' 

' But there's nae water In the hou'. 

And what shall we do than ?' 
'What ails ye at the puddin' broOf 

That boils into the pan ?' 

O I then up startit our gudeauuir 

And an angry man was he : 
'Wad ye kiss my wife beibre my feee 

And scaud me wi' puddhi' bree ?* 

Then up and startit our gudewife, 
Gi'ecl three skips on t^ fioor : 

' C^deman, ye've smAen tlie ~ 
Get up and bar tae door 1' 


f 


■ 
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lAntfaufe, 


THE ROBIN'S PETITION. 

The Poetry by Miss Edg^orth.— Composed by John Wbittaker. 



When the leaves had for - sa 


the trees, And the for • ests "were chil - ly and 


^^S^^^^^i 



»=ti 


E^it; 


bare; When the brooks were be- gin -nnigf to freeze, A.nd the snow wa-yer'd fast thro' the 


p^ jL^iM ^^^m m^ 



air ;— A Ro - bin had fled from the wood, To the snug ha-bi- ta - tion of man ; 


^^^p^^^^ 



m 


On the thres-hbld the wan . der-er stood. And thus his pe • ti-tion be-gan: — *The 


^^pi^ ^em ^ i=p' t / J' i ii^t=^ 


snow's oom-ing down ve - ry feat, No shd - ter is found on the tree ; 


When you 


^^^^^^^^^i^ 


hear this nn - pi - ty • ing blast. 

The hips and the haws are all gone, 

I can find neither berry nor doe ; 
The ground is as hard as a stone, 

And Pm almost buried in snow. 
My .dear little nest, once so neat. 

Is now empty, and ragged, and torn : 
On some tree, should I now take my seat, 

I*d be frczen quite fast before mom. 
O I throw me a morsel of bread 1 

Take me in by the side of your fire ; 
And, when I am warmed and fed, 

1*11 whistle without other hire. 


pray you take pi - ty on me. 

Till the sun be again shining bright. 

And the snow 7s all gone, let me stay ; 
1 see what a terrible uightl 

I shall die if you drive me away. 
And when you come forth in the mom. 

And are talking and walking around, 
O ! how will your bosom be torn, 

When you see me lie dead on the ground. 
Then pity a poor little thing, 

And throw me a part of your store ; 
ni fly off in the first of the spring. 

And never wC « trouble you more. 


THE LASS OF RICHMOND HILL. 



t^^^=i4l^^4^i^m^^^ ^ 


On Rich-mond Hill there lives a lass, More sweet than May • day morn. Whose 



charms all o -ther maids sur- pass, Arose with-out a thorn. 


^^^^^^m 


This lass so neat, with 


;fi^^:^=#H; J ^^E^p=^ ^ t ^^^ 


smiles so sweet, Has won my right good will ; I'd crowns re-sign to call her mine. Sweet 



-1— ^ 


^^^^^Pi^ 


lass of Rich-mond Hill, Sweet lass of Rich-mond Hill, Sweet lass of Rich-mond 



S 


N-H-^=H ^^^^^^^p ## 


I 


Hill; I'd crowns re-sign to call her mine. Sweet lass of Rich-mond Hill. 
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Te sephyra gay, ^hat fan the air, 
Ana wanton through the grove, 

O I whisper to my chaniiing fair, 
I die for her and Inve. 

This lass so neat. &c. 


How happy will the shepherd he. 
Who calls this nymph his own ;— ' 

O 1 may her ehoice be fix*d on me. 
Mine B ilz*d on her alone. 


This lass so neat, &c. 


TELL ME, HAVE YOU SEEN A TOY? 

Composed by W. H. Ware. 


A/Ugretto AffHiwao. ^m _. 


Tell me, have you seen a toy 


CaU'd Love ? a lit - tie boy Arm*d with arrows, 


, blind, Cm - el now, and then as kind — cru - el now, and then as kind? 


wan-ton. 



mong ye, say, — He is Venus* . run-a-way, a - way. 


And near, be sure, — For, lo 1 his 



lure. 


Wings he hath, which, though ye dip, 
He will leap from lip to lip : 


If. by chance, his arrows miss, 
He will shoot ye in a kiss: 

If he be among ye, &€. 


THE RIVULET. 

« 

The Poetry translated from the German ; ^e Music by Reisinger* 
Xndantino com Muto. ^ 




1 love the lit-tle laiigh-ing rill. That all the livfe-long day 


Goes spark -ling, 


Bg, dan-dng still. Through mea-dows. 


sing-ing, dan-dng 


far a-way 1 


P 



OI oft TvechasM that 


m 


^ 


^s 



sportive stream, In summer's son-ny hours; And watch'd each sil - v*ry rip- pie gleam. Or 

•5» 


^ ^^^^^TfnrcrTr^ 



^m 


pluck*d the bor-d'ring flow-ers. Or pluck'd the bor • der - ing flow'rs. 


And still I love to stand and gaze 
Along its winding shore, 

And dream of happy, happy days, 
Hiat will return no more ! 


But life, like thee, flows on, sweet rill 1 
And I, like thee, must haste. 

Each day to do my Father's will, 
Nor turn one hour to waste. 
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A PREY TO TENDER ANGUISH. 

Composed bj Haydn* 


i*" ^^TTl-CK-^^^=^^J JN N 1 ^ 


A prey to ten-der aa - gnish, Of er' - rj joy be-reaVd, How oft I 


Hgh and Ian • 


i 


nrtr^-ir^ 



gnish, How fit by hope de • cel^'d ; Still wish - ing» still de • 


I 


'^ \ r\.(jT^H-w^i ^ r f'^^^ 


si - ring. To bliss in vain as • pi - ring ; A tiion - sand tears I shed. In 


f^jYQ-r] M^^^^_y-^:^ 


night - ly tri ,- bate sped, la night - ly tii - bote sped. 


And loye and flune betraying, 
And friends no longer true ; 
No smiles my face arraying, 
No heart so fraught wlu woe: 
So pass'd my life's sad morning, 
Yonng Joys no more retoming. 
^as I now all around 
Is dark and cheerless found 1 

Ah 1 why did natore give me 
A heart so soft and true ? 
A heart to pain and grieve mOf 
At ills that others me : 
At others' ills thus wailing. 
And inward griefs assailing. 

With double anguish naught, 
To throb each pulse is fraught. 


Ere long, perchance, my sorrow 
Shall find its welcome close ; 
Nor distant far the morrow. 
That brings the wish'd repose : 
When death, with kind enibnicing» 


Eadi^bitter anguish chasing, 
my peacefiu 
Beneath the sileat tomb. 


Sl»Umar£mYpe.ccf.adoom, 


Tlien oease, my heart, to languish, 

And oease to flow, my tears : 
Though naught be here but anguish, 
The grave shall end my cares. 
On earth's soft lap reposing, 
Life's idle pageant closing, 
No more shall grief asmil* 
Nos sorrow longer waiL 


THE CHIEFTAIJPS DAUGHTER. 

The Poetry by Q. P. Morris, Esq.^-The Music by Henry Russell.— Published in Davidson's Cheap and 

Uniform Edition of Ills Compositions. 
AndamU, 


Up r on tbf Xw - ren sand, A sin - gie cf^i • tive stood; A- 


^m 


t±t^^j(i 


round him came, with bow and brand. The Red Men of the woodi 



Like 


# J . : J' uJ-m ^^ 



^^ 


Him of old, hia doom lie hears, Rnck • bound on o • eeaira rim :— The 


p ^r^t-H\^ m 



chief - tain's daugh-ter kndt. In tears. And breath'd -a pray'r for 


him. 


Above hia head, in air, 

The savage war^lub swung ;— > 
The frantic girl, in wild despidr, 
Her arms alwut him flung. 
Then shook the warriors of the shade, 

Like leaves on aspen limb : — 
Subdued by that heroic maid, 
Who breath'd a pray'r for him I 


' Unbind him V ga^'d the chief, 

* It is your Idnjg's deeree !' 
He kiss'd away her tears of grief. 
And set the captive free. 
'TIS ever thus, when, in life's storm, 

Hope's star to man grows dim. 

An angel kneels, in woman's form. 

And breathes a pray'r for him.* 


\ 
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THE SAILOR BOT. 

The PoetaT by S. Manf .— The itaic by T. P. CUpp. 


'^' J' J'. ^ ^ ^ ^^SS^^SEB 


All huflVd were the liree-xee and imooth was the o - cean, All na -tore look'dmT; bati witti 


fond - est e • mo-tion,Mymo-ther wept o'er me, for it was 



our ilrst part-faigt The 
COM eipreM. 


^ ere*. » pcow e ipre— » 


sails were vn-ftirrd, and the boat was Just starting. 



O, weep not, though hard Is the 


Tf f f ■ r i^ i j^.5f^ 



San -or boy's pU-low,—> Calm* I7 heshun-berswhenrock'dhyHie bU-low» Calm-ly he 


f^- ft nf 'fi ; r^^i^^T^i^F^^PTr^"^ 


slnmberswhenroek'dbytheliaJow. Vi-sionsof home win de-light hiios whiledreaming, And 



cnt* 


1 g 'C C P1f^^^-^=pPf=^#- 


when through the akymom'sred tin - ges are stream-ing, Will eher « ish the heart of the 



poor sail -or boy« Will eher-iah the heart of the poor sail -or boy! 

Our eannon soon thunder'd their hostile defiance, In fancy again I am rock'd by the UHow, 

dp 
tincssan 


To crush theprondfoewhohadsGom*douralllanoe: And see thewild ocean's white foam inmy dreaming; 

Vrj and wealth now in triumph retummg^ But, when through the sky mom's red f ' 
For home with impatienoif each bosom was burning. 


With Tict'ry and wealth now in triumph retummg, But, when through the sky mom'i 

streaming, 
At night, though'I safely recline on my pillow, They vanish, and gladden the poor sailor boy. 


TO THE SETTING SUN. 

The Words translated from the Qerman, and adapted, expressly for this worlc, to an Air by Dessaner. 
AUegretto. 




see thee. When the day 


te^^ 


i^ 


m 


i 


Sweet • ly thou re - eaU-est ehud-hood's 


^ 


joy - oQs days, — Hours when 1 so fond - ly wateh'd thy oveafaig blaae» 


When in tranquil glory 
Thou didst sink to rest* 

O t what holy longings 
Rr'd my swelling breast I 

Were it mine thus brightly 
Virtue's course to 


Mine to sleep so sweetlT, 
All mv labours done 1 


Urns I wish'd in eUldhood, 

When I gas'd on thee— 
Wish'd mT heafenly pathway 

Like thine own might, be i-^ 
Stmiiovetoseethee, 

Golden erening son ; 
How I lo^ to see thee 

When the day is done ! 


2= 
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COME, ROVE WITH ME. 

The Poetry by Charles Mackay, £sq.— The Mode by J. F. Danneley. 






Come, rove with me I Come, rove with me ! O'er glade and green-wood dell, « O'er 


i'i N J' I JJ ^^^pfe^^^ ^^ 


glade and green-wood dell: Tyeyows of truth to make, I'ye tales of love to 



lLm-F_.^4_f-£-^ff=p ; 


ten : Hie night-breeie whis - pers 


low In con-Terse with the moon. The 


m^nrm 



i j ;j n- p^^^ 


Urd of er-'ning sings Her sweet, her love - lorn tnne. 


p . ^ !■ I ij , ^j=^4^i ^Fi [^ ^ 



Come, rove with me ! Come, roYt with me 1 O'er glade and green - wooa 



^ mi^^ ^^^ 


dell { - - O'er glade and green- wood dell t Come, rove with mr t O'er glade and 

ralL 



f ^^Mf^^m p^firmj^^^ 


green-wood dell ! Come ^to with me I - - 0*er glade and green-wood dell 1 


Hie dews of mellow eve 
• Thdr balmy tears distii ; 
The pleasant summer winds 
Are dreaming on tiie hUl : 


Better than flaunting crowds, 

Or gaudy gav saloon, 
To rove througn forest* green 

When shines the gentle moon. 

Come, rove with me, &c. 



MY LODGING IS ON THE COLD GROUND. 

Composed by Slgnor Giordani. 


i ^tfc±tj3:Ft g a=#J^JJ^.^^ ^^lg 


^m 


My lodg-ing is on the cold ground. And ve - ry hard is my fore ; But that which 




grieves me more, love. Is the cold-hess of my dear ; — Yet still he cried, ' Turn, love, I 


rr^^^^^^ ^^ 



pray thee, love, turn to me; For thou art the on-ly girl, love, That is a-dor«ed by me. 


With a garland of straw I will crown thee, love— But if you will harden your heart, love, 

I'll marry yqia with a rush ring ; And be deaf to my pitiful moan, 

Thy fh>zen heart shall melt with love, O, I must endure the smart, love, 

So merrily I shall sing. And tumble in straw all alone. 

Yet still he cried, &c. Yet stiU he cried. &c 
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THE PIPER O' DUNDEE. 

A Jacobite Song. 


Ckeer/utty. 





The piper came to our town, to our towa, to our town — ^The pi-per came to our town, And 


#-0 r^^'H-i-rr; ^ c c ri^FFiPF 


be play*d bon- ni> lie. He play'd a spring the laird to please, A spring brent new frae 


§^^^^^ > g r. r.-i 


^? 


±e=* 


^ 


*yont the seas ; And then he ga'e his bags a whecM, And play*d an - i - ther key. 


And was na he a roguy, 

The i^per o' Dondee ? 
He play'd * The welcome ower the Main,' 
And * Ye'se be fou and I*se be fain/ 
And * Attld Stuart's back again/ 

Wi* muckle mirth and glee. 

And was na he a roffuy, . 

The piper o* Dundee ? 
He play*d ' The Kirk/ he play'd * The Qiieer/ 
* Tlie MuUin Dhu/ and ' Chevalier/ 
And ' Lang atway, but wdome here/ 

Sae sweet, sae bonnilie. 


And was na he a rogny, 

The piper o' Dundee? 
It's some gat swords and some gat nane. 
And some were dancing mTul ti eir lane, 
And mouT a vow o' weir was ta'en, 

That night at Amulrie. 

And was na he a rosruy, 

The piper o' Dundee? 
There were TnlUbar^ne, and Burleigh, 
And Struaa, Keith, and Orilvie, 
And brave Carnegie— wha but he, 

The piper o' Dundee ? 


^/v^4^/w^«|<^#«M^/^/^/^/^/v^/v 


Moderator 


WANDERING WILLIE. 

As rang by Mr. Wilson.— The Poetry by Bums. 



f 


^d 3jj.;=j^j ^^ tfa^ l r • r -m^ ^ 


m 


Here a - wa, there a - wa, wan - der - ing Wil-lle 1 


Here a - wa, there a - wa,, 


r r ^^^^^^ ^^^^^^^#^f^ 


baud a-wahamel Come to my bo-som, my ain on-ly dea-rie; Tell me thou 


|^?=Hirt=c^Nnrttrt 



bring'st me my WQ - lie a - gain. Win • tcr winds blew loud and cauld at our 


p=^ \ i r ir i F ^ ^Et;^^ 



part - ing; Feart for my WU- lie brought tears m my e'e: Wet-come now 



4= ^n^^^-HH^^^j%Fi} 


ram-mer, and welcome, my Wil -lie: The summer to na-ture, and UHl-Ue to me. 

Best, ye wild storms, in the caves of your slumbers I But, O ! if he's faithless, and minds na his Nannie \ 

How your dread howling a lover alarms ! Flow still between us, thou dark heaving main i 

Wauken, ye breezes I row gently, ye billows I May I never see it, may I never trow it, 

And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my {urms ! But, dying, believe that my WOJie's my ain 1 


/. 


r^ 


^My 
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THE LORD MAYOR'S SHOW. 

The Woida bjr Tluiinaa Hood.— The Mniie by J. Bkwltt 



How well I remember the ninth of NoTemher I The sky ve - ry fog-gy, the sun look-ing 

'» ^ ^ h ■ ^ ^ 1^ ^ ^ 



>gy ; In. feet, al • to • ge-ther pea-soap- eo - hmr'd weather ; — Shop win-dows all 



shntter'd, The pavement all hatter'df po - lice - men pa - ra-ded, The street bar-rl-ca - ded, 

ji tempo. 


i**r. f. i f r f.7^ f I J J j- i ijam; ; J' ; x 


And a peel from the stee-ple of Bow - o • o 1 Low wo-men in pat-tens, High 

n' !■ : ;■ r 



ladies in satins, And consin suhorbans Inflame-OQkrarMtarbansjQoite up 



to theat-Qcs, 


4 

• > 


in - vi -ting 


Ftttt C : g-FTTTTl 



great mob col-lect - ing wiUuoat mnch se - Iset • ing. And 

Pompoto, . ^ «. /-\ 


^SSTS-iM^! L i' i J^-^ E 


some, it's a pi -ty, are free of the CI- -ty. As your pockets may happen to know. 

[Fattbb.I-^Now, John, pat up tlwahatten. lock the door, and otaan the ghns orer It { the three Master Brili 
srecomliifr to look through the flinllght.— (Maid cmtieyliig.) If you pleaiOp sir, mitsls't compUmeDta. and wou.d 
yoo oblige her and UtUe fiunily with four front windows— she haa all ner tape at yoar shop I— Very sorry ; all my 
fronts are engaged ; bat shr^ quite wtloono to aH the backs, tookinic Into the charchyard — ^my oomplimenta ! — 
Mills lfaggB» my lore, I hope yea have mom at the window?— (Mies M.— oalte Jammed in.) Pleaty, mem. thank 
yon— we coold Matege In one more t— O I do look opposite t what a beantlAii cashmere I— Yes, she s bad her M I 
of the shop, and ner ihawl of Ittool— (Cltiien bowing.) Proud day for the City, sir 1 — (Pomposo.) O rar>— vnry — 
Instalmentr-chief magistrmte— first dlgnitary->flrst metropolis I — King of London t ! I lilavtrkNis pinmsker I ! t 
(Cltisen bowing.} lYne, sir» trne— 1 *m a participle of the municipal mynelf.— A splendid sIgbU Mr. Dangle— here 
yon see all the beauty and ftshion of Cheapeide.— Yes— and the efaeapnide of beauty and la«hion I— O Ac !— you 
are such a qnta 1— Bless me 1 look at the streets I every body seemo Sftog I — ^Ye«, ma'am, even the Giants t— (In the 
street.} If arse 1 Marsel here's a nice deep doer to stand up at I"- (In agony.) Urat the door I the scraper has 
fust scraped acquaintance with my ankle!— ^Some— move on! move on I— Don't helber me I — (AflTetooso.) 6 B'lly ! 
Wbst's the matter, Jimmy i — Look up there— Isn't she a angel ! — She'll live In my art I Ah 1 vou>e no cbance, 
Billy t— Vy not, Jimmy )— 'Cos she Uvea In the heart of the City !— (Boy.} O cry !-look how that beya velveteens 
are coming through the Ikmp-lronI— Betsy, my dear, do you stand comfortable? O very— on one leg— but when I 

Sit down the other, it goes into the gnttfr. Never mind— it srill be over In an hour. — Why I say !— I aav, my fine 
Uow— your hand's la my pocket I — Lord ! your honour, it's so cold one's glad to put one*a hands any whersat— 
Loot snythlngp sir!— No, sir.— Bora lucky than me— I put in my pocket a pint of shrimps -and Tve had *em ail 
pickedasleamealinffl 



bna - tte and mobbing and rob - bing, AH, all 


the Lord May Vs show. 


How well I remember the ninth of November, 
Six tmmpets on duty as slirill as Velluti ; 
A great City Marshal, to riding not partiall 
The footmen, the state ones, witih calves, very great 

ones; 
The cook and the scnllion, weilbasted with bnllion ; 
And a sqnad oi each Corporate Co>o>o ; [jerkins ; 
Four dra^'BSA from Perkus*, in steel and hnss 


A coach like a lantern, — I wonder it can torn ; 
All carv'd like old buildings, and drawn by six 

geldings. 
With two chubby fiioes, where sword and where 

mace is; 
The late May*r, the Ez-one— a thought that must 

vex one ; 
And the new May*r just come in to blow. 


\ 
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[FATna.]— Here It oomctl— 4Mre It comet >~-CTiru>*P«t obligate.) That's the Show^t alweye leads with a 
trunp f — (Woman.) If you please, sir— no, not yon } the tall Gentleman — would you oblige my Tommy with a plek- 
a-baca t — No* I won*^— you must pick a back eomewhere else l-KIrtobmaa.) A back la It }— Here, honey — put the 
legs of ye roood my neck, and hold on by my eyebrows t— Here tbey come I Clear the way I Clear the wuy I — 
stand baekf— etand bfck, veu Pensioner I— I shan't I— Tou must I— '1 shan't! — But you must!— I can't— my 
wooden-leg's stuck la the plug I— Sitaad back I— O my head ! ray head !— lly eyea, Jack— look at thoae cenatab'ce* 
stafb— there 'a * bieakera ahead 1*— Ah ! do you know why them staffs are like bees f— Vo, I don't.— It^a 'causa 
they give such loU of wfaacka 1— There goea the City ICarahal I— Him I— lawk 1 I took him Ibr the Unke of Wei 
lingtoo ! (A medley of mualc.) No great things of a band. 1 think— Christmas waita on a small scale I— There's a 
flag - 1 call that a proper wapper.— I oay you chapa la the mustard caps t you'll hafe a fine draggle-tail to your 
banner I Let *em Mone— It's like the weather^won't bold upl — (Child.) A tin man I a tin mant a tia man * — 
Hnsh, yon Uttle fool-^t's a man In armorial bearings !— (Ladv.) Stoleodid suit of armour, sir I— (Pomposo.) O I 
rary— vary— I am told It belonged to the Black Pr1nce.--0, Prince Le Boo I— There's another suit In bcsae— pray, 
is that mentioned in history ? — ^Yes, ma'am— In Brassbreech's Memolra^— ^There's the state footmen- what lONiy 
felloers I — No wonder they eat their master out of house and home In a twelvemonth.— (Distant shouting.) Here 
he comee— there'k the«oach I— Bless bm, what a veUde-^ke a gilt birdeage I — More like a Chinese lantera on Ita 
tKTelal Well, I do admire the homee— eich splrltty cretorsi— Ah! the coachman's a great brute to 'em !— 
Indeed I —Yea, took at *em I— alt out into, ribbons t— Pray. Is that the liord Mayor, with his nose flatted against the 
glass f— No ; thst's the gentleman that bears the City Maoe 1— Oh I then, of course he 's the Cltj Grocer.— And that 
little man in the back or the coach > Oh I thafa the great man himself 1— (Cheers.) Hooray I— hooray I- why doot 
you shy up your hat )— *Coe It may be shy of coming back again I — (Lady.) Allow me to aak— la the new Mayor of 
correct pnaclplea ^— O vary,— vary I— Polly, my dear, why oonH yon wave, then !— So I do. Ma, as well as I can • 
hooray I hooray 1 the Lord Mayor for ever I— Hush, child— don't sav * for ever,' It *s so like a salt upon him— ^u 
know he only come^la at one eair and goca out at t* other t On the 9th of November he haa to vacate the chair. 
—Poor dear Man \r^it mint be a painfull tiling, sir, to he obliged to part with his neat of lioaour I— Oh, vary, vary. 

Such hustle and bwtlto, &c. 

The Aldermen eonvtiy, moAloMng nd portly ; 
And buckler and bugMnenyHitltoiher great large 

men; 
With gtreamersaadbanneralialdiip faiodd manners ; 
A mob ninniag arter, to see ilhj irator ; 
And the whain popping off as tlkey go. 


How well I rememjber the ninth of November 1 
The fine Lady Mayoress an ostrich's heiress, 
In best bib and t9iieker» and dimified packer ; 
The learned Recorder* in Old Mailey order ; 
The Sheriib tocethery .with; their hanging weather, 
And their hea<& like ifihn Anderson's pow-o-o; 


[PAma.]— Tltere aha Is— what a beantlftil plume f and what a lovely stovacher f— Now, Mr. Dangle, what do 

Son think of our Mayoress r— May I speak my aentlmenta '— O, certainly I— Why, then, I think she has borrowed 
alf the silkaof Cheapalde^ and all the fsathers of the Poultry I— You are eo severe 1— Pray, sir, would you be so 
good as inform me what are thoae gentlemen with fhr gowns on, like Judges I — ^Ah, they're no )ud^ I— I mean thoee 
with white wands, like co^Juron.— Ah, they*ne no eotdufors— they're Uie Common Counal §<— Now, Bill, shout onti 
— Hnraay, huisay I— Bleee me, what makea the Sheriib so poppolar N— It am't them— dtl the diarrota— they were 
built at our master's.- Keep off the wheels there 1— Pray , iriiich are the Sheriffs I —Those in seal '«tk ma'am, with collars 
of A double S : all the crest dty posts Iwve chains to 'em. — Here he comes I now, Barney, be ready with your goose ! — 
(Hisses and groans.) Hold your noise, ye young thaves o' the world, and bom blackguaids — I wish I was the mother 
•o ye !— Vy, ve am*t a hissing at.you, Judy : It'a the Beoorder^^e had oa vlpp'd last seaslonsj -There goes Alder- 
man Gobble !— No, it ain*t— it's Judge Croee, and there aint ever a bigwig as'll eat and drink with bigger wigger !— 
Come, oMve on, aaove on I— Oee-up, nuten-makers I— Oo along, 01rdlersr*-70U^ be too late for dinner I— ^Uiove 
along. Jack— did yon aee him take waters— (Woman.) TSke water I what, with nothing in It f— No, you fool, with 
boats and. bridges and barges, and every thing In It 1 — (Bowing dtlaeii.) Superb pleee of pageantry ! goigeona specta- 
cle I — (Pompoeo.) O, vary^ vary g re a t magnlfloence — great opulence— great corpulence — great greatness f — AUm 
Msggs, my love, I hope you have been gratifled) — O, so much I— interesting sight— august ceremony— Imposing 
effect— extremely obli ged so very comfortable— whitacht I (soeesing)— >Not qnlto open weather enough for open 
Windows 1 (more snsesiag)'*Cokts mrt eatcbiag, ma'am J— Then I wish they'd catch my turban, for I've Jnat sneeis*i 
It ant of window 1 

SodLhostle and hastle^ to.. 


Moderato, 


O, MARK YON LITTLE BOUNDING BARK. 

Arranged expressly for this work, to a melody by Spohr. 



loatrmo, .. i ^ . • . • 


Q\ maH( yon lit- tie boiuding hark That sUms a -long the nudnl Ye roar-ing 



iiishi-m 



windSf be' meB>«l-fiil— pRe - torn it aalis a - gain; And bkm, ye hreeMS, gently blow. And 



ItrtJu p 



Eihtofcl ?: ! 


wall it near the shore : For one yonng heart would break with woe, should it re-tam no mora t 


A. iSsir one stands at her lattice hi^, 
And she sees it come in sight ; 
Her heart beats as it ventures nigh. 
And she watjche^ with delight. 


Her lovsr*s in yon little bark. 
That rises with the foam ; 
Then gently blow, ye verdant i ales. 
And waft the sailor home» 
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THE GONDOLA. 

The Poetry by T. K. Herrey; the Mode by Joha Bogen. 


Seherxando. 



Thegoa.do-la glides Like a spi-rit of night, O'er the alum, her • iag tides In the 



i^^^^p 



calm moon-ligfat: The star of the north Shows her gold - en eye, But a hiight-er looks 



^^^ { 


forth From yon lattice on high. But a bright - er looks forth From yon lat - tice on Ugh. 

Her taper is out, And the planet above. 

And the silver beam And the quiet bhie s ffi i, 

Floats the maiden about, Are pledg*d to his love 

like a beantifal dream ; And his constancy. 

And the Veat ofher heart He looks to the stars 

As'lhliuJrJira'itart ' "' J.fj^o'^^/s:^^ '^^ 

TQ the dash of the oar. ^ He'^S'^^'be'S^ 

But the moments are past. Then bends him to hear 

And her fears are at rest, The low sound of her sigh. 

And her lover at last And kiss the fond tear 

Holds her dasp'd to his breast; From her beautiftil eye. 


>/w%/\/x/wv 


Modemto, 


THE THORNLESS ROSE. 

The Poetry by Rosamond Wadami ; the Mosfa: by W. KIrby. 


^ ^T^T^^-Miy J'N'r. 



01 long I've been wan • d'fing thro' val-lcy and bow'rs, In seek>ing a rose, love-ly 


tyijv^ Ji J' [^ft^ ^ 4^^p 


queen of all flow'rs ; And ma-ny I've found ve-ry lUr to the eye, But sharp piercing thonsspoU'd their 


^ 


^m 


oean*ti-ftil 


i 


ye, But sharn pierc - lag thorns spoil'd their beau - ti - fal dye: And my 


love has de - dar'd, if she find but one th«)m. By all that is true, shell not wed me at 
^ ad Ub. 


^^ ^^^^ ^ ^^jij^u^ m 


mom, not wed me at mora. 01 where can I wan-der, and where can I go, lb Und such a 


f^=^=^ 


o 


-^ ^ I C C JE 


^ 


trea-sure? — Ol no-where, no, nol Ol where can I waa-der, and where can I 


tr ^ * 


Ko, To find such a trea-sure? — Ol no-where-^O 1 no-where — O! no, no, no, no! 
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Say» is she not cruel ? such flow'n do not blow,- 
For where tis the Eden now thomlcss below ? 
1*11 tell her, my love, all my labour were Tain, 
Thonirh earth I roam*d over again and again. 


But a rose without thorns, ah I beUeve me 'tis true, 
I have found it at last,— Nearest love, it is you 1 
Then doubt me not, fairest, — ^nay, bid me not go 
To seek such another — 1 no, no, no, nol 


A LAY OP GREETING FROM AFAR. 

The Mnsie by His Royal Highness Prince Albert; the Poetry translated from the German of Prince 

Ernest by William Ball.— Published by Lonsdale. 
ndantmn. 



j ^^aifE^ .^ ^ 


How it ms ties 'mid the bowers! How it floats in whis-pers by! What is this that 

H kUh poco piu mngso. 



q^^ bbpij:^ ^ 


the flowers? Was it but the xe - phyr nigh? 



Sweetly, how thebreese, ez< 



woodland, lake, and plain! Now a charm of E -den lend -ing To the 

^j '*■ Cr # ■# ■ * ™ 9 W 


f 


oon's un-doud-ed rdgn, To the moon's un - cloud - ed reign 1 Sweetly, howthe breeze, ex* 


^^^m 


fN^^N 


^ 


fe 


5 


t 


tend - ing. Sweeps o'er wood-land, lake, and plain! Now a charm of E - den 



lend • ing jTo the moon 


O ! ye airs, that softly yonder 
Hail eadi leaflet of the Krove, 

Tell me, ye, afar that wander. 
When ye greet the friend I tore ? 


To the moon's un * doud -ed reign 1 


Bid him, as ye hover o'er him. 
Deem my constant spirit near. 

And my wafted song restore hiB, 
Now, O! more than ever dear I 


Moder'ito, 


SAY, LITTLE FOOLISH FLUITERING THING. 

Composed by Dr. Arne. 


^^^^^^^m 


^^ 


Say, lit- tie fool-ish flut-t'ring thing, Ut-Ue fool-ish flut • t'ring thing, 

m " 



Whither— ah! whither, whith-er-^ah I whither. 


whitii-er — ah 1 whith-er would you 



wing your air 


m4=^^=^ 


Stay here, and sing, thy mis-tress to de-light, thy 


^ pEffife^^^^r-H-fa:fe£^ 


nds - tress to de - light : — ^No, sweet ro - bin, sweet ro - bin ! 


you shall not 


1 


M J 1 riif.qL ^ ^=£yjiJa i ±J - ^ j? ^^?^ 


go,— 


Where, you wan-ton, could you be Half so hap-py as with me ? 


» 


tktmm 


UHHBMlirikaW|*«lba> 
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Andante. 


THERE IS NOT A BREATH^ 

Hie Poetey by Oalta.— The Mosie by Alex. D. RoAe. 


§'''oni 



^m 



$ 


There is not a breath on thft breast wl the o-cean— The sun-beams on yon - der blna 



waves are a-sleep— The bright fea- ther'd tribes of the sea are in mo-tbn, Or 


pT} f/ f fj^-ftfmj: ]■ h j'l J : i ^ ^3 


bask on the ver-dnre-less brow of the steep; The bark is. at rest, by the 


^^^d^=iy^J4- ^r f J^ I J J' <^^^ m 


brees-cs for*sa-ken. And the mar-in-er anx-iona-ly 


at the oar, TiU the 


f^-^j n\jr^.JLL.,Ju^i^^^JLm 


soft ris-ing gales of the twi-light a - wak-en, And waft him a - long to his 


^;j^^J.^-fc.LjU4d^r^^ .-i 


cot on the shore. And waft him s-loag to his cot on the shore. 

Yet monrafol I wander: though beauties sttrronnd The hopes that were dear, and the dreams that I 

me, cherisVd, [flight; 

The glories of natnre no rapture impart ; Like the prophet from Carmel, have taken tneiv 

Inhermantleof darkness affliction hath bound me. And the shadows that brood o*er the bliss that 

And dried np the fountain of peaoe firom my hath perish'd 

heart. Encomoass my path with disaster and night. 


ROBIN ADAIR. 


*at§tico> 



N3 i Fffl ==J =J 



What's this dull town to me? What made it dear? 


What was't I 


^ 


i=i 


-4-^-^ 


^ 


^ 


m 


9=1 


wish*d to see— What wish*d to hear ? 


Where's all the life and mirth 



s ^ rf-t^=^=^^^tN=i^t^r f iJT-;^^'^?^ 


That made this heav'n on earth? O, they are all fled with thee, Re-Mn A - data. 


What made th' assembly shine ? 

Robin was tliere I 
What made the ball so fine ? 

Robin Adair t 
And, when the play was o'er. 
What made my heart so sore ? 
1 it was parting with 

Robin Adair t 


Now he^s gone far from me, 

RoMn Adair, 
And I no more shall see 

RoUn Adair! 
Tet him I love so weU 
Still in my heart shaU dwMlt 
Ohl I can ne'er foiget 

Robin Adnur. 
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O ERIN, THE LAND OF THE FAIR AND THE BOLD. 

Tbe Poetry by W. F. Collud.— Hie Mule by I. C. CaUton* 



Ftdr lake, whose bright cryital of beau - tl - ftil wm •ten, Re«ileet-iDg the- aa-tnmn'srich 


ru - by and gold, la on • ly tur-pass'd by the eyea of thy danghtera, O 



ni4uM 


E - rin, the land of the Mr andtheboldl Tkkeytakeuewanntri-bate of one who be- 


^fcp4J?^^ 



!^f-^M =^ 


hcdd-ing The dghti of enchaotment whieh dr - de thy brink, A pa-ra-diae aeea in thy 

Ami ^ 


#JHs r g^F^ 



p Otntmdo, ^ 


br ight - n eaa «n - fold - ing, And ftran-taina from which none but an - gdi ebonld drink. 

In a momeu ao oieaa'a — 'miost a scene so cn< 


Rcsponiiye breaks forth from the eye and the A gift for a lover too blissfrdlT hif^, 

heart, In a moment so bleasM— 'midst a s 


Be passed near thy waters, whose growing reflection 
Qui charms so naearthly to natore impart ; 


meat so blc 
fhantfnr 
To dasp UAoehnr'd, and, in d«s]^ng her» die I 


^ 


ModeraUK 


THE INVITATION. 

The Poetry anraagodasptessly for this work to an Air by BelUnl. 


^%^-f4^i-t4irn±ii£i:Ma,% ^ 



O, come, 'tia the hour thon didst pro-mise to meet mo— The moon now has lio-en, the 



fir, r. cK ^iJ-i 


stars gHm - mer bright ; O, come, for the night - in-gale's waii>ing to greet thee. And 



rm^ f tiO:^^^^ 




nsh-er, with m«.sio,th» ImI- com • Ing night. *Tis sweet to be - hold the fisst 


b N^f j'-^- ^^ ; J' I ^ r c'^^^tti^ P 


hnm-ble sprlng-flow'r, When we foel that the stem winds of win-ter wQl flee— Or the 
# |.-^ D.C.al Fin: 



welcome re-torn of pros* per- i-ty^ 


mtsweet-erthanthese are thy glances to me. 


t O, come and behold how the beauties are growing— Ilien come 1 delay not, — the moments are fleeting, 

voadskiesi 


i The moon dances merrily throttgh the broadskies; The time that thou lingerest we ne'er can rcKnln; 

I O, fear not thebreeses ; — no rough winds are blow- Conld'st thou tell how my heart in this bosom is 

I ing, — beating, [p^^^ce there again. 

J "Ha only the soft evening sephyr that sighs. Thon wooldst come with thy smile, and shed 
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Moderaio, 


A THOUSAND YEARS AGO. 

Arranged expressly for this Work, to a Melody by Spohr. 




^^ 


p 


Beau-ties I there is no-thing new Near the chang-ing moon: Maids are fic-kle, men are 


fu^^^ ^ ^m^^m^^ ^ 


$ 


It was 8o^(wa8 it not so?) A thou-sand, 


mu 


true, And are van - qidsh'd soon 1 


thou-sand years a - go I It was 

Gold is still the king of kings ; 

Life is stiU too brief; 
Love hath still his little wings. 

And is still— a thief I 
It was so — (was it not so ?) 
A thousand thousand years ago '. 


(was it not so ?) A thou-sand. thousand years a-go ! 

Beauties I help us to a change,— 
Teach us (simple ehres !) 

A little art, and how to range ; 
But be true yourselves 1 

This may be, though *twas not so 

A thousand thousand years ago ! 


THE VOICE AND THK FLOWER. 

Swios Ballad, Tue Words by Mrs. F. A. Davidson ; The Music by J. hlewitt. 
mf Moderate. ^-^ -^ 


^^^ 



A maid - ea was stray-ing near 




Zn.rich*s foir bow - ers. While the 

p 


bro'ith 


of the 



^N^^ 


mom-ing was fresh on the tlow'rs; Whero the 


^^^^ 


dew-drops, re - - cH - niog on couch -es so bright; Shone forth on each 



leaf - let like 


stars 


the night. The maid - ea thus 


'^~fi~i 



gaz*d- on each flow' - er, 


ar. 'Oh. would I could 



hear a swret 



( 


at si u, ai ai u, ai ai u, ai ai u, nh! 

The ma^d^ had scarcely her wishes though . over, • * Hrart-sick of men's voices, I flew to the«e bowers. 
When the voice of a youth, who, like her, wms a To bearthe sweet birds, and to cull the sweet flow >,<•; 

rover. But your voice is more sweet, and your beauty muru 

Cnme sweetiv and softly upon her wrapt ear : rare, [there !* 

* Pray, pardoa. I knew not a lady was here !' ' Than the brightest and best that may welcume m-^ 

The maiden blush'd sweetly, but hop'd he'd iin*: Let tbii tale, then, be told, while my pen has tho 

leave her — power, — 

She wai sure that he never could be a deceiver. The maid heard a voice, and the youth cuUM a flow*r ! 

A ai si 11. ^r. A Mi ai u. &c. 
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BUFFALO GALS, 

As Sung by the Ethiopian Serenaden. — Pablished by DaTidaon. 


AUegretio. 



s^ ^^^^ ^^ ^-rrtrTfT] 


I was ram - bUng down de street, down de street, down de street, A 


^i E^rH^^ p 


^ 


beau - ty gal I ehanc*d to meet, Lub - 1? as mom • ing dew. 


Buf • fa . lo 


A!- S' f \ ^-^ i' i \ p . jij- jijijzJLj^i^ 


gals, ean*tyouoome out to-night? can't you come out to-night ?can*t you come out to-night? 



Buf-fa - lo gals, can't you come out to-night, And dance by de light ob de moon. 
CnonU' . ^ ^ Ik 



btej i' n \ n^ 


Buf-fii - lo gah, can't you come out to-night ? can't you come out to-night ? can't you come out to< 

adUb. 


^H#J^^JUUf^- f f f C i c fgf J'^ 


night? Buf-fa -logah, can't you come ottt to-night. And dance by de li^t ob demoon? 

They're all alike to me. 


I said, ' My angel, will you talk ? 
And take wid me a little walk, 
Wid those sweet ftet I ^iew ? 

BuAdo gals, &c. 

' And would you like to take a dance ? 
Quadrille, or Polka, fresh from Fraoce, 


BuifUo gals, &c* 

'01 I wiU lub you all my Ufe, 
And you shall be my happy wtfe, 
If you will marry me.' ' 

BuflUo gals, &c. 


LOVE RULES THE COURT, THE CAMP. 

The Poetry by Sir Walter Scott. 



F c c 6^.n^-^^ 


In peace Iotc tunes the shep-herd's reed. In war he mounts the war - rior's 


f n/ i ^'J'r gic-g 



steed, la halls in gay at - tire ia seen. In ham - lets danc-ing on the 



f-rtTt i li f. t l 


green. Love rolei the court, the camp, the grore, and men be-low, and safaits a-bofe; For 



f ^\^ ^ I j-. ^ii! ; ^^^p^ 


love is hear'nt and heaVn is lore, For love ishear'n, and heav'n is love. For 


i>> i ^ m ^HHtr^ -t ^ f' I r- gf r.f < 



love ishear'n, and heaVn is love, For lore is heay'n, and heav'n is Wve« 


I 


'* ! ■ 


19 
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yheiio etpreti. 


WITH LOWLY SUIT. 

Composed by Stonioe. 



Withlow-ly luit and plain-tiye dit - ty, I calltlie ten - der mind to pit - ty. 



j^ ^^J^ 


i call the ten-der mind to pi-ty; My friends are gonei my heart ia beat-ing, AndchiU-ing 



^^H i T h H' m 



^^= PTf 


thus a-lone, for • got: Re-Uevemy woes, my wants &- tress -ing, And Heav'nre - 


tl'"r'^r-'gict'M 



i^ ^;^^^ 


ward you with its bless-ing. Here's tales of loye and maids for - sa-ken, Of bat -ties 


#Hz£z r hr H ^ ^ 



^^m 


fought and ci^-tiTes ta-ken, The jo-Tial tar sobold-ly sail-ing, Or east np-on some de-sert 



shore, Hie hap -less bride his loss be-waQ-ingy And fear-ing ne' 



i'er to see liSm more. 


Re-Here my woesimywantsdia* tress-ingi AndHeaVn re*ward yon with its Ucss-ing. 


BESIDE THE LONE SEA. 

Hie Poetry arranged expressly for this work, to a Melody by Bellini. 
'odtraio con ttprut, ^ | i . i 


fenJ|JJ.7|J-;-jh^ J J|J J f^l^\^^\ Jl 


Be- side the lone sea a daric mai-denhad wan-der*d,Her eyes on the o-cean. Her 



heart for a • way; No sonlsa^e her -sdf on fliatwild seene pon-der*d, And yet 



M^fr i '^^-hrf i ^-iJ^ i ^ 


she felt hap-py, and cheer -fill, and gay. Her harphnngbe - side her, and, sha- 

'- ^ i 


irrH J^tfh ^ jj^ ^ 



ding her brow, Dark ring-lets in dos-tersall care- less- ly lay; And she smil'dasthe 


\ fr^ J jj|iJjJ^i^Ji.^^.jnrHr 


f 


n 


winds swept her - - . bo-som of snow, For here she felt happy, and cheerfol, and gay. 
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Hot harp Irang beside her» and, sbadinff her htaw. 

Dark ringkn in clusters all carelessly lay ; 
And she smil'd as the wind swept her bosom of 


F6r here she felt happy, and cheeifU, and gay. 

And she gas'd on the stars, and her heart it beat 
hiffh. 
As she poar'd oat her sool in a fond holy lay ; 
And she pmy*d for a world that had made her to 
sigh. 
For she knew that in it she oonld never be gay. 

But yet she once lov'd it, and once, too, admir*d, 
Coold jdn in its pleasnrea in sjplendid array; 

In the song or the oance she was last to be or'd. 
For shedeem'd that in these she coold alwayv 
be gay. 

But her heart's tender hopes were too early bereft 
Of all they once dung to in life's sonny day ; 


And the gay Mends ibecherish'd had all of them 
left, — 
O I say, coold she then in the world appear gay ? 

And she lov'd — bat the yooth who had lor'd her 
decdT'd, [betray ; 

And the bright smiles be gare her beam'<l bot to 
For he left her--*-onpitled— alone — and aggrier'd,— 

O! she felt after this she coold never be gay. 

Then she torn'dtoherharp,and, beside the lone sea. 
Where her ftdse-hearted lover had sail'd for away, 

She poor'd in the twilight love's sad minstrelsy, 
And she felt, as she play'd, her heart waon and 
be gay. 

And thos 'tis in solitode most of os iind, 
When fond hopes are blighted, and frieadsh^ 
decay. 

That relief which in crowds everflies from the mind, 
Whichmakesosfod happy, anddieerfol, and gay. 


•Mfc^W^WW^W^^PSWw 


THE SAPLING OAK. 

Composed by Stephen Storaee* 


^ JxmnHmmmmm i ^ t 



The si^- ling oak, lost in the deUWhere tan-gled 


an-gled brlkcls its 




bean. - ties spoil, And 


ev' - ry in-fimtshoot 


■^■^■^^^■^^^^^^^^r^^Tw""^^ 



«z - haost • ed son, droops 


r'Nif'^'p^Jf^ 



length the wood 
Ptm Allegro. 


a^roondy 


ioos thick - ets spread, Ajfi 



length the wood-man clears a-roond, Where'er ' the i 


i \ t is 1^ m { j i m 

[he fo-rest'« . mo - narch lifts his head : At 


Ugh, ^ - vl - vlng, o'er thegroond. The fo-rest'« , mo - narch lifts his head 


p 


spread, And 



high, re - viv • Ing, o'er . the groond, The fo - rest's mo • narch lifts his 



headf And U^^, re - vi - vlng, o'er the groond. 


5 



The fo ^ rest's 


"1^^"^^"'^^* 


BM> - narch lifts Us headf And U^, re - vi - ving, o'er the grooadi 


iCe 



^^ 


fo -rat's BO-Mieh lifti his head^ The fo -rest's mo«aarch lifts his head. 


•^•^""1^" 
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THE LAD WITH THE CARROTTY POLL. 

By Kniglit 


Allegro, V V K 

l^n. J M J, J-f^^;' J' )■ J j-i J : n^ ^ 

O dear, O dear, good gen -tie-folks, may it be said, I'm come hare to learn If 



a -ny poor bairn Has been trou-bled like me "wi' his head ; My fey-ther and mo-ther they 


iI'M ' j ' i [I f ff .r f f i nj'j f i jf I'm 


us*d tocon-trol FIf-teen of ns bains, all red in the poll ; We kll were pret -ty, and 



mer-ry as Punch, But I were al- ways the pride of thebonch. O dear, O dear I I'm a 


^TfTj-U' i J : J'J'i i rj J J J^ i ^M'j'.j 


qaeer lit-tle com-i - eal sool. And if you be-Ueve, though I think you may see, I'mthe lad wi* 


4j^iJ'J■lJ^J'J'J^■J■J jt ^77;'J■J^m 

1, car-rot-ty poll, car-rot-ty poll ; Vm the lad wi' the car -rot -ty poll I 



the car-rot -ty poll; 


dear, O dear 1 1 fear I shall never get wed, 
For indeed, yon must know, wherever I go. 

They laugh at my carrotty head. 
T'other day I went up to town wi' young sqfoire,— 
They said that my head would set Lunnun a-fire : 

1 seed pretty women, wi' cheeks like a rose ; 

I gave one a buss, but she painted my nose ;^ 
O dear, O dearl I couldn't, I'm sure, for my soul, 
like th^ touch of her cheek, if I rubb'd for a week. 
Get the red from my carrotty poll. 

O dear, O dear I a qttack in our village one day, 
He said that he could, and I said that he should. 

Come and take all my carrots away ; 
So he rubb'd and he scrubb'd, till my face went awry, 
Wi' some stuff fliat he called his < New Patent Dye :' 


My hair he tum'd black, and my pockets he dcain'd. 
And I kwk'd like the devU first day that it rain'd. 
O dear, O dearl I were such a transmogriiied soid, 
Vor my head were as bald as a pig that is scald. 
And I long'd for my carrotty polL 

Odear, O dearl the joy of my heart, you^nust know. 
Was to see the first sprout of hair shooting out, 

When the carrots began to grow ; 
And my happiness now is arriv'd at the top. 
Because I nave got sudi a glorious crop ; 
And the lesson I've leam'd u never to net. 
But be always content witii whatever I get. 
O dear, O dearl the queer little comical soul 
Ever will laud the hands that applaud 

The lad with the earrotty poll. 


COME, SWEET ONE, COME ! 

The Poetry and Music by His Royal Highness Prince Albert.— Translated from thb German by 

WUliamBaH. 


Come. sweet one. cornel The air 


-9- 


fi 


^ 


Come, sweet one, come 1 The air is balm, The moon - lit 


wave 


is shi - ning: O, share with me thatheaVn-ly calm With -in my bark re- 



J» |p~>_J-|^ ^ 


^ 


di - - ning I Come, dear - est, come 1 


m 


Come, dear - est, come 1 


Come, sweet one, oobm I Ere morning breaks. Thy mother sleeps, th^ tne love wakes, 

loei 


Our homeward path vre'll measure : 


What fears my maiden treasure ? 

Come, dearest, cornel Ite. 


* I ■ 
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PIBROCH OP DONUIL DHUIBH. 

(lurytMM. TliePoelrrbySirWalterSeott.— AasongbyHr. \n]«m. 

^ - " ■ ' ■ ■ j;= ' 


m w I J' J' i fifx^ ^ 


^^ 


Pi-broch of Don-uIl Dhvi, Pi-broeh of Don-vfl, Wake tlqr ^vfld Toice a-new, 


^ w J- 1 j^. j' > If. J :■ I :, jtjui^ 


Snm-moB dan Con-nil; Come a -way, come a -way, Hark to the snm-mon^ 



Hark 


tiie 0nm*mons;Comem yoor war a -ray. Gen -ties and oom-mons. 


Come from deep glen, and 

From mountain >o rocky ; 
The war-pipe and pennon 

Are at Inyerlochy. 
Come, every hill- plaid, and 

Tme heart that wean one ; 
Come, every steel blade, and 

Strong hand that bears one. 

Leave nntended the herd. 

The flock without shelter ; 
Leave the corps nninterr'dy 

The bride at the aitar. 
Leave the deer, leave the steer, 

Leave nets and barses ; 
Come with your fightuig g^ear. 

Broadswords and targes. 


Come, as the winds come, when 

Forests are rended ; 
Come, as the waves come, when 

Navies are stranded. 
Faster come, faster come. 

Faster, and faster ; 
Chief, vassal, page, and groom. 

Tenant and master. 

Fast they come, fast they oeme. 

See how they gather: 
Wide waves the eagle plume. 

Blended with heather. 
Cast your plaids, draw your blades, 

Forward each man set ; 
Pibroch of Donnil Dhuibh, 

Now for the onset I 


VWWVMV^^WMV^M^AM^ > 




CLAN G^GOR. 

Composed ^/ Philip Kniqpton. 



^^m 


Though the pine has tower'd green on the UDsof our lame, Wlth-out yield - ing 


fg^lTTr^rg i j j 1 1 f r f.i^# 


branch in our bon-nets 

4- 


to wave, Throng^ yean wfan'twastrea- son tobreathetbe proud 



name. That a 


long line of death-da-ring war - ri - on gave; Yet now thedarkdoud of op- 


-. . -*N. «"*^ energy, •^*«v /-\ .. i k. 

pres - sion is past,And Clan Grecor once more shall be strong as the blast. 


\> 


pres - sion is past, And Clan Gregor 

Again shall we start the tall stag frou the lair. 
And strike the coy ptarmigan do^m from the 

Again shall we mingle at revd and fair, pieight; 
As our fathen were wont in the ^y^ of tiidr 
might; 

And again shall the bhie eyes of beauty confess. 

That the dark sons of Gregor their fondness can bless. 

And what thouffh no longer the dans, as of yore. 
Find a home in the deus, by their clkiefsfrown- 
iasc towen. 


strong 

We'll gather, as now, from each far-distant shore. 
Round the scar-cover'd hero we wdcome as oun ; 
Not yielding the homage of fewning or fear, 
For nehearts of ClanGregor beat high for him here. 

Then fill every wine-cup as full as eadi heart ! 

To our chief and his lady-love pledge we the first ; 
For the hdr of Macgregor, our next votive part. 

Let the loud diouts of rapture and revdry burst ; 
And a curse on the caitiif who first brings a stain 
On the name of Clan Gregor, th^ honoured again 


294 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


BILLY VTTE AND NELLY GREEN ; OR, THE GHOST OF A 

SHEEP'S HEAD. 

^blished by DaDOombe. 




ComAf aU yoa blades both high and low. And you shall hear of a dis • mai go : It 


i>t H ; ;' i f. f. ;^i ]■ ji;: h^-i^jn 


is all a -bout one Bil-ly Vite, Who was his pa -rents' sole de -light 


fe 


^^ 


Ri tol tid.dle Ud - die tol lol tol lol lol lol tid-dle Ud - die de. 


He was a eollier all by his trade. 
And noted for a natty blade, 
Tai he fell in lore with MoUy Green, « 
rhe prettiest lass that was sYer seen. 

Ri tol, &c. 

Now this here young Toman, I'd have you know, 
Lov'd that ere young man but wery so so, 
tor she was wery wdl vars'd in letters, 
And fit to marry poor Billy Yite's betters. 

Ritol, &e. 

Now, when his suit she did deny, 
He in a coal-idt went to cry, 
When straightway apprar'd unto him Old Nick, 
Who bid him tip her a penn'orth of white ars'nic« 

Utdl. &c. 

To poison her he was wery, werr loth. 
So he mix'd it up in some sheep's-head broth, 
And she did eat while she was able, 
fpji ahe foil stiff stone dead underneath the table. 

Ri tol, &c. 


One nisht, when he lay fast asleep. 
He pkJnly saw the g^host of a sheep. 
And unto him it straightway said, — 
* A maid you've poison'd with my head.' 

Ri tol, &e. 

' I come,' says he, ' from Old Niek straight,— 
He wants you, and he will not wait; 
I'U tie you up in your red garters, 
And carry you away a-top of my hind quarters.* 

Ritol, &c. 

Now anty they Tent in a flash of fire, 
Which made all the people Tery much admire ; 
They had nerer seen such a sight before. 
And I hope they never won't see such a sight not 
never on more. Ri tol, &c. 

Now, all you blades unmarried, 
Tidce vanung by that ere chap what's dead, [wrong, 
For if he Imd never done any youns voman any 
He might have been here, to hear tms here song. 

Ritol, &C. 


Jioderato Fivae«* 


THE ARETHUSA. 

pfmif^sed by W. Shield. 





mould, While Bnglai^fs glp-ry 


HujE - ^ for the A - re - thu - sa I She 



r-H-; n [I rmJ^ 


is a fri-gate tight and brave, As er - er stem'd the dash-ing wave; Hsr 




men are jBtaonch to thdr fo;?' • lite lannch, And when the foe shall meet our fire, 



Soon - er than ytrike, we'll all ez - pircr On board of the A - re - thu - sa. 


^) 
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'Twas witb the spring fleet she went oat, 
The English channel to cnilxe about, 
When four French sail, in show so stoat. 

Bore down on the Arethnsa. 
The fam'd Belle Poole straight a-head did lie. 
The Arethnsa seem'd to fly ; 

Not a ^eet, nor a tack. 

Nor a brace, did she slack, 
Tho' the Frenchmen langh'd and thooght it staff. 
But they knew not the himdftil of men, how toagh, 

On board of the Arethnsa. 

On deck five hundred men did danee. 
The stoutest they could find in France ; 
We with two hundred did advance. 

On board of the Arethusa. 
Our captain hail'd the Frenchman, ho . 
Tlie Frenchman then cry'd out, — * Hallo 1' 


* Bear down, d*ye see, 

To our admiral's lee.' 
* No, no I ' says the Frenchman, ' that can't be.' 
' Then I must lug you along witii me,' 

Says the saucy Arethnsa. 

The flght was off the FVenchman's land ; 
We forc'd them back upon their strand ; — 
For we fought till not a stick would stand 

Of the gallant Arethusa. 
And now we've driven the foes ashore. 
Never to fight with Britons more, 

Let each fill a glass 

To his fevourite lass — 
A health to our captain and officers true. 
And all that belong to the jovial drew 

On board of ue Arethusa. 


\/vr<b/>/\/>/\/\/v»vf\/>rf^/>^\0/\/\ 


^ 


oderato. 


FAIR JESSY, THE MAID OF THE MOOR. 

The Poetry by Mrs. Hemans.— The Music by Dr. John Clark. 


#TJi f g t J' r^-iwn-'-^-w 



Dark, dtak was the dun-geon, and hu-mid the walls, And barr'd was the grate of the 

^a^±Jif. \ J'. J; i =p H^ I r. f. f J ^ ^ 


door; 


On the bo-som of E-drie the ^tt-my dewa fhO* And hor-rors en- 

dolce. 


^^ui'i^ru 



dr-ding yoong E-dric ap- jwl, Be-lov*d by the maid, the maid ef themqpr. Cold, 


ft'i t J' M M^ Ti c r c i rfg^j^ 


cold was the night -air, and fast the snow fell, And doa'd was old £ - thd - wold's 


f^^ ': \ ri i^'i ;■! r^-H-i- \ ^ i c 


door ; The heath was be-fore her, the key of the odl She hdd, that im- 

dolee. «^ 1^^ Espret. 


n : I -^ c ■ f, ^i-gijj^ 


pri-soa'd the youth of the vale. Sweet Jes - sy the maid of the moor. Sweet 


fj-j :':■■ i: \ n nrrt ^J ;; im^ 



Jes -sy the maid of the moor, sweet Jcs-sy the maid of the moor — The cell that im- 

^ Eapret. 


yT~pi4ikiXf 



pri-son'd the youth of the vale, Sweet Jes - sy the maid of the moor. 


Wild, wild o'er her shoulders, her scatter'd hair And now they embrace — each impassion'd heart 

Around her the winds fierce did roar ; [wav'd ; With the warmth of aflisction runs o'er i 

The rage of the tempest for Edrie she brav'd ; * Of absence we never will know the keen smart ; 

She releas'd the fond youth, who tenderly lov'd No, no, my dear Jessy, — I never wiU part 

Fair Jessy the maid of the moor. With thee, my sweet nwld qf the moor/ 


I 
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THE GRAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD. 

The Pbetry by Mn. Hemaos.— Arranged, expretdy for this work, to an Air by Donixetti. 
ndatite. 


P ^^P 



cjir r r-m^ 



They grew in bean-ty aide by tide, — They fiU'd one home with glee; Their 



graves are se - yer'd far and wide, By mount and stream and sea. The 


#^^TTtf-rrp^ft^rT^-^ ^ 


P 


same fond mo - ther bent at night O'er each fidr sleep - ing brow; She had each 


^ -+A Uj^j^ig ir^^ ji= 


fold - ed flow'r in sight — "Whiere are thosa dream -ers now? 


One, midst the forests of the west, 

By a dark stream is laid — 
The Indian knows his place of rest, 

Far in the cedar-shade. 

The sea, the blno lone sea, hath one, — 

He lies where pearls lie deep ; 
He was the loy'd of all, yet none 

0*er his low bed may weep. 

One sleeps where sonthern vines are dress'd. 

Above the noble slain : 
He wrapt his colours round his breast. 

On a blood-red field of Spain. 


And one — o'er her the myrtle showers 
Its leaves, by soft winds fann*d ; 

She foded midst Italian flowers — 
The last of that bright band. 

And parted thus they rest, who play*d 
Beneath the same men tree ; 

Whose voices mingled as they pray*d 
Around one parent knee 1 

They that with smiles lit up the hall, 
And cheer'd with song the hearth ! 

Alas 1 for love, if thou wert all. 
And nanght beyond, O, earth I 


AndtuUe. 


DEARESrr GIRL, I SOON MUST LEAVE THEE. 

The Music composed by Sir J. Stevenson. 


p ^T-JH^hN^^^ZfiiQl^ ^a^ 


Dear-est girl, I aoonmii8tleavetfaee,SoonmustcroBstheroar-ing main: Ro>sa, wilt thoa 



m^^M^ 


not be - lieve me? 


t I live I'll true re - maini Toss'd up - on the fsith-less 


s N'.-#^=g ^^ ^ 3^^^^^P 




motion, Hen.ry's heart shall con-stant prove, Hen-ry's heart shall con-stant prove. Dear - est 



m^ ^^tMi!'- p p cJiiJnj'J'Jij ^^ 


girl, I soon must leave thee. Soon must cross the roar-ing main : Ro-sa,wilt thou not be- 



tteveme? Whilst I live 1*11 true re - main whilst I live 1*11 true re - main 1 


'I 
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THE SEA-BOY ON THE GIDDY MAST. 

Hie Poetry by William Ftearee^ — The Music composed liy John Whitaker. 
/ Andante Moderate, f 



NMN4PT?tiP=^^^^jN^ ^^ 


To £Dg-land*8 tow*rs of oak farewell I tow'rsof oak fare-well 1 No more> no more for me shall 


^ J I J . I'^zpjyjg^tr^^^fcjzte 


be im-Airl*d The can-Tass in the gale to swells in the gale to 


^^^ 


fe 




swell : The o - oean 

f 



no more. 


is no more my world ; Yet there life's ear-liest years I fear - less 

m ,t . . . — ■ . f 


#riK Orr^^jg^^^ 



pass*d» A sea - boy on the high, the high and gid - dy mast ; Yet there lifie's 


§ i'^ ^ n f jt j i r^B 



ear-liest years I fear - less pass*d» A sea • boy on the high, the high and gid-dy mast. 


There oft, to cheer the midnight hour, 

The helmsman, with a fimcy free, 
His ditty to the waves would pour, 
Of love on shore, and storms at sea ; 
And how th« sea-boy, *midst the rattling blast. 
Keeps station on the high and bending mast. 


Dear were the sounds, though rude and hoarse, 

Of hdm a-lee or helm a-weather, 
To bring the vessel to her course. 

And keep the sails weU fiU*d together ; 
While on the look-out far my eyes were cast. 
The sea-boy on the high and holding mast. 


THE NORWEGIAN MAID. 

The Poetry by D. Thomson.— Adapted to a Norwegian Melody, by Mucio dementi. 
Larghetio Mdanconieo, 

4 



^u- \ ' ^^.^lf^\i\i■■l■Ji\A^-^ 


Dark lowVd the night, Imuiroar'd the main, While the lone • ly maid sat weep - lag: 


^yy^ ;■ j i j c p-( ^ \ i\H-H^^ -^ 


'Ah, woe Is mel bea-coa fires are vaia! Yain my night- ly watch I'm keep-ingi 


feCTnrnrt|°P.f.'f» l r/f f/fig 



From the ear - ly mom-ing till the light de-cays. O'er tne roll -ing wa-tert still I sad - ly gaae ; 



m^^^ ^^^^ 


Thus I waste the hours, thus the ling - 'ring days, — ^Weary nights are spent in weep-lng !* 


Naught was heard to sound through the howling 
Where the maid her watch was keeping ; [Uast, 

But soon the dawn show'd the broken mast. 
O'er the stormy billow sweeping : 

Still, as sinks the tide, the lonelv wreck is seen, 

'Mid the beating waves the frowning cliifs between ; 

Where the beacon turf rises soft and green. 
Now in death the maid is sleeping. 


Ye who never know sorrow's keenest dart. 

Far from all vou love to sever, 
Ah 1 weep fior those who must sadly part. 

Ne'er to meet again — ah, never I 
Weep for her who often climbs the stormy steep, 
For her lover there a hopeless watch to keep. 
Who in ocean's cave must so coldly sleep 

'Mid its heaving waves for ever 1 


f" 


298 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


RETURN, O ! MY LOVE. 

The Poetry brSarina; amoged expreaalj fiw this Warici to a popolar Swin Air. 


^^,%%# , iirniiX i 


Re - tnniy O,^ my love I For the bright star 



NiiF^ytt^# f 



sil • Ter-y rm7;Ah! where 'dost thoa wui^der? what 



plea - flure can tempt thee 


h^^A^^Hm 


lin-ger lo long from thy Bo-na a -way? 


Return, O, my lore ! for the zephyr is breathing Soft as the first sigh of mom are his slomberiy 
In whispers his tows to the soft blushing rose ; l^anqnii his breathings, unbroken his rest. 

The eham^ is seeld^is bome on the mountain. Hark I 'tis a bugle I my loye is advancing,- 
Each bird of the forest is lulled to repose. Bona no lonff^ is sai and distress^dT 

Return, O, my love ! our infsnt is sleeping. He oomes, for his fsithfiil Fldelio is barking, — 
Cradled in peace on his fond mother's breast ; My love has returned, and his Bona is bless'd 1 


THE IRISH DUEL. 

Hie Wortts by T. Dibdin ; Air, ' Chip chow, cherry chow.' 
AlUgrttto Moderaio, 





Pto - ta - toes grow in li-me-iicfc, and beef at Bal -ly- more, And bnt-ter milk is 



bean -ti- All— bat that you knew be-fbre; 


I - rish -men lore pret - ty girls, but 



ftfrt-cr-f i J^n- jjj^^M ajfc 


none could love more true Than lit-tle Pad-dy Wackmacraek lov'd Kate O'Don-a - boo. 


NowKntty was as neat a lass as evertripp'd thesod. 
And Paddy bore with equal grace the musket or 

the hod ; [chose 

With trowel and with bayonet by turns the hero 
To build up houses fbr his fHends, and then to 

charge his foes. 

When gentle people Ml in lore, love's never at a loss 
To flndsome uglvcustomers their happiness to cross. 
And Paddyfionnd no little troublefrom a rival swain, 
WhokepttheCatandCucumberinCauUflowerLane. 

This youth was named Mackirkencroft, a very 
dapper elf, [ail himself ; 

Whose clothes they fitted neatly, for he made them 
Atailorbladehewasbytrade, of natty boys the broth, 
Becansehealwayscut his ooat according tohis doth. 

But Paddy knew the feelings of a gentleman it hurts 
To find another ungenteelly sticking in his skirts. 
So sent a challenge without fear, for though he 
wasn't rich, fas rich. 

He call'd himself a gentleman, and still behavol 

Makir^,too,goodmannershad, fbr he, as it appears, 

To Paddy wrote fbr leave that he might cut off 

both his 


Says Pat to that, in style polite, as you may well 

suppose, — [your nose' 

' My ears you're very welcome to, but first I'll pull 

Then when and where were settled fair, when Pat, 
as bold as brass, [cried, * Alasl' 

Cried, * You know what we fight about ?'— Makirty 

And then in haste, and not to waste such very 
precious time, [out prime. 

One prim'd without a loading, t'other loaded with- 

Then back to back they stood, good lackl to mea- 
sure vards a score, — [before ; 
Mackirkencroft such honest measure never gave 
He walk'd so light that out of sight fnll fhirly he 
was seen, [tween. 
And Paddy shot a finger-post some half-a-mile be- 
Now Pat and Kat soon after that in wedlock's 

bailds were join'd ; 
Makirty he kept walking on, and never look'd 

behind. 
And tDl this day his ghost, they say (fbr he of love 

expired^, 
Keeps walkmg round the iinger-post at which bold 
Paddy fired. 


wm^m^^t^mm^^ 
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, Allegretto. 


NIGHT SONG. 

The Poetry adapted expressly for this Work, to an Air by Reisinger. 



M ur - mur, gen - tie lyre, Through the lone - ly night — Mur-mur, gen- tie 




lyre, Through the lone-ly night; 


Let thy trem-bling wire 


wa - ken 


nt^- i 'r.^-i^t^^mfWrf=m 


dear de - light, Let thy trem-bling wire wa - keii dear de - light. 


Though the tones of soorow 
Mingle in thy strain, 

Tet my heart can borrow 
Pleasure firom the pain. 

Harkl the quivering breezes 
List thy suvery sound 1 

Every tumult ceases ; 
Silence reigns profound. 


Hush*d the thousand noises ; 

Gone the noon-day g^are ; 
Gentle spirit-voices 

Stir the midnight air. 

Earth below is sleeping, — 
Meadow, hill, and grove ; 

Angel -stars are keeping 
Silent watch above. 


«/\y\^/«/v\/\A/\^i/N/\/>A/\y\/>^ 


Maestoeo, 


HASSAN THE BRAVE. 

Tlie Poetrjr by Sir Walter SeotL— Tlw Hosie by Jsmes Clarke. 


P±^-i^ : J^f^t^^-M-' i' \ ^ t c f c^ 


'Be-holdme,*sang Has-san the fearless and free, 'On the steed which o-beyt not a 


Si ^ j i ' i 



ri-der but me; That pointi like the quills of the ea - gle his ears, And whose 


fTTF ;■ hu^%' i r ,^; i ;. fj^m 



bound in the de - sert is light as the deer's. Be - hold me with sa • bre new 


shar-pen*d andbrightyWitfapis-tolsnew flint-edy and bur-nish*d finr fight; My cap with fresh 


# J' |J' J? iP-H r c r I r ri£t^ ^ 


scar - let so 


gal • ly be-done;And my bal-drick of sil-ver 


that 


li.i Vgr'J J i j inl m\ls-h-^ 


gleams in the sun, And my bal - drick of sil-ver that gleams in the sun. 

< When my true love espies me, theheart in her breast And why should she tremble when Hassan is nigh ? 

Shall beat quick as the pigeon's when robVd of her Like the hawk from the covey, ^electing his prey, 

nest ; [grove. From the midst of her tribe would I bear her away. 

She will hush the hoarse watch-dog, and hie to the < i ^.ould monnt her behind me,' sang Hassan thi 


That the eye of her kindred espy not her love ; 
Yet, let them descry me, th^ir vnrath I defy, 


On the steed, &c. 


[fi-ee, 
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TO ANACREON IN HEAVEN. 

Old EngUflh Air. 


To Ana - cro - on in HeaT'n,w]ierelie sat in ftdl glee, A few sons of Har - mo - ny 



^^-t^ 


f 


Bent a pe - ti - tion, "Aat he thdr in - spir - er and pa-tron would be, When this 


an-swer ar - riVd firom the jol - ly oldGre-dan, 'Voioe, fid-die, and Ante, No lon-ger be 



nmte;ril lend yoa mynamei and in- spire yoa to boot. And be - sides I'll in-stmet 

2nd Hme in Cbonu, 




yon, like me, to en - twine, The myr-tle of Ye - nns with Bae - ehns's Tine.' 


The news throngh Olympus immediately flew j 
When Old Thunder pretended to give himself 
airs, — 
' If these mortals are suflSer'd their scheme to porsae, 
The devil a goddess will stay above stairs. 
Hark 1 ahready they cry. 
In transports of Joy, 
Away to the sons of Anacreon we'll fly, 
And there, with good fellows, we'll learn to entwine 
The myrtle of Venns v^ith Bacchus's vine.' 

' The yeUow-hair'd god, and his nine fusty maids. 

From Helicon's buiks will incontinent flee ; 
Idalia will boast but of tenantless shades, 
And the biforked hill a mere desert will be. 
My thunder, no fear on't. 
Shall soon do its errand ; 
And, damme, I'll swinge the ringleaders, I warrant 1 
m trim the young dogs for thus daring to twine 
The myrtle of Venus with Baochus's vue.' 

Apollo rose up. and said, ' Prithee ne'er quarrel. 
Good king of the gods, with my vot'ries below; 
Your thunder is useless :' then, showing his laurel. 
Cried, ' Sic evetabile fulmen, you know.' 
Then, over each head. 
My laurels I'll spread. 


So my sons from your crackers no mfau^fc**^ shall 

drttd. 
While, snug in their dub-room, they jovially twine 
The myrtle of Yenus with Bacchus's vine.' 

Next Momus got up, with his risible phiz, 

And swore with Apollo he'd cheerfidly join: — 
' The ftdl tide of harmony still shall be his ; 
But the song, and the catch, and the laugh shall 
be mine. 
Then, Jove, be not jealous 
Of these honest fdlows.' 
Cried Jove, ' We rdent, since the truth you now 

tell us. 
And swear by Old Styx, that they long shall entwine 
The myrtle of Yenus with Bacchus's vine.' 

Ye sons of Anacreon, then join, hand-in-hand. 

Preserve unanimity, friendship, and love ; 
'TIS yours to support what's so happily plann'd. 
You've the sanction of the gods and the fiat of 
Jove. 
While thus we agree. 
Our toast let it be, — 
' Mav our club flourish, happy, united, and free ; 
And long may the sons of Anacreon entwine 
The myrtle of Yenus with Bacchus's vine.' 


THE CHAMOIS-HUNTER. 

The Poetry by G. J. De Wttde.— Arranged, expressly fbr this Work, to an Air by Spohr. 
UUgro Moderate 



hun - ter, the cha - mois-hun - ter. In the ear - ly dawn he 


#f ^v rir'f J'HN-^J JiJ^f^^ 


goes From his home in plea-sant Cha-mou - nl. To cross , the Al-pina 



snows. His hearth is bias - ing cheer . i . ly, 


Yet he turns him tmm its 


r 

: I 


I'l 


■■^^r««~ 
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Ufes 



u-n j i .i i ' im \\\ 1 1 J 


Ugbt, To dare tho dread -M pre-d-ploe, In the drea-ry drea-rynlglit. 


pf-nfH-^ ^ 


Fare • thee - well, fare - thee - well, Thou bold cha - moia hunt - er. 


The chamois-hanter, the chamois-hunter; . 

He hath a lovely bride ; 
And he gases on her beauty 

With a lover'a earnest pride : 
Tet his bold and restless snirit 

Even love cannot xestram ; ~ 
He grieves to see those sorrowing tears. 

Yet are ther shed in Tsln. 
Heayen shield thee, Hesfcn shield thee, 
Thou bold chamois-hnnter. 


The chamois-hunter, the chamois-hunter, 

A wUd life leadeth he ; 
And he paoseth not at danger, 

Though he knows his destiny. 
For his forefathers perish'd 

Following the Alpine deer : 
Who would seek a mightier monument 

Than the giant ftlader ? 
He asln no more— he asks no more— 
The bold chamois-hunter. 


THE DISCONSOLATE SAILOR. 


'^.\ii>H-i^.it.fP'Aj'i'iUm 


When my mo-ney was gone that I gain'diath€wan,And the worid*gan to frown on my 


ifl^'i I J ' r U J ^ jJiVJ5 1 J i 



fhte,What mattered my seal, or my honoured sears, When in -difl'-rence stood at each gate I 


The hot that woold smile when my purse was well 
Show'dadiflierentai^ecttome; riin*d. 

And, when I could naught but ingratitude find, 
I hied once again to the sea. 

I thought it unwise to repine at my lot. 
Or to bear with cold looks on the shore; 

So I packed up the trifling remnants I*d got. 
And a trifle, alasl was my store. 

A handkerchief held ell the treasure I had. 
Which over my shoulder I threw; 


Away then I trudg'd, with a heart rather sad. 
To Join with some jolly ship's crew. 

The sea was less troubled by fur than my mind,* 
For, wlien the wide main I survey *d, 

I could not help thinking the world was unkiad. 
And fortune a slippery jade. 

And I yow*d, if once more 1 could take her In tow, 

I'd let the ungratefol ones see. 
That the toxbulentwinds and thebUlows conld show 

More kindness than they did to me. 


& 


lUgreUo. 


THE FORGET-ME-NOT. 

TIranslated from the German.— Urn Music by Muller. 


^m 


i 


P 


^^ 



Go, at moonlight's drea-my hour, Where the sQ-Vry ripples shine; Go, at moonlight's 


|¥ J Ji J . j^t fe; 


^m J L I ' i^-. ; ^ 



drea-my hour. Where the sQ-v'ry rip-p'^cs shine ; Mark a lit-tle love-Iy flow'r. Be that 



J p I" pif 



^trft^ i LTfPH^ 


love-ly flow -'ret thine; Mark a lit-tle love-ly flow'r, Be that love-ly flow' -ret tUne. 


Mild as heaTcn's own blse, it beameth 
like a dear and doudkss day ; 

Image of tms love, it seemeth 
To the hsirt sweet words to say. 


And methinks its bloe eyes glisten. 
Fan of tove and tender thought ; 

WhOe fromfor it whispers,— listen I 
' O, forget, forget me not I* 


t' 


w 


mM- 


■^ 
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AUegrtito. 


PATTY KAVANNAH. 

The Poetry by C. Dibdin, Jun.— The Music by W. Reerft. 


f ?]■ I : c 



iTT^' /■ '• I l-ir 


Shall we meet era ere-ning'B gray? Hey, Pat - ty, pret - ty Pat - ty? Or when 



r fi f \ ^ j'.^fj i^ 


ail - Ter moon-beama play ? Prat - ty Pat - ty, tdl me. May 1 then my 



fri t M f/ i ^J' l c t J'^ i J', i'^^f ^ ^ m 


lore im-part, Woo you to re-Uera myamart? Shall each giire and take a heart, 


LoTe - 



1 f l rH' ^'^^ 


*at - ty Ka -van - nah? Love - ly Pat - ty, Lore - ly Pat - ty, knre - ly 



\-;-}^pv%j^_ 


Pat-ty Ka-Tan-]iah,Lo?e - 

I ean boaat no wealth'nor Urth,^ 

Hey, Patty, pretty Patty; 
Think yon theae alone haTe worth? 

Prettr Patty, tell me. 
Snrdy, nealth, a heart that*8 tme, 

A hand that can protect yon, too, 
Ara genu, and theae I proffer von, 

Lmly Patty KaTtnnah. 



ly, Lora-ly Pat - ty Kn-Tan-mdi? 

What peeps o'er yon hilly spot, 

Hey, Patty, prattr Patty ? 
The Tillage steeple, is it not ? 

Pretty Patty, tell me. 
Thera's the drareh, and hero's the riag,^ 

LoTe makes UfB a constant spring ;-* 
Then haste, for time is on the wing, 

Lovely Fittty KnTannah* 


«Mys/NM^M/%^A/\AM^^^^k^ 


THE BEWILDEBED ENIOHT. 


iMcderat^ 


jh^ J- J' i fQ J'^ i J^i W' l f^ ^ 


^ 


From the steep pro - mon - to • ry gai'd The stran-ger, rap - tor'd and- a - 


#-f^0 c MMTTTT^J' t '^^M 



mas'd; ' And what a scene werohera,* he died, ' For prince -ly pomp, or church-man's 


^.» J . f. ^ ^ I U=UU-^-i^f-t^^^ ^ 


pride! On this bold brow, a lord-ly tow - er; In that soft vale, a la-dy's 



bow-er; On yon-der mea-dow, far a - way, The tor-reta of a dois-ter 



if^^JS^f l ff 


mote ; And whan the mid - night moon should law Her fero-head In the ail-vcr wava. 
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' I am alone, — ^my bugle strain 
May call some straggter of the train ; 
Or, fall the worst tnat may betide. 
Ere now this fanlehion has been tried*' 
Bnt scarce again his horn he wound, 
When, lol forth starting at the sound. 
From underneath an aged oak, 
That slanted from the islet rock, 
A damsel guider of its way, 
A little sl^ shot to the bay, 
That round the promontory steep 
Led its deep line in graceful sweep. 


The boat had touch*d this silTer strand. 
Just as the hunter left his stand. 
And stood concealed amid the brake, 
To Tiew this lady of the lake. 
The maiden paused, as if again 
She thouffht to catch the distant strain. 
With heaa up-raised, and look intent, 
And eye and ear attractive bent. 
And locks flung back, and lips apart, 
like monument of Grecian art, 
In listening mood she seemed to stand. 
The guardian Naiad of the strand. 


HAMLET. 


AOegro. 


The Words by Theodore Hook ; To the Air, ' Lunnun is the Devil.' 


fej^4^^^^## H J' h \ ^i J'j i^ 



sto-ry shall my pen mark: 


He was not the king, But 


' N ll' ' ni ^Ll 


Ham - let, prince 


The crown 


had her 



eyes on. Her hus-baii stopp'dher tongue. She itopp'd his ears with pol - son. 


Too-ral 



loo - ral lay, ti rol rump-ty u • dy, Twee-dle dee-die 

When she had kill'd the king. 

She ogFd much his brother, 
And, having slain one spouse, 

She quickly got another ; 
And this so soon did she. 

And was so sreat a sinner. 
The funeral-bak'd meats 

Serv'd for the wedding-dinner. 

Tooral looral lay, &c. 

Now Hamlet sweet, her son, 

No bullT or bravado. 
Of love felt hot the flame. 

And so went to Bemado. 

* O ! sir,* says one, ' we've seen 
A sight with monstrous sad eye ;' 

And tUs was nothing but — 
The ghost of Hamlet's daddy. ' 

Tooral looral lay, &c. 

Just at that time it rose. 

And sighinr, said, ' list I Hammy, — 
Your mother is the snake 

Thatpoison'dme; ord — ^me. 
And now I'm gone below. 

All over sulph'rous flame, boy; — 
That your daa should be on flre. 

You'll own's a burning shame, boy.' 
Tooral, looral, lay, &c. 

Just at the time he spoke, 

The mom vras breaking through dell ; 
Up jump'd a cock, and cried, — 

' Cock-a-doodle doodel :' 

* I'm now cock-sure of going ; 

Pteserve you firom all evil ; 
Tou to your mother walk. 

And I'U walk to the d L' 

Tooral looral lay, &c 


eh I ri fblmmpti doo-dle. 

Hamlet lov*d a maid — 

Calumny had pass'd he^* 
She never had p^y'd tridcs, 

'Cause nobcdv had ask'd her ; 
Madness seiz'd her wits, 

Poor Lord Chamb'rlain'i daughter, — 
She jump'd into a pond. 

And went to heaven by water. 

Tooral looral lay, &c« 
No matter now tat that ; — 

A play they made, and shamm'd it; 
The audience Claudius was, 

And he sot up and d — d it. 
He vow'd he'd see no more. 

He felt a wond'rous dlzsiness. 
And then for candles call'd, 

To make light of the bus'ness. 

Tooral looral lay, &e. 

A fendng-match had they; 

The queen drinks as they try, to* 
Says she, * O king, I'm klll'd.' 

Says Laertes, * So am I too.' 
< And so am I,' cries Ham; 

' What, can all these things true be ?' 
' What, are you dead ?' says the Ung. 

/ Yes, sir, and so shall you be.' 

Tooral looral lay, &c. 
So then he stabb'd his liege. 

Then fell on Ophy's brother. 
And so the Danish court 

All tnmbl'd one on t'other. 
To celebrate these deeds, 

Which are fh>m no ftdse shamlet, 
Ev*ry village small 

Henceforth was call'd a Hamlet. 

Tooral tooral lay, &c* 
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Andante, 


BLACK-EYED SUSAN. 

Old Eng^ Air. 


fn^\u^H^^7m 


~cf 


All in the Do^ms the fleet wasmoor'dyThestreaiii-erB wav-ing 


^ 


a^st 


in the 



^^ 


• I f cjOi-i 


wind,. When black -ey'd Sa-san came on board: 'O! where shall . I my 



true lore find? Tdl me, ye jo - - tial sal • Ion, tell me true, 


U myfweetwn-lii 


^^^^^^^1 


myfweetWQ-liam, if my sweet Wil -Bam uils a - mong yoor crew?' 


William, wlio hlsh upon the yard 

Rock'd with & uUows to and fro, 
Soon as her weU-known Tolce he heard, 

He siffh'd, and cast his eyes below ; 
The cord slides swiftly through his riowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he stands. 

So the sweet lark, hi^h-pols'd in air. 

Shuts dcAie his plmons to his breast, 
If chance his mate's shrill caU he hear, 

And drops at once into her nest ; — 
The noblest esptain in the Bri^h fleet 
Might enyy William's lips those kisses sweet. 
< O ! Susan, Susan, lovely dear, 

My TOWS shall ever true remain ; 
Let me kiss off that fUling tear,-«- 

We only part to meet again ; 
Change as ve list, ye winds, my heart shall be 
The fUthfu compass that still points to thee 1 
' BeUeve not what the landsmen say, 

Who tempt with doubts thy eonstimt mind : 
They'll tell thee sailors, when away. 


In ey'ry port a mistress And ; — 
Tes, TeSfbdieve them when they tell thee so. 
For thou art present wheresoe'er I go. 

Mf to fitf India's coast we sail. 
Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright. 

Thy breath in Afric's spicy gale. 
Thy skin in ivory so white ; — 

Thus ev'ry beauteous object tikat I view 

Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue 

* Though battle calls me from thy arms, 

liCt not my pretty Susan mourn; 
Though cannons roar, yet, safe from harms, 

William shall to his dear return ; — 
Love turns aside the balls that round me fly, 
Lest precious tears should drop from Susan's eye. 

The boatswain gave the dreadftil word, 
The sails their swelling bosom spread. 

No longer must she stay on board : 
They kiu'd ; she signed ; he hung his head. 

Her less'idng boat unwilling rows to land ; — 

' Adieu I' she cries, and wav'd her lily hand. 


THE POET'S BLESSING. 

The Words translated firom the German of Uhland, and adapted, expressly for this work, to an 
Moderaio. AirbyMuller. 


^M 



^^m 



As I roam'dtfae fields a-long, listen-ing to thelin*net's song, I be-held an old man 



44LjJAi 


there Tdl-ing hard with hoa-ry hair: 'Bless-ings onthisflddP I cried; < Such a 



r nr^ifc r t^ ^ 


faith-ftilUbour-er's pride 1 Bless-ingson this wither'd hand, Scatter-ing seed along the land 1' 


Answer'd me, his look severe, 
' POef s blessing boots not here ; 
Like the wrath of heaven it falls. 
Flowers, not com, to life it calls.' 


' Friend I these songs of lighter hours 
Waken not too many flowers ; 
Just enough to deck the land, 
And fill thy Uttle grandson's hand.' 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MEI,ODIST. 
FLOW, THOU REGAL PURPLE STREAM. 

The Words bj John O'Keefe ; th^ Mvaie by Dr. Arnold. — Published by Davidson. 

■i, ^"^- . . T-. n. ■ ,. .. -■ > . j^ 


^^^ 



'^/ffCr^ 


gob-let spark - ling rise; Cheer my heart, and glad my eyes. Flow, thou re -^al 


-j-j^ l -g j:^^ 


pur* pie stream, tinct-ed by the so - lar beam; In my gob -let spark-ling 


^^^^^^^li 


rise; Cheer my heart, and glad my eyes; In my spark -ling gob - let 




. My brain as-seend on fhn-cv*s wtng; 'Nointme,wine, a jo-tial king; My brain as* 



^^^^ss 


mm 


cend «ft fhn-ey*swing;*Nointme, wine, a jo - vial king ;^My brain as-eend on fancy's wmg; 

i 



'Nointme,wine, 8 jo-Tialking^*NQintme,wine, a jo - tial Unp— a jo 


rr^T^ 


^M ^% fff ^JSiB^ jj j| | J . J'J J 14^.^ ^ 



Tiai king"— a jo-tial Ung^a jo-tial 


^^^;jj^^^ 



While I live, I'll lave my elay ; When^'m dead and gone a -way, Let mythirs-tysab-jeets 

i 


fe=^J-EH^ 




say, ' A month he reign'd, but that was May.' While 


I live, I'll lave my elay; 


^^^ 



^^ 


Whenl'm dead and gone a - way, Let my thirs - ty snb-jeets say, 


b-jeets say, ' Amonthhereign'd,biittliat was 


f ^^ ^fi n jj ^jU'ii iM'i u ^if 


d,btttttiat 



f 


May*— Let my thirs-ty snlijeets say,'Amonthhereign'd,bnttbat wasMay;*Let my thirsty 

39 


snb-jeets say, ' Amont 



monthhe reign'd, bat that was May'— bnt that was May, but that 

- - — ! vi ,^ 
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Alhrrttto. 


WOO'D, AND MARRIED, AND A'. 

The Poetry by Joanna Baillie.— The Mnaie as sung by Mr. Wilson. 


f 


The bride she is win-some and bon-nie, Her hair it is noosed saa sleek, Andfkith-ftil and 



kind is her John-nie, Yet fast fa' the tears on hereheek. Newpearl-ings theaauseo' her 



p^ 


r f f r if f . I u^^m 


sor-row, New pearl-ings, and plen-ish - ing too;— Hie bride that has a to bor - row, Has 


c Bf.'cfi r i ^^± t i: \ ^ i r ^ 



e'en rigid md-lde a' • do— Woo'd, and mar-ried, and a', Woo'd and mar • tied and 

i 



i A^^lAA^ll 



a' ; And is na she Te • ry weel aff, To be woo'd, and mar-ried, and a\ 


Her mother then hastily spak : 

'The lassie is glaiUt wi' pride : 
In my pouches I had na a plaek. 

The day that I was a bride. 
E'en tak to your wliee], and be devet, 
And draw out your thread in the sun 
The gear that is gifted, it never 
wSl last like the gear that is won. 
Woo'd and mairied and a', 

Tocher and havings sae sma' ;— 
I tUnk ye are very weel aff, 
To be woo*d, and married, and a'.' 

*Toot, toot 1' quo' the gray-headed fiather, 

' She's less of a bride than a bairn ; 
She's ta'en like a cowt frae the heather, 

VfV sense and discretion to learn. 
Half husband, I trow, and half daddy. 

As humour inconstantly leans ; 
A chidd maun be patient and steady 
That yokee wi' a mate in her teens. 
Kerchief to cover so neat, 

Locks the wind us'd to blaw ; 
I'm Imith Uke to laugh and to greet. 


Whetfl think o' her married at a' 


f I 


Then out spak the wily bridegroom ; 

(Wed waled were Us wonfies, I ween), 
' I am rich, though my cofliers be toom, 
Wi' the blink o' your bonny blue een. 
I'm prouder o' thee by my side, 

Tho' thy ruffles and ribbons be few. 
Than if Kate o' the craft were my biide, 
Wi' purHes and pearliags enew. 
Dear, and dearest o' ony, 

Ye're woo'd and booket and a' ; 
And do ye tldnk scorn o* your Johnnie, 
And grieve to be married at a' ?' 

She tnm'd, and she bhish'd, and die smil'd, 

And she looket sae bashftdly down ; 
The pride o' her heart was beguil'd, 

And she play'd wi' the sleeve o' her gown ; 
She twirlea the tag o' her lace, 

And she nippet her boddice sae blue ; 
Syne blinket sae sweet in his face. 
And aff like amankin she flew. 
Woo'd and married and a', 

Married and carried awa' j 
She thinks hersd' very wed aff. 
To be woo'd, and married, and a'. 


■1 


WOCD, AND MARRIED, AND A\ 

The Poetry by Mrs. Scott— To the Music of above Tune. 


Thk grass had nae fireedom o' growin' 

As lang as she wasna awn; 
Nor in the toun could there be stowin' 

For wooers that wanted to ca'. 
81c bozin', de brawttn', dc danein'. 

Sic bowin' and shaldn' a paw ; 
The toun was fdr ever in brolyies : 
But now the lassie's awa. 
Wooed, and married, and a*. 

Married, and wooed, and a' ; 
The dandalie toast of llie parish. 
She's wooed, and she's carried 


But had he a' kenn'd her as I did, 

His wooin' it wad has been sma': 
She kens ndther bakin', nor brewin'. 

Nor cardin', nor spinnin' ava ; 
But a' her ddll lies in her buskin': 

And, O ! if her braws were awa. 
She sune wad wear out o' fashion, 

And Icnit up her husgers wi' straw. 

Wooed, and married, &e. 
But yesterday I gaed to see her. 

And, O ! she was bonnie and braw ; 
She cried on her gademan to gie her 

An ell o* red ribbon or twa. 
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He took, and he sat down beside her, 

▲ weel and a reel for to ca*; 
She eried, Was he that way to guide her ? 

And out at the door and awa. 

Wooed, and married, &c. 

The first road she gaed was her mither, 

Wha saU, ' Lassie, how gaes a'?* 
Quo she, ' Was it for nae ither 

That I was married awa. 
But to be set down to a wheelie, 

And at it for ever to ca* ? 
And syne to hae*t reel'd hj a chieldie 

Thars ereity cryiaff to draw.' 

Wooed, and married, ke» 

Her mither said till her, < Hech, laadal 
He's wisest, I fear, o' the twa ; 

There'll be little to put in the tasde, 
Gif ye be sae baekward to draw ; 

For now ye should work like a tiger, 
And at it baith wallop and ca'. 


Sae lang's ye hae yondlth and vigour. 
And weenies and debt keep awa. 

Wooed, and mairied, &e. 

' Sae swift away hame to your haddln' ; 

The mair fule ve e'er cam' awa : 
Ye mauana be ilka day gaddin', 

Nor gang sae white-flnger'd and braw| 
For now wv a neebor ye're yokit, 

And wi* him should cannilie draw ; 
Or else ye deserve to be knockit-r- 

So that's an answer for a'.' 

Wooed, and married, &c- 

Toung luelde thus fmd hersel mither'dy 

And wish'd she had ne'er come awa ; 
lit length wi' hersel she consider'd. 

That haneward 'twas better to draw, 
Amf e'en tak a ehance o' the landin', 

However that matters might fa' : 
Folk maunna on frdts aye he standing 

That's wooed, and married, and a'. 

Wooed, and married, &e. 


W>^^W\/>^^^W\«\A^V>i'N'>^V>^ 


FLORA Ma)ONALD'S LAMENT. 

The Words by Hogg, the Ettrkk Shq^berd.— The Music by NdLGow» Jnn, 


^ ^-^^i^j^ 



^'{ ^ / ^ ^ 


Fkr o - veryon hQls of the heath*er aae green, And dpwn by the oor-rle thai 


sings to the sea, The bon-nyyoungFlo-ra sat sigh-lng her lane» Hie dew pn her 



f ^gUMj j[ u ^ 


pbdd,andthe tear inheree. Shelook'd at a boat,witfat]ie breex-es that swung, A- 



way on the wave, like a bird of the main. And aye as it kssen'ed, she slgh'd and she 



sung, Fare -weel to the lad I mann ne'er see a-gain, Fare- wed to myhe-ro,the 


p^ c ^J j 


-H-igJ'N I I 


gal . lant and young, Fare - weel to the lad I tMl ne'er see a - gain* 


Hie moor-eoek that craws on the brow of Ben 
Connel, 

He kens o* his bed in a sweet mossy hame; 
Hie eagle that soars on ttie diffi of Gtanronald, 

Unawed and unhunted, his eyrie can daim ; 
The solan can sleep on his shelve of the shore. 

The cormorant roost on his rock of the sea ; 
But, Ol there is ane whose hard fste I deplore,— 

Nor house, ha', nor hame. In his country has he. 
The conflict is past, and our name is na more ; 

There's naught left but sorrow for Scotland and 


The target is torn from the arms of the just, 

The &lmet is cleft on the brow of the brave, 
The daymore for ever in darkness must rust ; 

But red is the sword of the stranger and dave. 
The hoof of the horse, and the foot of the proud. 

Have trod o'er the plumes on the bonnet of 
blue: 
Why slept the red bolt in the breast of the cloud, 

When tyranny revdl'd in blood of the true? 
Fftrewed, my youne hero, the gallant and good ! 

The crown of tny fathers is torn from thy 
brow. 


pt Qj±i-0=iFN^^ f. ^ n j-i f ^ 


f 


— -^* 
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WE ALL LOVE A PREHT GIRL UNDER THE ROSE. 

The Poetry by BickentaiT.— The Musio by Dr. Arne. 

Ifodrntfo. 
■ Q.b/> 



,vi» 


J J J i ji i pJ r r fi^ J JJ ^ 


Oons! neigh-bour, ne'er Unah for a trl-fle like thlat What harm with a fnir one to 


pjif]i\ii nli\i r J J 



^ 


toy and to kiss? The great-eat and giaT-est, a tnioe with grim-aoe. Would do the same 



thing, would do thesami^thingi would do the same thing, were they in the same place. No 



P 


age or pro-los-itont no sta-tioa is freei— To so-te-reign beauty man - Und bends the 

" J i . r > . r . i J Ml i±l±. 


t 


-F-f^ 


^ 


knee;I1iat pow-er, ' re - 8ist>less, no strength can op-pose»— We aKiovs apret-ty girl 



nn-der the rose, nn*der the rosei nn-der the rose 


ii ^ ^'irTS.iii 

;We an lore apret-ty girinn-der the rose. 


PADDY SHANNON. 



Pad-dy Shan-non, high moonted on h&i trot-ing lit -tie po-ny, Setoff in a 





gal - lop from Leather Lane to Bow, To o-gle wid-ow Wil-kins,whomhe courted for her 


pll^jU^J^fTTJ. Ji J I J rf l Q-^ 


mo-ney, And, tng-gug, at h&i bri-dle,cried,'Whoa,myloTe,wnoaI'Be - neath her bow 

i h I K. ► h hi h -I K,-l— H-», I K ., . j^ ^ 



J' J' J'l !■ 1 i- 



window TonngShannon took Us sta-tUmr-The night it was dark, so liewhi8-per'd,'Yo! 



I J' J'^ Ji HJ^ 


ho r Then he sweei-ly se - re -na-ded her, with ' Wbaek,now bo - de - ra-tion , Missis WO-kins 



^ Ij Tt-'^ l J: J- J I J ^ jtfff^^ VK%^ 


lU 


won't yon mar-ry me?' *No,myloyetno;' ' Mis-sis Wil-kin8,won'tyoamar-ry me?' ' No, my love, no,* 


•% I — 
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Ategro Moderato, 


BUBBLE, SQUEAK, AND PETTITOES. 

The Words by C. Dibdin. 



f'ji/J'j'/jjj'iJ'j'j'Jjj'ji 


There wat one Mr. Grig Wore a can-U-flow-erwigyAnd a-woo-ing he went wifhhis 


§> jtj'P j i iJj-iMii^hJ.J' J' /' J F f I r. f f. ^ j'pi 


•et o' toee, To oneMissSTLckeySnapy Who 'wore ahigh-caolcapyAndwasmonstnnulyfondofpigs* 


4!> J' J' ; ^ f r. I f. f p ^=¥^' Mhkl^ ^ E 


pet- ti- toes, And was monstrously fond of pigs' pet-ti-toee. Weektweekl fol, lol, de rtt. 


In her fKfOfar to get, 

He sent her a set, 
AndtoaskhimtosupwithMissSnap, Betty goes, 

And likewise to bespeak 

Some nice babble and squeak, 
For he loy*d that as well as she loT*d pettitoes. 

Weekl weekl fol lol de ra. 

Ere to snp they begun, 

Mrs. Betty, for flin, 
Sneesinff-powder to put in the pepper chose ; 

Mr. Grig was caught and sneex'd 

Saying, ' Chlh ! — I hope you're pleased 
With the--chih I^with the-«hih !— with the pet* 
titoes?' Chihlchihlfolloldera. 

* I TOW, sir,' says she, 
< Nothhig better can be 
Than— CMil-^iihl—chihl— He! hei'Betty goes. 


How*s the bubble and the squeak ? 
He for sneesing couldn't speak. 
Till he sneexed off his wig among the pettitoee. 

Week! weekl folloldera. 

Sneesing, nodding, went Miss Snap, 

Till the candle caught her cap, 
And to put out the flame some water Betty tniows^ 

In Tain, till Mr. Grig 

On her noddle dapp'd his wig. 
That was soak*d in the graTy of the pettitoes. 

Weekl week! folloldera. 

Thus poor Mr. Grig 

Spoiled his cauliflower wig, 
And Mitt Snap lost her cap ; — ^what a set o' woes t 

For the house-dog in the freak 

Bon'd the bubble and the squeak. 
And pussy ran away with the pettitoes. 

Micau! bow, wow! Ac 


ALLEN BROOKE, OF WYNDERMERE. 

The Poetry by Carey.— The Music by Hook. 
JLndmUim y»oo9 lenio. 


j f'TffFilTlji-^iJJ^l ^^ 



Say, haTe yon in the Til-lage seen A lore-ly youth of pen - siTe 


fy r^^mt^F^m m 



If such a one hathpass-ed by, With me-lan-cho - ly 


in 


his eye. 


f^: \ ' ^uit^^^ 



Where is he gone? Ah 1 tell me where? Tit Al-len Brooke of Wyn-der>mere. When is he 


J I I f n; n nnrn h 



gone? Ah! tdl me where? 'Tis Al-len 

Last night he, sighing, took his leare. 
Which cans'd me all the night to gricTe ; 
And many maids, I know &ere be. 
Who try to wean his Iotc from me ; 
But HeaTcn knows my lieart's sincere 
To Allen Brooke of Wyndermere. 


Brooke - - of Wyn - der - mere. 

My throbbing heart is fall of woe. 
To think that he should leaTe me so ; 
But, i/ my lore sheuld anger'd be, 
And try to hide himself from me, 
Then death shall bear me on a bier, 
To Allen Brooke of Wyndermere. 
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Andantg Modarato. 


O ! TELL ME, TELL ME, MART DEAR. 

Music composed by Sir John Sterenaon. 


I < 


OI teU me, teU 



me, Ifa-ry dear,Wlieikcel8 fliaft pen - sive lighr Ol 



&'f Itj s ^ t't f H^ 


tdl me, whence the pearxly tear That trem-bks In thine eye? O! tell me. 


fS- UfiJi^ nttfqjif^ 



tell me, Ma - ry deartWhenceis that pen - slTe sigh? - - O! tell me, whence the 


pear - ly tear, That &em-bles in thine eye ? I can not, dare not hope fbr 


^^H 


love, Yet on that cheelc • I 



see What would 


soft -est wish-es more, If 



^^^^^^ 


me I Whatwunld the soft - est wish-ea move, If they were shed for me4 

And yet In Mary's gentle sonl 

Some pitying thooghts may dwell, 
And those bright drops, that silent roll, 

The tender secret tell. 


O I Mary, calm thy lover's foars, 
Who lives for none but thee. 

And say that all thy sighs and tear* 
Are only given to me* 


»\z «/x<\^\ 'N yv^x*\/v/\>|» /x^^^/^l 



^.i'legretio. 


THE SECRET. 

Arranged expressly for this Work, to a celebrated German Walts. 


%Mt-f. J' I c f. i'^^^^^^ ^ ^ 


In a young la-dy's heartonce a Se-cretwaslurk-lng; It tossM and it tum-bl'd, it 



long'd to get out ; The lips half be-tray*d it by smil-ing and smirk-ing. And tha 



Tongue was Im - pa*tient to blab it, no doubt; But Hon-onr look'd graif on tiie 


snb-ject, and gave it In charge to the Teeth, so en - chant-ing - ly 'white, Should the 



cap-tlve at-tempt an e-lope-ment, to wve It By giv-lngtheLipsan ad-mo-nish-iagbitie. 
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Twas said, and*twatacttlecl, and Honour departed ; 

Tongue qaiTerMandtrembledfbntdared not rebel; 
^nnien right to its op Secret suddenly started, 

And, half in a whisper, escaped from its cell. 


Qnoth the Teeth, in a pet, ' We*Il be even for ibis ;* 
And they bite very smartly abore and beneath 1 

Bat the lips at the instant were brib*d wiUi a kiss. 
And they popp*doattheSecret,in spite of tiieTeeth. 


M^dtroto. 


MODERATION AND ALTERATION. 

The Original of the Old En^iih Gcatlemaii. 



^ [ i [^T?i = ^^1=f1^f=PF P =H-H^ ^ 


'With an old song, made by an old an-dent pate. Of an old wor-shipfol gentleman, who had a 



great es-tate; Who kept an oldhotise»at abovn^i-Ail rate;And an old por*ter to re-licre 

Chorua. 



^-\:wru 



thepoorat his gate. Mo -de - ra-tion, mo-de-ra>tioa,*tis a won-der-Ail mo • de - ra-tioA. 


With an old lady, whose anger good words assoares ; 

Who, every quarter, pays hw old servants ueir 
wages; 

Who never knew what belongs to ooachmen, foot- 
men, or pages ; 

But kept twentv or thirty old fellows with blue 
dothes and badges. ' Moderation, &c 

With a study fill*d fall of learned books ; 

With an old reverend parson, you may know him 

by his looks ; 
With an old buttery hatch, worn Quite off the old 

hooks; 
And an old kitchen, which maintains half-a-doscL 
greasy old cooks. Moderation, &c. 

With an old hall, hung round about with guns, 

pikes, and bows ; 
With old swords, and bucklers which have borne 

many shrewd blows ; 
And an old fi7sadoe coat to cover his worship's 

trunk hose ; [nose. 

And a cup of old sherry to comfbrt his old copper 

Moderation, &c. 

With an old fashion, when Christmas is come, 
To call in his neighbours with bagpipe and drum ; 
And good cheer, enough to Aimish every old room ; 
And old liquor, able to make a cat speak, and a 
wise man dumb. Moderation, &c. 

With an old huntsman, a falconer, and a kennel of 

hounds. 
Which never hunted nor hawked but in his own 

grounds; 
Who, like an old wise man, kept himself within his 

own bounds ; [old pounds. 

And, when he died, gave every child a thousand 

Moderation, &c 


Bat to his eldest son his house and land he assiga'd. 
Charging him in his wiU to keep the same bounti- 

fA mind; 
To be good to his s'wants, and to his neighbours 

very kind ; 
But in the ensidng ditty you shall hear how he 

india'd. Alteration, &c* 


Like a young gallant, newly come to his land. 
That keeps a orace of creatures at his own command. 
And takes up a thousand pounds upon his own 

bond, 
And lieth drunk in a new tavern till he cannelthar 

go nor stand. Alteration^ &c. 

With a neat lady, that is fredi and fidr. 
Who never knew what belonged to good house- 
keeping or care ; 
But buys several fans to play with the wanton air. 
And seventeen or eighteen dressings of other wo- 
men's hair. Alteration, &c. 

With a new hall, built where the old one stood. 
Wherein is bum'd neither coal nor wood ; 
And a new diuiBe-board table, where never meal 
stood; mtUe good. 

Hungroundwith pictures, which doth the poor but 

Alteration, &c. 

With a new study, stufTd full of pamphlets and 

piay»; 

With a new chaplain, that swears faster than he 

prays; 
V^th a new buttery hatch, that opens onee inlbur 

or five days ; [toys. 

With a new French cook, to make kickshaws and 

Alteration, &C 

With a new fiwhion, when Christmas is come, — 
< ¥^th a journey up to London we must be gone, 
And leave nobody at home but our new porter, 

John;'— 
Who relieves the poor at the gate ivith atfaumpon 

the back with a stone. Alteration, &c. 

Withagentlemanusher, whose carriage iscomplete ; 
With a footman, a coachman, a page to carry up 

meat ; fneat ; 

With awaiting gentlewoman, whose dressing's very 
Who, when the master has din'd, gives the servants 

butUttletoeat. Alteration, &e. 

With a new honour, bought with his tether's old 

gold, 
That many of his father's old manors hath sold;^ 
And this is the occasion that most men do hold, 
llmt good housekee^ng is now-a-daya grown se 

very cold. Alteration, &e. 
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Allegretto. 


SOMEHOW, MY SPINDLE I MISLAID. 

From the Opera of * The Deserter.'— Composed by Monsigny. 



lost it vn - der - neatn the grass; 



^^i^^p^ 


Some-Aow my spin - die I mis - laid. And 


Da-moD, ad - Tanc-ing, bow'd his head, And saidj^'What seek you, pret- ty lass?' 


yf,ri Cf. e l f f, i:^ ^M;bH£^ 



Da-moOf ad - Tanc-ing, bow'd his head, And said, 'What seek you, pret-ty lass ?' 



t*j^ti=r^H^¥^=rj^ f j ^1 J i'-^ 


A lit - tie lore, but urg'd with care, a lit - tie love, but uig'd with 

m 



far. A lit -tie lore, but urg'd with care, Oft leads a heart, and leads it Ur, 


*Twas passing by von spreading oak Thus did the youth his time empley. 

That I my spmdle lost just new ; While me he tenderly beheld ; 

His knife then kindly Damon took, 

itaboi^ 
A little 


And f^m the tree he cut a bouffh. 

Ittle love, &c. 


He talk'd of love, I leap'd for joy, 
For, ah ! my heart did fDudly yield. 

A little love, &c 


indantt. 


DEAR SCENES OF YOUTH. 

The Poetry and Music by Miss Dixon. 



Dear scenes 


of youth. Sweet peaoe-iul grove, Wh^re fond re-mem-branoe loves _^^ to 


P 


here once at eve I us'd to rave. And of • ten tune mv ms - tie 



lay ; — But now those joys are fled for ev - er| 


Since my lov'd Lau - ra 


prov'd untrue. 01 no:tho' doom'd a - las! to se-ver, This wound -ed heart still 



be^ts for yon. This wound -ed heart still beats for - - - you. 

) TJto^Cr^ yon pale moon, with ludd ray, For, Ol I gase quite broken-hearted 

Sheds o'er the trees a silver light, On my once happy peaceful cot; — 

While those we love are far away, That bitter moment when we parted 

'Tis cheerless pa the darkest aight. Can never, never be forgot. 
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THERE'S ROOM ENOUGH FOR ALL. 

Hie Poetry by F. L. Blanchard ; the Music by Henry Russell.— Published by Dayidsou. 
Mod&raio, *. v v w v w N 



What need of all this fioss and strife, Each war-rlngwith hisbro-ther; Why need we,throughi 


crowd of life, Keep trampUng on each o-ther ? Is 



there no goal that can be won Without a squeese to 


Ubauau 


a tempo. 



sain it. No o-ther way of get-ting on, butseram-bUngto ob-tainit? Ohl fel-lowmen, re- 
■ -^ raUentando, 



I ^Uhii fif/i ' /c a 


member then, Whatew diance beftdl,The world ii wide InlMidsbeslde-There's room enough fo^ 


What if the swarthy peasant find 

No field for honest labour ? 
He need not idly stop behind, 

To thrust aside his neighbour 1 
There is a land with sunny skies, 

Which gold fDr toil is giving, 
Where ev*ry brawny hand that tries 

Its strength, ean grasp a living. 
Oh I fellow men, remember then, 

Whatever chance befsll. 
The world is wide ;— where those abide. 

There's room enough for all I 

From poison'd air ye breathe in courts. 

And typhus tainted alleys. 
Go forth, and dwell where health resorts. 

In rural hills and valleys ; 
Where ev'ry hand that clears a bough 

Finds plenty in attendance, 


And ev'ry furrow of the plough 

A step to independence. 
Oh ! hasten, then, from fever*d den, 

And lodging cramp'd and small : 
The world is wide in lands beside,-* 

There's room enough for all t 

In this fsir region ftr away, 

Will labour find employment— 
A fair day's work, a ndr day's pay, 

And toil will earn enjoyment 1 
What need, then, of this daily strife, 

Each warring with his brother ; 
Why need we in the crowd of lifo 

Keep trampling down each other. 
Oh ! fellow men, remember then. 

Whatever chance befall. 
The world is wide ;— whero those abide, 

There's room enough for sll. 


iModerato, 


THOUGH FAR AWAT O'ER HILL AND SEA. 

Arranged expressly for this Wwk, to an Air by Caerny. 





Though far a-way, o'er hill and sea, I wan-der long and wea - ry, love. 



ter - ni - ty shall cease to be, En 


^ 


^m 


for - get thee, Ma - ry, knre ; Thy 


yj i n r^j4 


ru «by lips, thy spark- ling eye, Thy vraist so small and bon - ny, love, Thy 


to r'JU'J'i ji^jjji. j i Jj'j 


dim- pl'd cheek and witch- ing sigh Have bound my heart for ev - er, love. 


I'm far from thee, but still each night 
I watch the bright moon shining, love. 

And think I see in its soft light 
Thy bright eyes on me beaming, love. 


Then ne'er believe what some may say, 
That I am false and foithless, love : 

Though fsr from thee and home away, 
Mv heart is thine for ever. love. 


\ 
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AlUfrett*. 


BEGONE, DULL CARE. 


Af fj^ ^fa ^ c c c i s r- i f^ftfrnHr-T^r^ 


^ Be - gone, dull care, — I pri-thee be-gone firom me ; Be - gone, dvU ewe, Toa and 


P ^^^^i^i r f rc i r cf c ^ 


„ I can ne-yer a-sree: 


Long time fhim hatt been tar-17'ng here, and fain ihou 

4—. .-, T ft — N- 



wonidst me kill, But I' faitli, dull care, thou ne-Ter shalt have thy will ! 
Too much care will make a young man grajf My -wife shall dance and I will sing, so merrily 

And too much care will tum an old man to day c pass the day, [care away. 

For I hold it one of tlw wisest things to diive dull 


THOUGH PRUDENCE MAY PRESS ME. 


Moderato, 



^F^f-^-4: ^ ^^^=j4^4J^^^ ^ 


Though pru - dence may press me, And du • ty dis - tress me. A - gainst in • di- 



tr^^^^Jsii^^fei^^^T^T^^ 


p 


na-tion, Ah I what can they do ? No long- a 


ro-Ter,His foi - lies are 


c 4f -j hi^ - ^m f^u^^M t 


o-ter;— My heart| my fond heart, says, my Hen - ry is true. 

The bee, time, as ehangiuflr. With rapture vossessing ;— 

From sweet io sweet ran^^g, -In one cT'ry blessing, 

A rose should he light on, ne'er wishes tostray; Till, torn from her bosom* he fliea ftr away. 


VICTORIA'S SCEPTRE O'ER THE WAVES. 

The Poetry by Thomas CampbelL— ^Hie Music by Charies Neate. 
Rom/ojo eon anima* 



itr-Qr i -^ - 


^^^^=m 


Vic-to-zia'sscep«tre o*er the wares Has touchMand m^- ken slsve-ry's chain; Tet, 

dim. - - - - « 


frfmmm-^ ^ 



strange ma - gi • eaan, she en - daves,-— Yet, strange ma - gi - dan, she en - slaves Our 

tr. O Fine. Con Afftito 


|jiC l Jfl-J%^ 



hearts with -in her own do -main. Our Hearts with - in her own do -main. Her spi-rit 

cref. - - - - diMm • - ti eret, • c • " 

g 



jfc _ V »V* — — — — «VVfVV* "^ — 



is de-vout,and bums With thoughts a -verse to bl-go - ti7. And yet, her -self the 
P ertM. ' - - ^ ^ I),C.alFiMe. 



i-dd,tania— And, yet her -self the i-dolf tana, the i-dd, turns our souls in -to i - <3ol-a-try. 


^ fc 
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• iMgrMO' 


SPRING SONO. 

The Words tranilated from the German. — The Mntlc by Reisinger. 


m 



Sweet spring is it - tartk - ing; She breathes on the pUdn, And mea-dows are 

«» poeo rUard, 



bloom-lng In bean-ty a -gain; Now Air is the flow-er, And green is the grove, And 



soft is the show-er That falls flNua a - - bove. 


That fills from a - bove. 


Foil gladly I greet thee. 

Thou loveliest gaest ; 
Ah 1 long have I waited 

By thee to be blessM ;-> 
Stem winter threw o'er ns 

His heavy, edld chain ; 
We longed to be breathing 

In freedom again. 

And then, O thou kind one, 
Thou earnest, so mild ; 

And mountain, and meadow. 
And rivulet, smil'd ; 


The votes of thy nnsie 
Was heard in the grove ; 

The balm of thy breeses 
Invited to rove. 

Now welcome, thou lov'd one, 

Again and again. 
And bring us frdl many 

Bright days in thy teain, 
And bid the soft summer 

Not linger so long : 
E'en now we are w^ting 

To greet him In song. 


THE ECHOING HORN. 

Composed br Ame. 



P-tU J'fic ^' c i r uf' i ^i^^-m 


The e - cho-iag horn calls the sports* 


a • broad ; To horse, my brave boys, and a - 


i 


c i f. f f. I r J' J I J* tof=A-^H^-^^H^ 


way; The mom-ing is up, and the ery of the hounds Up4>raids our too tsdious ds- 


IJ.kM^ r. ere E-^H-f^=Ut£^ ^ 


lay. What plea-sureswe feel In pQr-su*ing the fox 1 O'er hill ando*erval-ley he 


^ k±Eifj-{Lj^jj=f=5jfijaLijr^ ^ 


flies; Then, fol-low: we'll soon o - ver -take him, hua- sal The trai-tor is sels'don,aad 




E 


the tnd-tor is seiz'don and 



dies. Then fol -low ;we']l soon o -ver- take him, hue -sa! The trai-tor is seiz'd on and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the spoil, 
like bacchanals, shouting and gay. 

How sweet with a bottle and lass to rafresh, 
And lose the fetignes of the day : 


With sport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy, 
Dan wisdom all hasplBess sours ! 

Since Ufe is no BMre than a passage at best, 
Let's strew the way over with ilow'ia. 

With flow'rs let's strew, &e. 
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ENCOMPASSED IN AN ANGEL'S FRAME. 

CkmipMcd by Jaickaon. 





toon did HeaT'n as - lert the daim, A nd call 'd its own a - way, And 

a - way. H^ An - na's worth, My An - na'i channi, most 



fill thiBte wUow'd anna ? An I me. 


§rr i ^-^^^J i . | ^ 


Abl me. Ahl me, my An - na'a urn. 


#\/S/N/WV/^>V^^^^kM^^%^W%/>^ 


Moderator 


p^^^^ 


THE WAKE OF TEDDY ROE. 



In Dub-lin, that ci - ty of rich -ee and ftune, A flsh-mong-er ttr'd, Ted-dy 

n-ttttJT=^ f r r i f j' nfs~^ 


Roe was hit name ; The 



; The neiffh-bonrs al fner'd, rich or poor, hig^ or low, And to 

IJ3|J^-j'jii4^jU;f_ij-;'^ jji 


wake with poor Ted they re-aolT'd for to go. Uiai De - la-ny, liia-treu Bla-ney, Bfis - ter 

adlil 



^g^ 



Fa-gaa, and Miss Doe; Who in a ooaeh all went, 


to 


wake poor Ted-dy Roe. 


AU bediiened so fine, in their best Sunday dothes, AtpooiTed'sthey airir'dywherethey'doftbeenbefore. 
Miss Doe's squint eye, and Mister Pagan's red nose; And Dogherty gave i loud thump at the door. 

(.SroKSN.]— Oat hobUai Phdim, (Teddy's andc) Arrah 1 Is it younslTes that eomos to irake with poor Ted j 
ho** op stain io tbs eock-loft, tskiiiff • paitiog gUias of Innithone with a few Mends t ao be alter walUog up tbe 
ladder, If you plaiae— icnpa your feel— ^ody, Judy, tha quality Is coma— atlck Teddy with Ua back aglaat the 
wall— pot his bent wig on, and a pipe in hla mouth }— walk up, ladlea, tea will aoon be ready.— What have yoa got 
for tea f— Barrings and pnUea-d*ye think, yon apalpeen, that that wUi satlafy — 

Miss Ddaney, &c. 
Now the whiskey went roond, till they coiild not And from words fell to blows, jnst like Donnybrook 

agree, fsir; 

Who were highest of rank, or of best pedigree; And amongst them poor Ted came in fbr his share* 

[SroKBN.]— Hubbuboo I Hubbuboo I— What the dlril are yon all aboat r— what are yon doing F By the powen of 
Moll Kelly! if they haTn*t got poor Ted among *cm— they'll smother the poor critor g et off him l-^get off him! 


—Judy, take hold of his log, and help me to dng him trom under the lump. Adi 1 eee there now, they hare given 

tha eorpse a black eye. 1 e x pected better beiiamir f^m 

Miss Delaney, &c 

Returning, a eoadiftin of whisky and gin, Snch figures of Am, 'twfll be said for their sake, 

At Iwme they arriy'd, and at length stagger'd in; Snre never before were seen at a wake. 

tSroKBM.]— Bless nt I Dogfacrty, what bb^k drunken dlvlls are you bringing home i Where did ynu pfck 'em 
up f— Don*t bother m^ and you'll gat ihe whole account as dear aa mud { bnt first waah and put to bed the ^ 
beaatUU^— 

Miss Delaney, &e* 
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AN THOU WERE MY AIN THING. 

Old Seoteh Mdody, ai nuig by Mr. VfUMmt—ne Worda by Banusy. 


IMtralo. 


m=fr^ \ i i JQi^ m. 




I would dasp thee In my arms, Urn I'd M-eorothee from all harms; For a - 

D, C. at Fine, 



bove all mor - tala fhoa hast charms— How dear - ly 


lo*e thee I 


Of race fivine thoa needs must be, 
Since nothins earthly equals thee ; 
So I must swl presumptootts be, 
To show how much I lo'e thee. 

An thon wfre« &e» 

The godi one things peenliar hsTe, 
To r^n none whom they can save ; 
O I for their sake, support a slare* 
Who only lives to lo^e thee. 

An thon ware, &c. 


To merit I no daim can make. 
But that I love, and for your sake ;-» 
What man can more, 1*11 undertake. 
So dearty do J lo*e thee. 

An thou were, &e« 

My passion, constant as the sun. 
Flames stronger still, will ne'er have done, 
TDl fetes my thread of life have spun. 
Which, breathing out, I'll to'e thee. 

An thon were, &c. 


V\A/WV>^rfN/VW\/V\/S/V/>/Wi 


Modtrqio. 


O, TIBBIE ! I HAE SEEN THE DAT. 

The Ftoetry by Bums.— The Music as sung by Mr. Wilson. 


#^i J. J;/'"^/' J- / I J jOJi^^- ^^' ^- 


OI nb-Ue, I hae seen the day Ye wad na been sae shy; For lack o' gear ye 


J. J. J., }■■ J. l i Ji r^.-j^^ty"--^ 



lig^-ly me;Bnt,trothl Icare-naby. Yes-treen I metyononthemnir, Yespak na,but gaed 

D.CalFine. 


i f,> f. ' E r. ■ fj f ' Jjfe^". j i J. } . I J J ^m^ 


by like stove; Ye geek at me h e -ca u s e I'm poor; But flent a hair care II 


I doubt na, lass, but ye may think. 
Because ye hae the name o* dink, 
That ye can please me wi' a wink, 
Whyene'er ye like to try. 

O, Tibbie 1 I hae seen, kc 

But sonow tak him that's sae mean, 
Althousrh his pouch o' coin were clean, 
Wha follows ony saney quean 
That looks sae proud and higii. 

O, TlbUel I hae seen, &e. 

Althoai^ alad were e'er sae smart, 
If he but want the yellow dirt, . 


Yell cast your head auither airt, 
And answer him ta\ dry. 

O, Tibbie 1 I hae seen, &e. 
But, if ye hae the name o' gear. 
Yell «uten to him like a brier, 
Though hardly he, for sense or lear. 
Be better than the kye. 

O, Tibbto 1 I hae seen, &e 
But, Tibbie, lass, tak my advice. 
Your daddie's gear makes you sae nice, 
The deO a ane wad spdr your price. 
Were ye as poor as I. 

O, Tibbie ! I hae seen, &e. 
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AndanU, 


THE GOLDSN DATS OF GOOD QUEEN BESS. 

Old Bngliih Hdody.— Poeti; hj CoUliia. 



To my 


at-ten-tlon, tnd deem it not 


myB-te.rj, If we 


jnm-Ue to-geth-er mu-sie, po-e-tiy, and hli-to-iy; Hie times to dis-plsy, in the 




days ofQneenBess, sir. Whose name and whose mem-'ry pos - te - ri - ty may blees, sir:> 


^^rr F f I ^'gM 


Oltliegoi-dendays of goodQneenBcss; Mer-ry be the msm-o-ry of goodQneen Bess. 


Then we langh'd at the hngbean of Dons and 
annadas, nnrayadoes ; 

With their gunpowder poibi and the& blnst'rinc 

For we Icnew how to manage both the musket and 
the bow, sir, [a crow, sfar. 

And could bring down a Spaniard just as easy as 

1 the golden days, &e« 

llien our streets were unpav'di and our houses were 
thateh*d, sfar ; [latchM, sir ; 

Our windows weve lattie^d, and our doors only 

Yet so few weve the folkB that would phudor or 
rob, sir, [sir. 

That the hangman was starring for want of a job, 

OI the golden days, &c. 

Then our ladies, with large mib, tied round about 
the neck tut, [breakfsst ; 

Wo'id gobble up a pound of beef-steaks for their 

While a close quUl'd-up eolf thefar noddles Just did 
fit, sir, [spit, sir. 

And they truss'd up as tig^ as a rabbit for the 

Ol the golden days, &c. 

Then jerkins, and doid»lets, and yellow worsted 
hose, sir, [beaus, sir ; 

With a huge pair of whiskers, was the oress of our 

Strong' hut they preferred, too, to claret or to 
hock, sir ; . [sir. 

And no poultiy they pris'd like the wing of an ox, 

01 tiie golden miys, &c. 

Good ndghbourhood, then, was as plenty, too, as 

beef, sir, 
And the poor from the rich never wanted relief, sfar; 
While merry went the nUll-clack, the shuttle, and 

fht plow, sir; [brow, sir. 

And honest men could Utc by the sweat of their 

O I the golden days, &c. 


Then foot-ball, and wrestling, and pitching of the 

bar, sfar. 
Were pNferr'd to a flute, to a fiddle, or guitar, sir; 
And for jaunting, and junketting, the&v'rite regale, 

«r **'» , [ale. sir. 

Was a walk as for as Chelsea, to demolish buns and 

O! the golden days, &c. 
Then the folks, ey*ry Sunday, went twice, at least, 
to church, sir ; purch. sir : 

And never left the parson, nor Us sermon, in the 
For they judc'd th4t the Sabbath was for people to 
be good in, sir, [without a pudding, sir. 

And they thought it Sabbath-biuaking, if they din'd 

1 the golden days, &c 
Then our gpreat men were good, and our good men 
were great, sfar, [state, sir ; 

And the props of the nation were the pillars of the 
For the sovereign and subvject one interest sup- 
ported, [courted. 

And our powerful alliance by all pow'rs then was 

OI the goUen days, ^. 
Then the Ugh and mighty states, to their ever- 
lasting stain, sfar,. [Spain, sir ; 
By Britons were releas'd from the gamng yoke of 
And the rousM British lion, had aiu Europe then 
combined, sir, [before the wind, shr. 
Undismay'd, would have seatter'd them, like chaff 

Ol the golden days, &c. 
Tlius they ate, and they drank, and they work'd, 
and they play'd, sir; [sir: 

Of their friends not asham*d, nor of enemies afraid, 
And little did they think, whm this ground they 
stood on, sir, [gone, sir. 

To be drawn from the life, now they're alTdead and 

O! the gddai days. Ice. 


THE GOLDEN DAYS WE NOW POSSESS. 

A Seq[uel to above, and adapted to the same Music. 


In the praise of Queen Bess lofty strains have been 

sung, sir ; [sir ; 

And hofome has been echoM by old and by young, 

But from times that are pass'd we'll for once-tum 

our eyes, sir, 
As the times we ei^Joy 'tis but wisdom to prise, sfar: 
Then, whatever were the days of good Qneea Bess, 
Jjtt us praise the golden days we now possess. 


Without armies to combat, or armadas to with* 

stand, sir. 
Our foes at our foet, and the sword in our hand, sir, 
Lasthag peace we secure, while we*re lords of the 
seas, sfar, [sfar. 

And our stout wooden walls are our sure guarantees. 
Such are the golden days we now possess. 
Whatever were the days of good CUieen Bess. 


"1 
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No bigots rule the roast now, with perseeatioii 
dire, sir ; [the fire, sir ; 

Burning zeal now no more heaps the fagpgot on 
No bishop now can broil anoor JewliJceaplgeon,8far; 
Nor bwbaene a Pagan, like a pig, for rd%ion, sir. 
Sueh are tiie golden daya, &c. 

Now no legendary saint robs the lab*rer of one day, 
Ezeept, now and then, wiiea ho ealebntaa Saint 

Monday : 
And good foUu, er'ry Sabbath, keep drareh wltii- 

Ottt a pother, sir, [t*other, sir. 

By walluag in at one door, and stealing out at 

Such are the goLdien days, &c. 

Then, for dress, modem belles bear the bell beyond 

compare, sir, [wear, sir; 

Though farthingales and ruffs are got rather out of 

But when tmssM up, like pullets, whether fat, lean, 

orphiMissfar, 


Tis no matter, so they've got but a merry thought 
and rump, sir. 

Such are the golden days, &c. 

Then for props of the stats, what can equal in 
story, sir, [fiti 

Those two stately pDlftt, callM a Whig and aTory , 

Though, by shifting thdr ground, they sometimes 
get so wnmg, sir, [sir. 

They Ibfget to whiek ride of the bouse they belong. 

Such are the golden days, &e. 

But, as props of their strength and uprightness may 

boast, sir, [post, sir. 

While the proudest of piUars may be shook by a 

May the firm friends of freedom her blessings 

inherit, sir, [merit, sir. 

And her foes be advanc'd to the post which they 

Then shall the flrolden days we now possess 

Far surpass the Doasted days of good Queen Bess. 


lAndantmo. 


THE TOP-SAILS SHIVER IN THE WIND. 

Composed by Dr. Ame. 



though thy 


thouirii thy sai-lor's bound a - far, Still 


thouf^ thy ^8ai-lor*8 bound a - far. 

Should landsmen flatter when weWe sailed, 

O, doubt their artfol tales ; 
No gallant sailor ever fsil'd. 

If love breafh'd constant gales: 
Thou art the compass of my soul. 
Which steers my heart from pole to pole. 

Syrens in every port we meet. 

More fell than rocks or waves ; 
But sudi as grace the British fleet 


lead - ing 

Are lovers, wd not slaves : 
No foes our courage shall subdue. 
Although we've left our hearts with yon. 

These an oar eares, but, if you're khid, 
Well scorn the dashing main ; 

The rocks, tiie billows, and tiie wind, 
The power of France and Spain. 

Kow England's glory rests with you ;■— 
Our sails are nU, sweet girls, adieu I 


AmdoHibio, 


TO THE CLOUDS. 

The Poetry by Goethe.— The Music by J. P. liots. 



Clouds that sweep the m3 - iQght heav-en. On your bright wings let me rove ; 



an-guish 

Oft, my nightly vigils keeping, 
I have wateh'd you till the dawn ; 

Through the far blue heavens sweeping, 
On your snowy pinions borne ! 

Away, away, for ever speeding, 
Careless wanderers <n the air ; 


None who love me, none to love. 

Human joy and woe unheeding, 
Ahl ye pause not at my prayer 1 

Leave, O, leave me not in sadness. 
Heavenly longings in my breast ; 

Bear me on your wings of gladaess- 
To the for home of my rest I 


t' 
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iModerato, 


MY FATHER'S HOME. 

Arranged ezprcMly for thk Work, to an Air by Mosart. 

A, 



A - eroas the troa-Ued 



I lee A nullwliiteeot-tagey'iieatlis 


fHf mv4U\f-^\ i ^ i jpf ^ 


■un- light, reit - lag par - tial • ly; On that one apot-^with fond-ling bean, Thei« 



turn my thonghta 


thoiurhti -where-^ I roant^It is my Ih-ther'a chil -dren*i home: There 


torn my tbonghts -where - 'er I roam— It is my flt-ther'i chil - dren'a home 1 


torn my thoughts where 

Uke the chaf d imfe, 'twixt it and here. 
My iorginff spirit darkly swells : 

Yet one bright spot of lore will ne*er 
Grow dim beneath its nioody spells ;— 

Howe*er the storm-dond o*er me conie, 

Bright be my father's children's home I 

There dwell the sisters, dower'd with ancht 

Of love once wann*d a heart, now oold ; 
Which still, for them, woold think it nanght 


my 

To coin its life-drops into gold ; 
The bright-eyed nrchins there, to roam, 
Who glad a grey-haired fother's home ! 

My blessings on the mnch-lor'd qpot, 
Because 1 lore the dwellers there : 

When they are lor'd not, or forgot, 
Unanswer'd be my fondest prayer t 

Tliough ne'er within its cope 1 come, 
HeaTen shield my fother's diildren's home I 


«/\^ 'vrx/v/^/N/v/^ «v/\/>y\/\/>/\/\^ 


BBITY WADE AND MR. SOLOMON. 

Ck>mposed by Hook. 

— ^^ A^ 

I lor'd a maid, eall'dBct-ty Wade, Sotallandper-pen-di-caJar: Her neck and waist 




did please my taste, In e«Te-ry par -ti-eu-lar ; tier roguish eye did seem to cry. 



If you would have me, fM- low, man;' Then at her feet Isigh'd,'0,sweet,Do pi-tyMistcr 


#fJ1p[ f. | ^^it;j^=lJ4^C j,r8 fT.lr'J*5 g 


So-lo-mon,Mis-ter So-lo-mon,Mister So-lo-mon, Do pi-ty,pi-ty,Mis-ter So-lo-mon.' 

I bought a iine 
New valentine, 
And dghteenpenee I paid for it ; Her sweeUteart was unknown to ma, 

I sent ner, too, And him I met, 


A grenadier. 

As you shall hear. 


Some verses new, 
Which I myself had made for it. 

The verses said, — 

* O, Betty Wade, 
I*m no deeeitfiil hollow man ! 

A lover true, 

I sigh for you. 
Tour eoQstent, (hithfol Solomon !' 


With mv sweet Bet, 
But she was Uke a stone to 


* Good sir, this maid 

Is mine,* I said, 
« Thou^ you're s fierce and taller man ;* 

Said she, ' you Be, 

It's all my eye. 
So hop off, Mr. Sounaon I' 
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IF THAT HIGH WORLD. 

Hebrew Melody, adapted to the Poetry of Lord Byron. 


.CantaMe, 



If that high world which lies be-yond 061^ own, Snr . tI - y\ng 





dears ; If there the cher-ishM heart be fond, The eye the same ex - eept in 



tears ; — How welcome those un - trod-den 


spheres, How sweet this Te-rybonr to 
^ ad Kb. ^ , ^ 


die; To soar from earth, and 



It must be so — ^'tis not for self 
That we so tremble on the brink, 

And« striving to overleap the gnlf, 
Yet cling to being's breaking Unk. 


all fears Lost in thyHgfat, « • ter - ni-tyl 


01 in that Attnn let ns tUnk 

To hold each heart the heart that shares; 
With them th' immortal waters drink, 

And sonl in sonl grow deathless theirs 1 


DERE'S SOME ONE IN DE HOUSE WID DINAH, 

As Song by the EtUopiaa Serenaders. 







Ole Joe sat at de gar-den-gate, He conldn'tgetinkase he eom'd toolate;Heiip wid a 



stone and knock at de door : <I wanta to eome In,' says dis black Joe. 


•Who'a dere?» 



'Ole Joe.' *What, ole Joe.' Tea, ole Joe.' Ole Joe kicking up be -hind and before, De yaller gal 


Jj'iijij'.f'jW' nif.nJ'H^'^ 



kicking up be-hind ole Joe. <Dere*s some one in de house wi' Di-nah, Dere's some xme in d^ 



fe ^#^Mqqp^ ^ 


house, I know; Dere's some one in de hoose wl' Dinah, Play.faig on de ole ban-jo. 

In come a nigger wid a blne-tail'd coat : 


Oat come Dinah—' What for you dere ?* 
* I want a gun to shoot dat hare ;' 
' Come, ole nigger, dat game won't do. 
You'd better go home and mend ycnir slioe.' 

Ole Joe, &C. 
He came to town in a shocking fright. 
For he heard a noise, and ho see'd a li^^t ; 
Some boys were running up and down. 
Shouting, < Ole Joe's jus come to town t* 

Ole Joe, &)C 


' Can you ghre me change for a live-pound n<tfe?' 
' About your notes I do not know. 
But I'll give you a note on de ole banjo.' 

Ole Joe, &c. 
Ole Joe was a nice young man, 
He v«ed to ride ole dobbin Dan ; 
But he sent him spinning down de UD, 
And I calculate he lies dere still. 

Ole Joe, oEQi 


SI 
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!*j' j Te i r^^ ^ r^nr r J' t i ^^ ^i 


while the son le tint-ing yet The clouds he bath*d in light he-fbrel For 




^^ gF ^t^-^ 


thee, For 


then a-cro8S the ail • rer sea I send my heart's best lore to 



then a-cro88 the sil - ver sea 


And look thou on the Tirgin moon. 
When faintly first her cresoent gleams ; 

Nor eease thy gase, belored, soon, 
Bnt hold me ever in thy dreams ; 

For there my heart that hoar shall be, 
oft 


Dreaming of thee, lote — only thee I 


send my heart's best lore to thee. 


My lor'd, my beantifiil, my ownl 

In fancy thns we will unite. 
Even till the dreary hours are flown 

That keep thee from my anzions sight ; 
And then my worshipp'd star shall be 


ft it 


Thee only, dearest— only theel 


\/N/\ /v/> rv/x « 


THE TEETOTAL SOCIETY, 

Sung by Henry Russell, and published in Davidson's Cneap and Uniform Edition of his Compositions. 
nQnast adagio . w 



Come, Ua-ten, kind gen -tie -folks all, To a man of res-pect- a - ble sta-tion, 

i 




Who's late - ly been bless 


Mwith a call To lec-ture un-to ^his whole na«tion. The 


^' f. J' J i f(. ^-^ ^l^ UU^^^t^ 


snfageet I*ve cho-aen to - night I can broach with the great-eat pro . pri - e - ty, — Tla to 




fii:: 


get aU my friends to u - nite, And join the Tee- to - tal So - d - e - ty. 


Once I took a great deal of strong drink- 
Rum, brandy, and all of that ere, sir ; 

But it now g^ves me pleasure to think 
\lcohol I scaroely can bear, sir. 

Neither wine, beer— nor dder, for me, sir ; 
But I do sometimes take a moiety 

Of brandy mix'd into my tea, — 
'Tie allowed by the Total Sodety. 

Should you ask, ' why my nose looks ro red* 

One gentleman there I see winking — 
Now to tdl you the reason I dread ; 

' But it blushes to see so much drinkiog.* 
Should your dieeks be as red as a rose. 

And yon stick to the strictest sobriety, 
Tbe bloom wUl draw down to your nose. 

If you join the Teetotal Sodety. 


In your limbs should you hftve any pains, 

Pour rum on the put that's affected ; 
Or brandy, internally, for strains — 

For rheumatism 'tis not rejected. 
Yoii may always keep some in the house, 

Only use it with stoictest propriety. 
And keep it as snug as a mouse — 

'Tis allowed by the Total Society. 

One night I'd been lecturing hard, 

i felt that my breathing grew shorter, 
I found that some wag, 'pon my word. 

Had put gin in my pitdier of water. 
I felt voy fsint, I dedare. 

For you know I'm the pink of sobriety; 
1 wius carried home in an arm-chaii-, 

By some mems of the Total Sodety. 


,1 


REMEMBER ME. 

Poetry by G. J. De WQde. — Arranged expressly for this Work, to the beautiful Air, ' Souvenir dn Slmplon.' 
n Andante. %. 

Re-mem-ber me, at ev - 'ning's set. When day-light's world -ly tasks are o'er, But 





Moderain, 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 
OCHOIN, OCHIIIO. 

As sung by Mr. Wilson. — Old Scotch Melody. 


O! was up - on that fear - m* deed, O on-o-ehri, O! O 


O! wae up - on that fear - m* 


on - - ehri 


iri, 1 That cans' 


^^K^ 


^ti^^j^Mm 


my own true 


33 


m 


bleed ; O • on - 



o-diri, on-o-chrl, on-o - chrl, 01 't)nr hands had scarce been joinM, when 


Ol O on-o - chrl. Ol O 


on-o - ehri, 


Tnh\-m 


OlThe mth-less 
adUb. 


ffJljlJ-P l T ^ pto^xpijJui^ s 


band my love laid low. O on-o - chri, on-o - chri, on-o - chrl, O I 


I wander sad, and tears of woe, 

Ochoin o-chri O ! &e. 
Bedew my cheeks where'er I go ; 

Ochoin o-chri 1 &c. 
May death my grieving heart soon free, 

Ochoin o-chri 1 &c. 
It*8 sweeter now than life to me, 

Ochoin o-chri 1 &e« 


The mnrderons deed their ttres shall stain, 

Ochoin o-chri 1 &c. 
They broke my bower, my love they've slain : 

Ochoin o-ehii 1 &c. 
But ae lock o* his golden hair, 

Ochoin o-chri O I &c. 
Was a' they yielded to my prayer, 

Ochoin o-chri 1 &c. 


WITHIN A MILE OF EDINBURGH. 

Composed by Hook. 



year, 



Sweet layloeksbloom*d and the 


was down, Andeach shep-herdwoo'd 


^f.f. cpfJAij^ 


dear. Bon -ny Jock -ey, blithe andgay,ffiss'dsweet Jenny making hay; The las - sie biush'dand 

A. 





frowningcried.'No.Doit willnot do. . - . I cannot, cannot, wonnot,wonnot,munnot buckle to.' 


Jockey was a wag that never would wed, 
Though long he had foUow'd the lass ; 
Contented, she eam'd and eat her brown bread, 
And merrily tnm'd up the grass. 
Bonny Jockey, blithe and free. 
Won her heart right merrily ; 
Yet stUl sheblush'd, and frowning cried, *No,iio, 
it will not do ; [to.' 

I ccnnot, cannot — ^wonnot, wonnot — munnot buckle 


But when he vow'd he would make her his bride, 
Tluyughhisilocks and his herds were not liow, 
She gave him her handy and a kiss beside, 
And vow'd ^e'd for ever be true. 
Bonny Joekey, blithe and free, 
Won nor heart right merrily ; 
At church, she no more frowning cried, ' No, no, 
* tt will not do; [to.' 

I cannot, cannot — wonnot, wonnot — munnotbuckle 


••■■■»■ 
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RED IS THE BILLOW SPRAY. 

NatiT« Hindostaaee Melody, arranged by C. Horn to the Poetry of W. Reader. 
Moderato, 



Pf ^uU Jy ^ H^j^^^q'^ 


Red ii the UUlow spray, ting*d with the sun-ny ray, Sink-ing in mist o'er the hills of 

ore*. 

It 



light: But cold is its hue to the tu -lip cheek Or the rose-hod lip of the maid I seek; And 



dim*s the gleam which il-lumes the deep. To the lore -lit smile in her eyes of sleep. Un-gernot, 

CTft, 


^m 



Mi 



^^ 



1 


wea-ry bark ! Speed, ere the wave be dark ; Soon on her bo - som shall fleet the night. 

See I the last bhish has fled, The moon breaks forth from her clouds awhile, 

Far o*er the mountain's head ; But I aee not my musk-breathing maiden's isle. 
Dusk looks the moon through a gray cloud*s shade ; Rose ! when the dreary sea 

Wearily flits ilia sea-fowl near. Holds me no more from thee, 

And rests on tiie beak of my boat in fear ; Snule, and the bud of my woe shall fade! 



THE CANARY BIRD. 

Br Charles Dibdin. 


i ^^^gfe^^^y^^^ ^ 


•^ucefsle of sai lors nour-ly va-rleStLestdoubts should wound my an-zlous breast, 
from thd Ca-na-ries Jack brought to set my heart at rest: 'His life is 



This pret - ty bird 



brought to set my heart i 


coarm'd, and when witn tadnflis,* Cried he, ' Us notes he moura-Ail gives, Then che-rish care 


^>>r. . ^ i J'ij \.-L^ ^ 


^ 


^ 


^ 


in . dnlge oes - pair; But sweet-ly if they thrill with glad-ness. But sweet-ly 

r 



^m 



tf^ they thrill with ^adnais, Re}oioe« and know your lo-Tor lires !* Attention, mark ! Hark, hark ! 


AVkgroi 



ALL AROUND THE MAY-POLE. 

Composed by Dr. Ame. 



All s- round the May-pole, how they trot, hot, pot, And brown ate have got: 

TTTlrf 


) 


fej :_i4- ^ . £^ 



Bout -ing, shout -ing, At you flout -mg, fl^^r - in^, jeer . ing, and whnt not. 


I ■> - 


T^ 
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All a • rousd th« May-pole, how thej trot, hot, pot, Aii4 brown ale have got. 


Tliere ia old 8i-le-iio friaka Uke a Hiad lad, flad 


to aea «• 10 lad; 


f^^ 



Cap*ring» vap'riaiTt while Pol actap-ing, ooaz-ea the lasa-es, aa he did the dad. 


|s ^^=^^Vrtf- -H4r^-^M^ '^^ j'^^^fr 


AU a-ronnd the May-pole, how they trot, hot, pot, And brown ale have got. 


Alieff M^Jermto, 


THERE WAS A JOLLY MILLER. 

From the Opera of * Lote in a Yillage.*^CMd EngHih Air. 



workM and saag from mom till night, No lark more blithe than he : 


And 


i 


fezS 


s 


^^^^^^^ 


o 


^ 


t 


p^ 


this (he bnr - den of Us song For er • er us'd to be, — ' I eara Ibr 


s 


no • bo - dy, No, not I, If no-bo - dy 


THE CHAPEL. 


^<^ J -iJx4i^ i= 


Ibr 


Translated from the German oC Uhland, and adapted to an Air by H. Proeh. 
AmdtmU taHemmio. 


Yon-der eha-pel on the moon-tain Looks up - on a tale of joy; l!^n-der 


f^=H?f^=e ^^g ?^ ■' nl-I^HHH^ 


cha-pel on the moon-tain Looks op - on s vale of joy; 


There be - 



lew, )fj moss and foon 


^^=# 


Don - tain, Gay- ly sings the herdsHnwn*8 boy; 


Inera be • 


"—f 


^m^^^^ LjiU—s: 


low, by moss and foim - tain, Gay - ly sings the herds - man'i bogr*. 

Hark I opon the breexe descending, Homeward to the mcve they're btisgiag 

Somnd of dlffre and funeral bell, Forms that grac'd the peaoefiil lala i^^ 

And the boy, his song suspending — Yoothfol herdsman, gnylf singtng» 

Listens, gazing from the dell. Thos they'll chant thy nineral waiL 


iez. 


I 
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Vivace, 


FISHER'S SONG. 

Translated from the Gexlian, and adapted to an Air by Yon Rhyn. 


p nrr J'm si^ 


^^ 


Up and down, all day long, Life glides by us, like onr song. In our lit-tle fish - er 


fe 4j ^,^g= £ 



boat, on tiie rest -less sea we float : Up and down, all day longyUfe glides by us, like our song. 

Far from care, far from pain. Over life's tempestnoos tide ; 

Far from tbonghts of greedy gain, Vwe firom care, far firom pain, 

Calsdly, cbeerfUly, we ride Fbr ftoia thonghta of greedy gain. 

WHAT SHALL WE HAVE FOR DINNER, MRS. BOND ? 

AUMoreUa IProm * Tlie Mayor of Garrett.' 



'What shall we have for dm -n«r, Ids-tress Bond?' 'There's beef in the Isr-derand 



ducks 


pond.* DilldffldmdmdffldmdiUdiU diU'd, Come here and be 


m 


Q3J f'ff WF^=f 4^ ^ 


kiU'd. DUl dm diU diU diU dill dill dm dm'd, Come hera and be kffl'd. 

But they wm not oome to be km'd, Mit. Bond.' 

JDmdill,&e. 

Mrs. Bond then flies to the pond In a rago^ 
With plenty of onions, and plenty of sage. 

l>mdill,&e. 

8he cried, ' little wagtails, oome here and be ]dU*d, 
For yon must be stimf d, and my cnstomers fiJl'd.' 

Dmdm.&c 


' Send US the beef first, good Mrs. Bond; 
And get ns some ducks dress'd out of the pond.' 

Dmdm, &c 

• John Ostler, go and km a duck or two ;' 

* Ma'am,' says John Ostler, * 1*U try what I can do.' 

Dm dm, &0. 

Vrt been to the docks that are in the pond. 


THE NIGHT-WATCH.- A SONG OF THE SENTINEL. 

Poetry by Alfred Creighton.— Arranged expressly for this Work, to a celebrated Air by Meyerbeer. 
A Moderaio, > y 


^ 


M^Hr 


iCe niglit - watchi the n.tfht- watch* though '^ark^'and drear it be, 



GUdes swift - ly when the si - lent soul Com 


ff-rj irr. J iDi^^tgiijj^ 


with mem-o - rr: 



Who Gom-eth fh)m the cutcs of thought, lo tell of mo-ments past; Whose 


gMMTJTH-T^^^Tpr ■ J- J3 \\^ ^ 


blight -ness bear-eth but one pain. And that, — they flew too ftst. 

The night-watch I the night-watch ! And our bow * a doud of milk-wUte fi 

I love, I lore it well. Is dIppM as <ash along— 

When tiie widte moon, in the midnight Heaven, As the poet's wIl mI soul explores 

FUDs on the deep blue swell : The fairy realms of song. 


i 
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THE LITTLE HaY-MAKER. 

Ck>mpoMd by Ree>». 


rrfj-^^ i ^ 



>Twas in June, ro-syJune» tint I Mun-ter'd one morning, All alone through the fiddi, just as 


^» i ,j- 1 j- i J . J J I ; i^uuLj i t-f¥=t^ 


Phoe-bae i?as dawn-ing, When for -tone lo flz'd it, for which the denee take her, I muat 

ad Ub. a Umpo 



fJldeep in lore with a pret-ty hay-mak*er— Tea in love, deep in lore, deep in 



^ fcjj^^^^iaq:-Ulpl: 


loTe with a pret-ty hay-mak-er. Deep in love with s lit -tie hay-mak-er. 


She wasfidr and well form'd ; nay, all lovely, I ownit, 
And the grass here and there into hillocks had 
thrown it ; [sake her ; 

Her words were — ' Stand by, sir.' — I strove to for- 
Bnt, no, 1 was caught by this pretty haymaker, — 
Yes, in love, deep in love, with a little haymaker. 

What to do I can't tell, for a case more perplexing 
Was sore never known, — no, nor truly more vexing ; 
Pray, young men, have a care of the idds and each 
raker. 


Lest you fall deep in love with some pretty hay- 
maker, — [maker. 
Tea, I'm trapp'd, fairly trapp'd, by a little hay- 

'Twas her itgure, her mien, and two pretty black 

eyes, sir, [surprise, sir; 

With a blush the most sweet, took my heart by 

Twas something bewitching, for which the deuce 

take her. 
Made me fidl deep in love with this little havmakcr,—> 
Yes, in love, deep In love, with a little haymaker. 



Modernto Vtvttee. 


WITH MY JUG IN ONE HAND. 

Composed by J. Smart. 


£3 ^^3 i^ ^F3^tlJJTfFp 



With my jog in one hand, And my pipe in the - ther, I drink to my neighbour and 


pH^F f ^ m^-F^f=f 



friend; My cares in a whiff of to-bac-co I smoth-er, For life, I know, short-ly must 



end. While Ce-res most kind-ly re -fills my brown Jug with good ale, I will make my -self 
mellow; la my old wick -er chair I will seat my-self 8nug,IJke a jol-lyand tma 




hap.py fel- low; like a jol-ly, like a Jol-ly, like a jol-lyand tmehap-py fel-hnr. 


i ne'er trouble my head with the cares of the nation, 

My own being all I need mind ; 
For the cares of this life are all grief aad vexation,— 

To death we must all be consigned. 


Then I'll laugh, drink, and smoke, and leave nothing 
But drop, like a pear that is mellow ; [to pay. 

And, when cold in my coflin, I'll leave them to say,- 
* He's gone! what a hearty old fellow 1' 


f 
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HUNTING THE HARE. 

Old Eng^ Air. 



^tTT^'-^^p-u ^ J j' J' l 1 1 , m 


Songs of shep-herdfl in nu-ti-caliinm-de-laytyFonn'din fen-ey and 'whistled on reeds, 


Song to sd-Aoeyoungnymphs np-on ho-ly-days, An too nn-wor-thy for won -der-fnl deeds; 




Sot-tlsh Si-le-nns, to Plus-bos the ge-aivs, was sent by dameVe-nns a song to pre-parc; 


p; I fMljF f.^4;^. I J J I ■^. ^ 1 


In phrase nioe - ly eoin*d,And verse quite re-ftn'd| How the spates di-vlne hnnt-ed the hare. 


Stars, quite tir'd with pastimes Olympical, 
Stars and planets that beantifal shone, 
Coold no longer endure, that men only shali 
Swim in pleasttrcsy and they bat look on ; 

konad about homed 

Luelna they swarmed, 
And her inform'd how minded they were, 

Baeh god and goddess 

To take human bodies. 
As lords and ladies to follow the hare. 

Chaste Diana applauded the motion, 
While pale Prowipine sat in her plaee. 
To i^uide the welkm and govern the ocean, 
While she conducted her nephews in chase ; 

Br her example 

Tneir father to trample, 
Hie earth old and ample, they soon leaTC the air; 

Nmtnne the water, 

Ana wine liber pater, 
And Mars the slaughted to follow the hare. 

Toung god Cupid was mounted on PcRasus, 
Borrowed of the muses with kisses and prayers ; 
Stem Alddes upon cloudy Caufacus, 
Mounted a centaur that proudlv him bears : 

Postilion of the sky, ' 

light-heel'd Mercurr, 
Made his oourser fly fleet as the air; 

While tuneAd Apollo 

Tlie chase did follow, 
And hoop and hollow, boys, after the hare. 


Drowned Narcissus, from his metamorphosis 
Rous*d by echo, new manhood did take ; 
Snoring Somnus upstarted from Cimmeries, — 
Before for a thousand vears he did not wake ; 

There was clubfooted 

Muldber booted. 
And Pan ptostioted on Corydon's mare ; 

JEoius flouted. 

And Momus shouted. 
And Pallas pouted, yet followed the hare* 

Hymen ushers the lady Astrea, 
The Jest took hold of Latona the cold ; 
Ceres the brown, with bright Cytherea, 
Thetis the wanton, Bellona the bold ; 

Shamefoc*d Aurora, 

With witty Pandora, 
And Malla with Flora did company bear ; 

But Juno was stated 

Too high to be mated. 
Although she hated not hunting the hare. 

Three brown bowls to the Olymplcal rector 
Hie IVoy-bom boy presents on his knee ; 
Jove to Phoebus carouses in nectar. 
And Phoebus to Hermes, and Hermes to me ; 

Wherewith infused, 

I piped and mused. 
In language unused, their sports to declare ; 

Till the house of Jove 

like the Spheres did more; — 
Health to those who lore hunting the hare ! 


An^miUf SMI Ufirtuimu 


THE BEACON. 

Composed by William Hawes. 



The scene was morebeau-ti - f nl nr to my eye. Hum if day In Its prids liad ar- 



"nnrrrg i f ^Hrn~^ 


lay'diti TIm land breese blew mild, and the a-sure-arch'dsky Look'd 



i^i r ti'\ i'^T^^t t f- r 6-tt#Kr r rn 


apl^iit that made it. The mur-murs rose soft as I si- lent -ly gas'dOn tho 


! 
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^ t j ^ if ^1 Ji^^^^dl^f^^J^ ^ fe 


ahadowy wave*! play -ftil mo-tioa, Item the dim diita&ti8le,tiU the bea- con fife 



w^^^ ^^^^ 


m 


bIas*dyLtke a star in the midat of the o-oean. No long-er the joy of the 




sai - lor -boy'sbreaatWaaheard In hia wild - ly breath'd nnmbera ; The 


bird had 


^^f W^' ^=f=mf^^4=!f^^t^'^^ 


flown to his wave- gir-dl*d neat, Hie flah - er-man annk to hia alttmbera. One 


a tempo prima ^^ t V K 


mo-ment I look*dfromthe hill's gentle tlope, All hnah'dwaa the bQ-lows e-mo-tion, And 


^^^^m 



^^p 


thought that the beacon look'dloye-ly as hope,That star in Hfe*8 trem - n-lous o-cean. 

Tlie time is long past, and the scene is afiv ; In life's dosing hour, wlien the trembling sonl flies, 

Tet, when my head 


resta on its pUlow, 
thei 
Ihat blu'd on the breast of the billow. 


Will memory sometimes rekindle the star 


And death stills the heart's last emotion, 
O then may the seraph of mercy axise, 
like a star on eternity's ocean 1 


DEVOTION. 

The Poetry by Sfinraa.— The Mnsie founded on a Suabian Melody, by F. M. D'Alquen. 


AndtmU, 



t hH"-J7 



Come to these arms, mine own true- heart-ed, Thoogh ail have from thee so cold - ly 



^^1^ J7P j4H^r^ ^P 


part-ed, Like the lea;ves from astrick-en tree: Ol think not I so false Irill 


fc=.#lH ^^ ^^ ^^p y J^I^ ^ ^^F ^ 


be: No, no, this breast ahaU be thy pil-low. Ando'er the ri-Tcr as weeps the 



^m 


wil • loWfTUl thy amile has wa-ken'd mine, I'll add my tears with joy to tliine. 


Hast thon not, dearest, told me often. 
If I thy sorrows would share and soften, 
Though all else might from thee fly, 
Thou still shouldst feel too bles8*d to sigh ? 
Then droop no more, for I am near thee. 
With heart to love, and with voice to cheer thee ; 
And for me, where'er we roam, 
Thy smiles will make s hi^py home. 


Yes, though the path we roam be douded. 
If love's warm glances still keep unshrouded 
They will cheer life's darkest hour, 
And shine through ev'ry storm and shower ; 
Yet, as the ioe drops on the mountain, 
Stopp'd on its way to some summer fountaiBf 
Should my home as wintry be, 
I'U share it until death with thee. 


aso 
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LONG I'VE BEEN AN ORPHAN POOR. 

Composed by J. Dary. 
rgo Affetfnosr*, 



han - ger die ; Daiigh*ten 



Sons of hu - ma - oi - ty» O 


f^-J-J^ FF^ 


i»i-ty» 


O pi • ty the poor beg - gar boy 1 Dangh-ten of cha - ri - ty, 


Sons of ha - ma • ni - tyi O pi - ty, 



, p /.Ufi-.-|f 


No care nurs'd my growing years, 
No friend wip'd the (lowing tears ; 
Father, mother, all are gone, 
Left a beggar bny forlora ! 

Daughters of charity, &c. 


pi - ty the poor beg- gar boy! 

Charity, charity, celestial maid. 
Dart a sunbeam in the shade; 
Light an outcast such as me, 
A wand*xing son of misery 1 

Daughters of charity, &c« 


AO^jpreft .. 



THE ENGLISH PADLOCK. 


^ ^' ^^mf^ ^^ ^^^^ 


Since ar-tists, who sue for the tro-phies of fame, Their wit and their taste and their 


^ ^^r^^f^^^rg-'-^n^ 


^ 


H hri 


:k« 


^ 


ge-nius orodaim. At -tend to my song, where you^ll. cer-tain - ly find A ae*cretdi8- 


i^N^^^ 



doa'd for tae good of nmn -kind; And de - ny itwhocan-^surethelaa-rel'smy due, — IWe 


^ ^^ -J+M^ ^ t rrftf^^ j^j^ j 


found out a padiock to k^ep a wife true, I've fouud out a padlock to aeep a wife true. 


Should the amorous goddess preside o*er your dame. 
With the ardours of youth all her passions inflame; 
Should her beauty lead captive each softer desire, 
And languishing lovers still si^h and admire; [sue, 
Yet fearless you'll trust her, though thousands may 
When I tell you my padlock to keep a wife true. 

Iliongh the husband may think that he wisely 
restrains, [chidns, 

With his bars, and his bolts, his confinement and 
How fhtally weak must this artifice prove, — 
Can fetters of steel bind 11k r fetters of love ? 
Throw jealousy hcucc, bia suspicion adieu,-— 
Restraint's not tb» padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should her fancy invite to the park or the play. 
All complying and kind, you must give her her way. 
While her taste and her judgmentyoufondly approve, 
— *Hs reason secures you the treasures of love; 
And, believe me, no coxcomb admission can find. 
For the fisir one is safe if you padlock her mind. 

Though her virtues with folUes should frequently 

blend. 
Let the husband be lost in the lover and friend ; 
Let doubts and surmises no longer perpl«>x, — 
Tis the charm of indulgence that binds Uie soCt sex , 
Tliey ne'er can prove false while this maxim's in view, 
Good humour's the pttdlock to keep a wife true. 
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MT BOT TAMMT, ALSO KNOWN AS THE LAMMIE. 

ne Poetry by Hector MaeneiU.— The Music as sung by Mr. WDson. 

Modtrato, ^^ 



Whar hae ye been a' day, ;My boy Tam-my? Whar hae ye been a' day, 


ff T^T^w^ u ^ [ ■ 6 ^ I J' ^ m 


My boy Tun - my? 


IWe been by bum and flow-'ry brae, Mea-dow green and 


fJ^L^-i^J =E^i f J I J. J' I J' ^p^ 


moon - tain gray, Court - ing o' this yoong tUng, Just eome ftme her mam - my. 

And wbar gat ye that young tJjiing, 

My boy Tunmy ? 
I got her down in yonder howe, 
Smiling on a bonny knowe, 
Herding ae wi* lamb and ewe, 

For her poor mammy. 


What said ye to the bonnie bairn, 

My boy Tunmy ? 
I praia*d her een, sae lordy blue, 
Her dimpl'd cheek and cherry mou ;-* 
I pree'd it aft, as tc may trow I — 

She said'she'a tell her mammy. 

I held her to my beating heart. 
My young, my smiBnff lammie I 

I hae a house, it cost me dear, 

I'tc wealth o* plenishen and gear ; 

Te*se ret it a', wer't ten times nudr, 
CUA ye will leaye your mammy. 


The smile gaed aff her bonale 

I maunna leave my mammy : 
She's ffien me meat, she's glen me diise, 
She's been my comfort a' my days ; — 
My father's dfeath brought monie wa es 
I caana leave my mammy. 

Well tak her hame and mak her lisin, 
My ain Und-heiated lanunie ; 

We'll gie her meat, we'll gle her daise, 

We'll be her comfort a' her days. 

The wee thing gies her hand, and say»— 
There t gang and ask my mammy. 

Has she been to the kirk wi' thee. 

My boy IVimmy ? 
She has been to the kirk wi' me, 
And the tear was in her ee : 
For, O I she's but a young thing, 

Just come ftme her mammy. 


FtMiev. 


HEY, JENNY, COME DOWN TO JOCK. 



Joc-ky he came here to woo, On at ^ast-day, when wewerefou; And 



^^ ^^^^ ^m 


Jenny she gaed up the stair, 

Sae privUy. to change her smock. 
And aye sae loud as her mother did rair,— 

* Hey, Jenny, eome down to Jock 1' 

Jenny she cam' down the stair. 
And she cam' bobbin and beckin ben ; 

Her stays they were lac'd, and W jimp was her 
And a braw new-made manko-gown. [waist, 

Jocky took her bv the hand : 
Says, * Jenny, lass, can ye fimcy me ?' 

My %ther is dead, and has left me some land, 
And braw houses twa or three ; 

<And I wiU gie them a' to thee.' 

* Ahaith !' quo Jenny, ' I fear ye mock.* 
' Then foul fit' me gin I seom thee : 

If yell be my Jenny, I'll be your Jock.* 


Jenny lookit, and syne she leuch.— - 
* Ye first maun get my mither's consent.* 

* Awed, guidwife, and what say ye?' 
Quo* she, — ' Jock, I am wed content.* 

Jenny unto her mother did say, — 
' O mother, fetch us ben some meat ; 

A piece o' the butter was kirn'd the day, 
That Jocky and I thegither may eat.' 

Jocky unto Jenny did say, — 
' Jenny, my dear, I want nae meat; 

It was nae for meat that I cam' here. 
But a' for Iuyc o' yon, Jenny, my dear*' 

Jenny, she gaed up the gate, 

Wi* a green goun as long as her smock t 
And aye sae loud as her mother did rair.—- 

' Wow, sirs! hasna Jenny got Jock?' 


Jen - ny put on her best ar • ray, Whe« she heard Joe - ky was come tiiat way* 


mr 
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Adagio. 



MOORISH GATHERING- SONG. 

Penisndar Hdody. — Hm Foetrr bjr Hn. Hamaas. 



Chains on the ci -ties, gloom in the air, Come to the hiUs, fresh bree-zes are there 1 



Si - lence and fSears in the rich orange bow-ersl Come to the rocks whose freedom hath tow'ts. 

Come from the Darro 1 — changed is its tone ; Come from Alhambra 1 garden and grove 

Come where the streams bo bondage hare known ! Now may not shelter beanty nor love : 

Wildly and proudly, foaming, they leap, Blood on the waters I death *midst the (lowers,! 

Singing of freedom from steep to steep 1 Only the rock and the spear are ours. 


Modernto, 


TRUISMS; OR, INCONTROVERTIBLE FACTS. 





I'm Si-monBore, just come from CoUlcge, My stu-dies I've pur-sued so far — I*m 



f^^E^^ ^^^i^^^^i^ 


call'd, for my sur - pris-ing know -ledge, The walk-ing Cy - clo - pae-di - a; Tho' some per- 


haps may call me quiz, llieir jeers I va-lue not a jot. — In art and na-ture all that is, Til 



m 


hi^f- S^-^^^-i M i ^: ^^^^^^^^ 


tell you — aye, and all that's not« So you must all ac-know ledge, O, IWemadegooduse of 


ptUi J-\ J.J' ^r^^^^^^ 



Col-lege, O,— Whilst I was there, com -plete-ly bare I stripp'a the tree of know-ledgOi 6. 


Hay is brought to town in carts. 

Ham sandwiches ar*n*t made of tin; 
They don't feed cows on apple tarts. 

Nor wear gilt spurs upon the chin ; 
Bu. locks don't wear opera hats, 

Fiddles are not made of cheese. 
Nor pigeon-pies of water-rats — 

Boil'd salmon does not grow on trees. 

So you must all^ &e. 

Putty is not good to eat, 

Frying-pans ar'n't made of gauze ; 
Penny rolk are made of wheat. 

Straw bonnets, too, are made of straws ; 
Horses don't wear Hessian boots, 

Thames- water is not turtle -soup ; 
A child can't eat an iron hoop. 

And pigs don't play the German flute. 

So you must all, &c. 

Fifty pounds of yellow soap 

Weigh more than twenty-ive of cheese ; 
An oyster cannot chew a rope, 

Poor people have a right to sneeze ; 




Pin dfoa't read the Morning Post, 
Watch-chains are not roastang-iaekt ; 

They don't make boots of butter' d toast. 
Bed herrings don't pay powder-tax. 

So you must all, Stc 

Kittens are but little cats. 

Mousetraps are not county jails ; 
Whales are frdl as large as sprats. 

They don't stuff geese with copper naila ; 
A German waltz is not a hymn, 

The French are mostly liom in France ; 
Fishes ar'n't afraid to swim, 

And turkeys seldom learn to dance. 

So you must all, &«• 

Twenty turnips make a score, 

Dustmen rarely drink champagne { 
A cow's tail seldom grows before. 

They don't make.wigs of bamboo cana; 
Dutchmen sometimes Be in beds, 

A cabbage cannot danee a jig ; 
Grass does not grow on ladies' iheadsy 

A bull-dog need not wear a wig. 

So you must aU, te» 


DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 


w» } 


WHEN LURKING LOVE. 

The Poetry by Mra. Pioxzi,«the Music by Richardson 



When Inrlc-ing love in un-bnsh Ues, Un - der firiend-ihip*s fair dls- guise ; 



^- 1 c c f ;f7H^^ ^ 


When lie wears an an-gry mien, Im •! - ta-ting spite, or im - i - ta-ting 



EB^frfT^^fc^-g^ 


splecDi Wben he wears an an - gry mien, Im - i - ta - ting spite, or im - i- 


|feN^t r V^F^ I N-4£^g^ 


ta -ting spleen; When hnlc-ing loTe in am -bush lies, Un-derfiiend-ship's fair 



djis - guise, When he wears an an - gry mien, Im - 1 • ta - ting spite, or 


P^^lUJM^ r^ ^^ ^^^Tfirjff^ ^ 


im - i - ta ting spleen ; When like sorrow he se - dii-ces. When like plea-snre he a- 



mn-ses; — Still, how -e'er the parts are east, 'Tis bnt inrk-ing lore at last; 


^'rv , i fj'Wi^ 



Still, how -e'er the parts are cast, 'Us bnt Ivrk-in^ lore at last. 


O • HOW SHALL I IN LANGUAGE WEAK. 

Fh>m the Opera of Lore in a YiUagc—Compoaed by Carey. 




^^ 


O 1 how shall I in Ian - gnage weak My ar-dent passion tell ? Or form my 



falt'ring ton-gne to speak That cm -el word Fare - well. Fare - welll bnt 


/ 


^^^^Ij^J J J | 4J^^5+j^p^ 



^ 


know, tho' thus we part, My thooghtscan ne - Ter stray: Go where I will, my 


t 


-TT^ 
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Moderaio. 


JACK AND I SAW THEM NO MORE. 

Composed by Hook. 


jf^LCfi l f f ■ p^fcJt-J3JljU-ffl%4U- pl 



fon^ht; Yet fear, d'ye mind, ne-rer touchMldm orme,Tho'oft on our ■weet-bearts we 


thought: For Ji«ekloT*d his Kit-ty M dear as hli lool, AodPoUwasmyoom-fort on 




^^m 


shore ; And the an-gel of truth did our lore-irows en - rol. Though Jack and I saw them no 



ft f- i r^j L 




more,^ And the an-gel of truth did our love-Yows en - rol. Though Jack and 
4>-C ^^^m -T-i- 



'P^ n]T-^p^^q^n ^-p^ ^ 


saw them no more, no more, no more ; though Jack and I saw them no more. 


nVas long on the ocean, to8S*d upwards and down, Two landsmen, to win their atTections, d*ye see, 

We'd been from our charmers away ; Had tried er'ry art, but in Tain ; 

Had gain*d by hard service both gold and renown^ When falsehood gave out we were both wreck'd at 

Thar fondness and love to repay : And found a oold crave in the main. [sea, 

But, shame on report and each slanderous tongue, Poll and Kateheard uetale,but a wordnever spoke. 

That whisper*d ill tidings on shore. Each fell like a lamb on the floor ; 

For malice, too busy, our death -knell had rung, The functions of life from that moment were broke, 

And Jack and I saw them no more. And Jack and I saw them no more. 


THE GRASP OF A FRIEND. 

The Poetry by William Jones.— The Music by Douisettl. 


Ltnf^f»e o 






*Tis friend - sliip and worthThat en - dear us to earth, And smi-ling -ly bright-en our way^t 

/7^ O 



All the sor-rowa of Ufis, Audits feverish strife, The care of a friend will al - lay,Whfletlie 



^ f^ t g =^ # #g ^ 


beam of an eye. Or a pl-ty-lag sigh, Maya seal, a seal for our hap-pl-ness prove. 

Is 



Yes !*tls the bro-ther-ly clasp Of a warm friendly gra^pThat tells his de - vo - tion and love. 


.^MA 
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Whflo fh« muk we bdieve 
With a look may deoeiTO, 

Or in Toiee may betray his imtnith, 
Tis the touch of the hand 
That enkiodles the brand 

Which gUrvra on the altar of youth. 


And soon ye nuty know 

If sincere is the giow 
Of affection, the tned of langtyne ;— 

Yes! by the joy when we meet, 

And eompanion-Uke greet. 
And the hands in each other that twi»« 


jAViffTo, 


I COULD NEVER LUSTRE SEE. 

Fhm * The Duenna.' 



pSriz t 


I ooold ne - tot Int-tre see In eyes that would not look on mej 


fj-pj-[zUitjf^4=irti-rt?'^-^ sm 


ne*er saw nee -tar on a Up, But where my own did hope to sip. 


Has the 



maid who seeks my heart Cbeeks of rose untouched by art? 



^^ 


colour true, When yleld-iog blush -es aid their hue.'Wiien yield-ing blush - es aid their hue. 



Is her hand so soft hnH pure ? 
I must press it, to be sure ; 
Nor can I be eertain then. 
Till it gratefiil prsss again. 


Mu^t I, with attentiTC eye. 
Watch her heaving bosom si^h? 
I will do so when I see 
That heaving bosom sigh for me. 


Allegro Moderate. 


HE LOVES, AND HE RIDES AWAY. 

Composed by C. £. Horn. 





At the Ba-ron of Mowbray's gate was seen A page, with a eour-ser black; fhoe 


f' r c I r ^■.^-^ft-p ^ g=5= l £^ 



came out a knight of no-ble mien, And he leap'd on the cour-ser*s back. 




His arms were 


lay, — *How jol-li-ly hTes a 


bright, his heart was light. And he sanar this mer-ry 
fidr young knight, — He loves and rides a • way ; How jol - II - ly Ihes a ihir jonag knight,He 




ss 


gave the spur to ms prandnflr stee 
Good bye, sweetheart, good bye.' 
I soon he vanishM from her sight ; 


steed,-- 


loves and rides a - way, a - way, a-way, a - way^— >He loves andhe ridea a - way. 

A lady look'd over the castle wall. Hie knight of her tears ha' took no heed. 

And she heard the knight thus sing ; While soomftil laugh'd his eye ; 

rhe lady's tears began to fall. He rave the spur to us 

And her hands s£s began to wring :— 

And didst thou, then, thy true love plight, And 

And was it but to betray ? While she was heard to say, — 

Ah 1 tarry awhile, my own dear knight,^ ' Ah ! ladies, beware of a ftur young knight,*- 

In pity don*t ride away.* He'll love, and he'll ride away.' 


' - -^ L .. f 
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CHUNDAH'S SONG. 

A Hindoitaiiee Mdody, adapted by James Knox ; fhe Poetry paraphrased from Sir W. Jones's 

IVanilatioii of the Perslaii of Halls. 
Alkgntto fum tropvo. 


AUtgntto fum troppo. . 



Sweet maid I if thou -wouldatCMurm my sight. And hid^tfaetearms^thy neck eu-fold, 

i±£t±s. 


ji>;::j. 



lliat ro - sy cheeky would more de- light Thy po-et*s heart than stores of gold; 


■ ^f-i-i-A 



More would he prise one beam- ing smile. Or pres-sure of that li - ly hand, 

4 


f^^^ J d^^EJ -wn r ^. irr ^ 


Than lUr-est pearls of Sen-drib*B isle, Than ail tite gems of Sa - mar-caad. 


BotI let Ton liquid mby flow. 

And bid my pensiYe heart be glad ; 
Minstrels, attend I Can Bdea show 

A stream more dear than Rocknabad? 
1 can bright hoviis* eyes dUspLay 

More dauling beams to mle the blsss'd,* 
Than those which steal my heart away, 

And rob my pensile sonl of rest ? 


Speak not of Fate, — O ! change the theme. 

And tell of odoors, sing of wine ; 
Think that the fktare 's bnt a dream,— 

To love and joy oar thooghta oontee : 
And 1 sweet niaid, my eoonad hear,*^ 

Lesre the dull mle of wisdom's page 
While mnsie charms the ravish'd ear, 

Be gay, and soom the frowns of age. 


iModerato, 



MRS. WADDLE OF CHICKABIDDY LANE. 

By ChulM DIbdiii tke Ymafa. 
Mrs. Wad -die was a wl^ow, and she got no lit -tie gain; She kept « 



jfeP^^iH-t-M 


grrrr^ 


tripe and trot - ter shop in Chick - a - hid - dy Lane ; Her next door neigh - boor. 



tal-ly*maa was 


Wad-die just 


Tom^mTTick, a tal-ly*maa was he. And he az'd Mis-aes Wad-die just to 
take a enp of tea, Wtth a tick « tee, tSek a tee. tick a tick a tee. 


enp of tea, Wtth a 

Mrs. Waddlepnt her ehints on, and sent for Sam- 

■ay Sprig, 
The titiTatiag barber, to frizlfy her wig; 
Tommy Tick he dress'd in pompadour, with dou- 

ble-chaanel'd pumps. 
And look'd, when he*d his jasy on, Just like the 

Jack of Trumps. 

WlChatlek a tee, tick h tee, fta. 

Mrs. Waddle came faitfane for tea, and down they 
sat togetlmr,— 

Theytalk'd about the price of things, the fhshkm, 
and the weather *. 

She stay'dtosupper, too— Ibr Tommy Tick, with- 
out a doubt, ['em out.* 

Was none of them that axes you to 'tea and tarn 
With a tick a tee, tick a tee, &c. 


tick a tick 


tee, Uek a tee, 

Tiras Tbmmy Tick, he won her heart, and they 

were married ftwt, [could not last ; 

Bat all so loving were at flrst, 'twas thought it 

They'd words, and with a large cow-heel she gave 

him sudi a wipe, [of tripe. 

And he retum'd the compliment with huf a yard 

Witii a tick a tee, tick a tee, &e. 

She took him to the justice sudi cruelty to cease. 
Who bound the parties orer to keep the public 
peace ; [p^^SSy weather. 

But Mrs. Tick, one day, inflam'd with max and 
She with a joint-stool broke the peace and Tom- 
my's head together. 
Spokxn.] There he lay, with about a dosen 
eow-heds round him— singing, Tick a tee, tick a 
tee, &C. 
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LITTLE POOLS AND GRFAT ONES. 

The Poetry by Cb«r«a Mackay ; the Music by Henry Ruuell.— Published in Davidson's Cheep 
Allegro Moderaio. and Uniform Edition of his Compositiona. 


^^^pi^^ 


^ 


When at the so - cial board you sit, And pass a - round the ^rine, 


p 


Re. 



It: 


ftc: 


mem - her, though a - buse is vile. Hint use may be di - vine ; 


j.i^j i 


That 



HeaVn In Idnd-ness g»re the grape. To cheer both great and small — 



lat lit - tie fools will drink too much, 

And -when, In youth's too fleeting hours, 

You roam the earth alone. 
And hare not sought some loving heart. 

That Ton nmy make your own, — 
Remember woman's priceless worth, 

And think, when pleasures pall. 
That little foois will love too much, 

And great ones not at all. 

And if a friend deceiT'd you once. 

Absolve poor human kind, — 
Nor rail against your fellow man, 

With m^ice in your mind ; 


But great ones not at 

But, in yofur daily intereoiurse. 

Remember, lest yon fsll. 
That little fools confide too much, 

And great ones not at all. 

In work or pleasure, lore or drink, 

Your rule be still the same ; — 
Your work not toil, your pleasures pure, 

Your love a steady flame ; 
Your drink not madd'ning, but to 

So sbaU your bliss not pidl : 
For little fools enjoy too much, 

But great ones not at all. 


^/^ t\r\r\^\^^^<>Lr\M*m^ '^^N.^V^x/xy %/x 


THE ROSE OF THE VALLEY. 


A d t Air ihutM Poetry by C. Dibdin the Younger. — Music by W. Reeve. 


jt 4j I /. I' n I J i- j ] u_^f^jb£ t^ ^ 


The rose 


the val-ley In spring-time was gay, But the rose of the 


^^ 



val-ley It with - er'd a • vray ; The swains all ad • mfar'd it, Its 



prai-scs re -peat, 


ff tf^- f:^ 


vir-tne. So sim - pk and 


sweet. 



^ #f H ^-n J 



f ^^^^^ 


vir-tue. So simple and sweet. But the blight marr'd the 


T 


i 


^ 


f 


jLx. 


^ 


blos-som. And soon, vreU - a - day! The rose of the val-leTt It wl- 


^^ 


j^^, #tJ^=fc ^^ 


ther'd a - way; The rose of the val-ley. It wi-ther'd a - way. 

The rose of the valley By innocence render'd a heaven on earth ; 

A truth can impart ; But virtue and peace 

By the rose of the valley, Left the spot, well-a-day I 

I picture my heart: And the rose of the valley. 

The sun of content eheer'd the mom of its birth, It wither'd away. 

82 
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THE RICHEST PRINCE. 

Hie Poetry translated from the German of Komer ; the Mniic composed by Wolff. 



t • 
I 

! 1 


In a state -ly ball at Worms one day, Sate German Princes four; With many 



speeches counted they Their lands and trea- sores o*er, Their lands and trea-surei o*er. 

Old Eberhardt, with beard of snow. 


And first the prince of Saxony 

Extoll'd his rich domain : 
*My moontains teem with siWer,' said he, 

In many a deep, dark Tcin.' 

'^hold my land*s luxuriance 1 * said 

The elector of the Rhine ; 
*The valleys with golden grain o*erspread, 

On the moontains noble wine.* 
'Great cities, rich cloisters, all must agree,* 

Said Lewis, Bavaria's lord, 
'Are pronder treasures : then to me 

The palm ye most accord.* 


Lov*d lord of Wnrtemberg, said, — 
' Few cities hath my land to show, 

No silver in mountain-bed : 
'Yet one rare iewel it hides : — ^I may, 

Where woods are most deep and drear. 
In the lap of the lowUest subject lay 

My head, and fed no fear.' 

Then out spake the lords of Saxony, 

Bavaria, and the Rhine : 
'Old count, we yield the palm to thee ; 

Thy land bears jewels (uvine I ' 


.1 

I. 

ii 


s'\ys^%/ %/■ %y\^\j'\^ %^\y\^\y v/ \^ v/~w w » 


Wegrctto, 


THE VILLAGE BELLS, OR MAY-DAT. 

Written and composed by Thomas Welsh. 



1 1 
I! 


fcc r . r rt-H=f ^ P^ 


• I 


The 


vil -lage bells ring mer - ri - ly roand, And jo - cund sings each swain; The 


^ 


nymphs, with gay and fan - d - fril boondt TVip o' 


'er the dai - sy'd plain ; 


The 



^Wi=r= 


t \ i ^j S^ i i rT^ 


yfk - lage bells ring mer - ri • ly round, And jocund sings each swain; The 



.4.. ^f*. 4k« «!•« .JTl ^\mttt 


nymphs, in gay and fhn - d •> ftil bound, Trip o*er the dai - sy'd plain. 

'Tb May-day morn, and innocent mirth The milk-pail now no longer I'll bear, 

Attunes the festive lay : But fly to meet my love; — 

Repose fh>m toil, to pleasure give birth, I'll dance and sing, the merriest there. — 


all is blithe and gay. 


No care my breast shall move. 


>y\y\r\^\.f^^\^\'\ 


Vivact, 


NICE YOUNG MAIDENS. 

The Words by P. I. Hodgson. 


fTt\i'^^Ml'^ f^&hi3¥f-j f^f^^ 


Here's a pretty set of us, Nice young mai - dens I Here's a pret-ty set of us, 


^m 


rnTiTr^:^=t±Hibi 


Nice young mai • dens I Here's a pret-ty set of us. All for hus-bands at a loss. 


) ^^^ a^ ^^5 r-h^Jla-ptfi7T ||- 


Shall we long ron-ti-nue thus? Nice young mai - dens! Nice young mai- dens 1 


Davidson s universal melodist. 


339 


I > 


We have teuder hearts and kind, 

Nice younf; maidens 

We have tender hearts and kind, 

And to marriage are inclia'd. 

If we ooald but lovers find, 

Nice young maidens 

We'll petition Parliament. 

Nice yoong maidens ! 

We'll petition Parliament, 

And a little argnment 

Will obtain us all we want, 

Nice young maidens 

m no longer wish and sigh. 

Nice young maidens 
Til no longer wish and sigh ; — 
Would you know the reason why ? 
!*▼« a husband in my eye, 

Nice young maidens 


I 


Let me recommend a plan. 

Nice young maidens I 
Let me recommend a plan,"*— 
When you get a little man, 
*Tis to do Uie best you can, 

Nice young maidens 1 
Thus I give you good advice^ 

Nice young maidens I 
Thus I give you good advice, — 
If you are not over nice. 
You'll get husbands in a trice^ 

Nice young maidens ! 

Now I leave you all to choose, 

Nice young maidens 1 
Now I leave you all to choose, — 
When one offers don't refuse, 
Else you may a husband lose, 

Nice young maidens I 


■ \> \»v»vrv^v/x»>/A^v/^#N/>/v<~ 


Affetuaso. 


1 TAKE THIS LEAF. 

The Poetry \tj Wade.— The Hntic by Pleyd. 


>!¥ppfF^ ;-=; p ^^=-F ^FpFr=-F^ ; ^ <-F --JfpFf 


Ol take this leaf, And then you'll see That hope, joy, grief, were knovm to mel 



When mom -ing bright had cloud -ed eva, 


Oft, lying calm. 

In bliss I slept. 
Where llow'rs their balm 

Around me wept ; 
Then wak'd to find 

Joy's smile had fled, 
And left all behind 

Gloomy and dead I 


sawhope's light, And ceaa'd to grtore. 


But O ! remark, 

With friendly care. 
In scenes most ^k, 

One gleam was there :- 
When mem'ry view'd 

Thy friendship's truth, 
I felt all renew'd 

The joys of youth ! 


THE OLD SWABIAN WARRIOR'S ADDRESS TO HIS SON. 

The Poetry translated from the German of Stolberg ; the Music by Thibault Comte de Champagne. 
Tgmpe di Mareia. 


p m- r ^MTT^ g^ 


i 


± 


mp: 


t 


Son, I give my spear to thee ; *Tis too hea-vy now for me ; — ^Take the bat - tle< 


P 


i' 

I 
I ' 


^ 


-CT 



m 


^m 



sword and shield, Mount my steed, and forth to field ; Mount my steed, and forth to field. 


See these whitened locks ; the helm 
Fifty years hath covered them ^ 
Every year a flight hath made 
Blunt my battle-axe and blade. 

Never draw this sword in vain 
For thy sires on battle-plain ; 
Watch and dart with eagle's might ; 
Be a thunderbolt in fight. 

Seek the battle's heaviest shock, 
Meet it firm as ocean-rock ; 
Spare the suppliant, lying low ; 
Hew in twain the stubborn fbe. 

When thy banner fioats in vain 
O'er thy fidnt and staggering train, 


Then do thou, a steadfast tower, 
Brave the gather'd foemen's power. 

By the sword thy brothers died, — 
Seven sons, — ^their country's pride ; 
Sunk in grief, thy mother lay 
Dumb and stiff, and pass'd away 


I am feeble now, and lone ; 
Yet would thy disgrace, my soor 
On thy father's heart-strings f^l 
SeVen times heavier than aU. 

Fear not, then, though death be nigh ; 
On thy God in fhlth rdy ; 
So thou bravely fight, my boy, 
Thy old father dies with joy I 
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THERE'S NAE LUCK ABOOT THE HOUSE. 

Ai fiuif bj Mr. WilBOB. 


i n \^v\ ^ fJi ^^ FC B i C' s fJu ^^ 



th^nV 


wark? Te Jsada, fling by yoor wheaL 


ti^ o' warl^.Whcn Co-lin*i«t the door? Baz me nydodlB^rU to the quy. And 



MO Um eome a - ahoroFFor thcre'tnao Inck a-boot tlie bonse^ There's nae lack 


i»j. j i n f J i ^-^^nr- f' I r • J^^T:^ ^ 


a*, There's lit-tle plea-snre In the boose When our gude- man's a* - wa. 


Rise «p and mak a dean lire-side ; 

Rat-oaHhe mucUe pot ; 
Oie,Uttle Kate her cotton gonn, 

And Jock bis Sunday coat : 
And akak tbefar shoon as black as slaesi 

Thefar bose as white as snaw ;— 
It's a* to pleasnre onr godemant 

Ha Hkes to see them braw. 

• For there's nae lack, &«• 

Then are twa hens into the er{b» 

Hae fisd this month and mair ; 
Mak haste and thraw their necks aboot. 

That Colin weel may figre : 
And spread the table neat and dean. 

Gar ilka thing bK>k braw ;— 
It's a' far love o' oar godemaa, 

' For he's been lang awa. 

For there's nae Indc, &c. 

O gie me down my bigonet. 

My bishop satin aown, 
And then gae tell the bailie's wife 

Hiat Colin's eome to town. 
My Snndaj's shoon they maun gae on. 

My stockin' o* pearl bine ; — 
And a' to pleasnre our gwdemanj 

For he's baith leal and tme. 

For there's nae lack, he 


Sae sweet his volcei sae smooth liis tongae» 

His breath's like canler air ; 
His Tery foot Ims mnsie in't. 

As be comes up the stairl 
And will I see his face again ? 

And will I hear him s^ak ? 
I'm downright dixzy wi' the thoeht -« 

In troth, I'm like to greet. 

For tbera's nae lock, te» 

The caald blaste o' the winter wind. 


That thrilled thro' my hrart, 

nae 
death we'll nerer part. 


They'i 
TUl 


're a* blawn by, 1 hae him safe,— 


But what pnta parting in my head ? 

It may be fur awa \-^ 
Tbe present moment is oar ain, 

Tim aelst we nerer saw. 

For there's nae inck, &e. 

Since CoUn's wed, I'm wed content, 

I hae nae mair to crave; 
Conld I but live to make him bless'd, 

I'm blest aboon the lave. 
And will I see hia faee agafai ? 

And wiU I hear him speak ? 
I'm downright diny wi^ the thoeht,— 

In troth, I'm like to greet. 

For there's nae lack, &«• 


Fiffoes. 


THE BAIORIE QTt. 

SootlUh M dodr. 



^ W^if ffr^ 


When I think on this warld*s pdf. And how Ut-tle 


hae to mysdf, I 




r cjutffff 


sUrb and look dona on my thread-bare coat ; Yet the shame tak the gear and the bai • gris o't I 


^m^^mm* 
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Jdhnaie wu the lad that held the pleach, 
But DOW he hat gowd and gear enench ; 
I mind well the di^ when he was n« worth a groat— 
And the shame £a* the gear and the baigrie o't ! 

Jenny was the lanle that mnddt tho hyre, 
Bat n«w iha goea In her aOken attire; 


And the was a lasi wha wore a plaida 

O, the shame fk' the gear and the balgiia o^tl 

Tet a' thii shall nerer danton me» 
Sae laiur aa I keep my fsnef free ; 
While Tto hot a penny to pay t'other pot, 
lC«y the ahaae &' the gear and tfte hdgile o^ I 


MY JO JANET. 

Anelent Sootch Song, as song hy Mr. Wilson. 



y=M I i'si=M 


* O, sweet sir, Ifor yonr eonr - te - ile. When ye eome by this Bhss, ttea. 



ucrr J- J j i r ^ ^ 


For the lore ye bear to me. Buy me a keek In* glass, then.' — 'Keek in -to the draw-well. 


|^^^V^M^^=JHH ^:j:;H^^^^:j^ 


Ja • net, Ja-net; And there ye'll see yoor bon - nie sd'. My Jo Ja-net.' 


' Bat, keekln* in the draw-well clear, 

What if I should fh' hi, sir > 
Then a' my kin will say and swear 

I droon d mysel' fbr sin, sir. 
« HiwI Ibe better by the brae, 

/anet, Janet : 
Hind the better by the brae. 
My Jo Janet.' 

' O, gnde sir, for yoor eooitesie, 

Comin' thronsh Aberdeen, then, 
For the lore ye bear to me. 

Bay me a pahr o' sheen, then.' 
* Cloot the anld— the new are dear, 

Janet, Janet ; 

Ae pair may f^tln ye hanf ayear, 

My JO Janet.' 

' Bat if, dandn' on the green. 
And sUppin' like a maokin. 

They shoiua see my douted sheen, 
Of me they wiU be taoUn'.' 


* Daikee tve laigfa and late st e'on» 

Janet, Janet ; 
Syne their fknts wU no be aesM, 
My Jo Janet.' 

' O, kind sir, for your coartesle. 
When ye gae to the Cross, thiBB. 

For the lore ye bear to me. 
Boy me a paein* horse, then.* 

* Pftee opon yoor spimiin'-^Hieelt 

Janet, Janet ; 

Flikbo upon yoor aplntila**aAiieel, 

.My jo Janet.' 

< My splnnin'-wheel is anld and attf, 

The rock o't "Winna stand, dr; 
To Iceep the temper-pin In t&n 

Employs ridit aft my hand, dr.' 
« Mak^ the best o't that yo^tn, 

Janet, Janet : 
Bat Uke It never wale a man, 
My Jo Janet.' 


MY SPOUSE NANCIE. 

Hamoroos Song, to tho same Tnne, by Boms. 


* Hosba&d, hosband, eeaae yoor strife. 

Nor longer idly rave, sir; 
Thoagh 1 am yoar wedded wife, 
Tet I'm not yoor davt sir.'— 

* One of two most still obey, 

Nande, Naode ; 
Is It man or woman, say, 
My spoose Nande ?' 

« If 'tis stiU the lordly word, 

Serriee and obedience, 
111 desert my sotereiffn lord, 

And so good-bye, allegiance I' 
' Sad wOl I be, so bereft, 

Nande, Nande : 
Tet 111 try to make a shift, 
My spoose, Nande.' 


' Mj poor heart then lireak it nnifty 

My last hoar I'm near it ; 
When yoa lay me In the dnst. 

Think— tiiok how yon wfD be*'ft.^^ 
' I will hope and trost In Hearen, 

Nande, Nande j 
Strength to bear It will be gt^en, 
My spoose Nande.' 

' Wen, sir, firom the sBent desd, 

StiU I'll try to dannt yes 
Ever roand yoor midni|{iit bed 

Horrid sprites shall haant ye.'— 
' I'll wed another like my dear 

Nande, Nande ; 
Then aU hdl will fly for ftary 
My spoose Nande 1' 


A 


) 
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NIGHT IS FALLING 

Native Uindostanee Melody, arranged by C. Horn to the Poetry of W. Reader. 
Slow and tnth SotemnUff. j^ k. ». 

■■■»■■ ■ ■■ ■■' ■ ^^»^^^^— ^ ■ ■ mJ Mt 


0t^m^ 



Night it fiill-iiig o'er the dark heathi Our wild path looks drear; Winds are howling roond the 

m 


couch of death, Rain 


^ 


m^^^ 



pat-ters o'er the bier. Few, ah 1 few have part^ed from the red moor, 


^^^^^^m 


w^ 


Where we fought the death - Azl fray ; And, whilst we channt thy fame o'er, Scarce a 


1^ 



grrfr^ 


Toice shall swell the lay. The beam of thy youth has shone, We shall bear thee 


^=^iU:m ^^^ J=^i^J^^ m 


to thy hills ; Thy fisd-oon eyes are dim and wan. And our lips thy cold cheek chills. 


When the dun d^er starts at ev'ning's wind, 
Thro' his branchy horns that sighs ; 

When near him cow'rs the timid Mnd, 
And scarcely breatliing lies ; [shau mat. 

When the broad moon redd'ning thro' the mists 
Let thy dim form be near ; 


Let a smile be in those pale eyes. 

Thy drooping friends to cheer :— 
No sound in thy desolate halls 

Shall break the twilight gloom ; 
But the ravens in their dai& wajls 

Shall find a boding home. 


• • v>\./>-^ /xyxxv, x^ *vyA-rv/>/v*"»yx/> 


FANCY DIPFD HER PEN IN DEW. 

The Poetry by C. Dibdin, the Younger ; the Musie by John Whitaker. 


Andaniimo eon etpreuUme. 



Fan-cy dipp 


ad lib, ^^^^ • 


mdUb. 



li 


in dew, Distilled fromleaves,from leaves of gayest flow-ers ; Her 


P 


pa-per from soft fi - bresgrew. Par Aloiu'd from buds, purloin'd from buds in ro - sy 


ih~^^ \ :-t^^^^^ 



bow-en. 


Inen she wrote a lay to prove Hearts might safe • ly 



mU aaun. a tempo, ^ '^^ ^-m- aa iio. ^ 

maids, be - ware; Be- ware be -ware; of Fan-cy, uf Fan - cy, maids, be - ware.* 


Roguish Love took May-day then. 

And, from his wing a feather taking. 
He dipp'd it in, and chang'd her pen, 

Ana all her lay seem'd Love's own making. 


She wrote of love with such sweet art, 
She read, and sigh'd, and lost her heart :^ 

Archly jeering Love was there. 
And cried, * Of Fancy, maids, beware.' 
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AndamU Affttiiut9, 


THE WAY WAS DARK AND DREARY. 

Composed by M. P. King. 


^ ;^^^;^f-: ^a^=£y=i^bU.^ 


Thib way ivas dark and drea-ry. That Sa-san jonr-ney'd o'er, And ihe wasoold'aiid 



wea - ry, Up - oq the boose -less moor. The 


lie wind wasbleafc and roar -Ing, And 





she bad far to roam; She felt the tor-rent pour - ing, And sigh'd to reach her 

ad lib. Urn) 


ad M. Umvo, . 

home. ' Dear home.' she cried, 'dear home.' she cried. And kiss'd her babe with 


m 


joy: 'Home, home, where ends my 

Now to her bosom pressing 

Her Sftbe in many a fold, 
She beard his cry lUstressing, 

She found his limbs grow oold ; 
Colder her heart was growing 1 

Despair gave double strength I 


f=i^ \ [,\ l'i \ i-rm 


-^~- 


la -hour; home, and where be-gins my joy.' 

She saw the taper slowing, 
Slie reach'd m door at length : — 
* Dear home !' slie cried, and Iciss'd her babe with 

joy! 
' Here ends my pain, for here reriTCS my boy 1' 


yktoderato. 


THE SAILOR'S ALLEGORY. 

The poetry by G. S. Carey. 





lifb's Uke a ship in con - stant mo-tion. Sometimes high and some-times 


P^^ 



low ; Where ev' - ry one must brave the o - cean, What . so - e - Tcr wind may 


J ^^^jUd ^3; ^^3^IH44^i 


blow. If nn - as - sail'd by sqnall or show - er, Wast-ed by the gen - tie gales, 

i 


^=ftT^y^- : Qj^J=g^ 


i 


Let's not lose the fav* - ring hour. While sac - cess at-tends our sails. 


Or, if the wayward winds should bluster, 

Let us not give way to fear ; 
But let us all our patience muster, 

And learn from reason how to steer. 
Letjudgment keep you ever steady, — 

'lis a ballast never fails ; 
Should dangers rise, be ever ready 

To manage well the swelling saUs. 

Thist not too much your own opinion, 
While your vessel's under way ; 

Let good example bear dominion,— 
Tut's a compass will not stray. 


When thund'ring tempests make you shudder, 

Or Boreas on the surface rails. 
Let good discretion guide the rudder. 

And providence attend the sails. 

Then, when you're safe ttom. danger, riding 

In some welcome port or bay, 
Hope be tlie anchor you confide in. 

And care awhile enslumber'd 1m; 
Or, when each can's with liquor flowing, 

And good fellowsliip psevaili. 
Let each true hrart, withraptnre glowing, 

Drink 'success unto our sails.' 


f 
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AfUtOMHltO* 


THE ROSEBUDS. 

Composed by Hook. 


g im^g-^^tig--^ ^|j;j J'^^pite 



Two roBe-bnds, on their na - tiye stem, Were gay-lj sweet-ly blow - ing; .1- tike they 



^i^^n-^ 


caught the fall^ing dew. No sep'-rate pleasure know-ing ; The north^ern g&le»» one 


fi f , f ;■ ! J J- J :i ;> ^^^^% - f4p 


bit-terni^t* These fra-grantllow'rsdis-se-'ver; They rend the yield -Ing branch in ttndn, And 
Mtprestkfo. ^ iw /rV ad lib, expre*nvo. 




part the boda for e • ver, And 

So Lsnra and her swain had dwelt» 
Their little lives improving; 

Each own*d the passion either ftlt, 
And knew the bttss of lovliig ;^ 


part the bads 


for e - ter. 


till interest, like the stormy wind, 
Destroy'd the bonds they cherisli 

And. parting them for wealth and j 
like buda the knrers perish'd. 


LIBERTY'S APPEAL. 

Peninsular Melody.— The Poetry by John Bowrldg, Esq. LX.!). 
JLUegfo BrUlanle, 



U - ber - ty in - vites us, Id - ber - ty u - nites us, Hon-our calls and plights us 



^m^ j^^ ^rt^^ 


to our ooun-try^B cause; li-ber-^ in-vites us, Li-ber-ty a -nites as, Hon-oar 


pr^^-hUM 



calls and plights us to our eoan-try's canse ; O'er her moun-tainshoa-ry. Through 


ugh her 



f4A^m-HNM^ - Tirp'H^>^--p^ 



her moun-tains hoa-ry, Through her Tales of sto-ry, ^or her 


andent glo-iy, And 


^ ^^^^,^^^\ Ij^^ :■ J' j-i^4^^ ^ 


her sa-cred laws. See the foe be-fore us, Tomb or tri-amph seel See the 


ban-ners o'er us, Death or Ii-ber*ty« Death or li-ber-ty, Death or Li-ber-ty. 


Where the eagle soareth, 
Where the torrent ponreth, 
Where the tempest roaiatb, 
Kpsedom'a host diaU be. 


Every land shall hear them, 
Every echo cheer them, 
Every breese shall bear them 
Shouts of victory. 

See the fbe before ua, &e. 
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THE CARRIER-PIGEON. 

American Melody. — ^The Poetry by Percival. — ^The Music by P. K. MorgaA. 


Vxvaer* 


t^^=J Yr>^tfTE£ff- r r r ^ -^ 



Come hi-tlier, thoabeau-ti-ful ro - ver, Thou waii-d*rer of eartb and of air; 

^ \ m 9 • 



Who bear -est the sighs of a lo - Yer, And bring-est him news of his fair: 


3n^:p p 



Bend hi - therthy lisrht war-ing pin-ion, And show me the gloss of thy neck; 



perch on my hand, dear -est min-ion,And torn up thy bright eye and peck. 


Here Is bread of the whitest 'and sweetest, 

And there is a sip of red wine ; 
Thongh thy wing is the liglitest and fleetest, 

*Twiil be fleeter when nerv'd by the vine : 
I have written on rose>scented paper, 

With thj wing, a soft billet-donz; 
I have melted the wax in love*s taper, — 

*T.s the colour of true hearts' say-blue. 


I have fhsteh'd it under thy pinion, 

With a blue ribbon round thy soft neck ;— 
S o go from me, beautifiil minion, 

While the pure ether shows not a speck.^ 
Like a dond in the dim distance fleeting, 

Like an arrow he hurries away : 
And, fhrther and farther retreating, 

He is lost in the dear Uue of day. 


Modtrat9, 


TOM STARBOARD. 

Composed by Reeve. 



^ e IU^ f-^- i ^iq j^hH 


Tom Star • board was a lov - er true, As brave a tar as e - ver sail'd ; 


feji'-pJ;^" J' | i j f J I J- J J'if J* f^^^ 


The du-ties a - biest sea-men do, Tom did, and ne-ver yet had failed: But, 


f^'^'.n ;i7 ^ F j.i J-. > Ji J' ^. p^ 


wiedc'd as he was home-ward bound, With - in a league of En -glands coaat. 



j>iji-r i r.'HT-JrfHTT i i= 


Love savM him sure from be-ing drown'd, For all the crew but Tom was lost. 


His strength restored, Tom hied with speed, 

True to his love as e'er was man ; 
Naught had he sav'd, naught did he need, 

Rich he in fhouahts of lovely Nan. 
But scarce five miles had poor Tom got. 

When he was pitss'd ;~he heav'd a ^h, 
And said, — * though cruel was his lot. 

Ere flinch from duty he would die.' 

In fight Tom Starboard knew no fear ; 

Nay, when he lost an arm, resign'd. 
Said, — ' love fbr Nan, his only dear. 

Had sav'd his life, and Ikte was kind.* 


The war being ended, Tom return' d, — 
His lost limb serv'd him fior a Joke ; 

Vor still his manly bosom bum'd 
With love — ^his heart was heart of oak* 

Ashore, in haste Tom nimbly nm 

To cheer his love— his destin'd bride ; 
But false reports had brought to shore, 

Six months before, that Tom had died. 
With grief she dailv pin'd away,— 

No remedy her mt could save. 
And Tom arriv'd the tery day 

They laid his Nancy in the grave. ' 


, . « 


I I 


It 
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BARNEY BRALLAGHAN'S COURTSHIP. 

The Words by T. Hadson ; the Mniic by J. BIcwitt. 


ilodttatO' 



^ i44U~i=m-H-H f NJj^ ^ 


'Twas on a win-dy night, At two o*- clock in themorn-ing, An I-rish lad to 



tight, All wind and wea-ther scorn-ing, At Ju-dy Cal-laghan*8 door, Sit-ting np-on the 



pa-lingi, His love tale he did ponr, And this was part of his wail-lings : On - ly say 


^r c f ^ i^i^w^ ^ifM^-:.^ ^ 


ig 


Yott'llhave Mis-ter Bral-la-ghan;Don*t say nay, Charm- ing Jn-dy Cal-laghan. On- 


p ^Mim^±^ m 


^R^ 


' M MH^ 


ly say, You'll have Mis- ter Bral-la-ghan;Don*t say nay, Charming Jn-dv Cal-laghau. 


Oh ! Ust to what I say :— 

Charms yonWe got like Venus ; 
Own your lore you may. 

There's only the wall between vla. 
You lay HtX asleep 

Snug in bed yui snoring ; 
Round the house I creep, 

Your hard heart imploring. 

Only say, &€• 

I've got nine pigy and a sow,— 

I've got a sty to sleep 'em ; 
A calf and a brindl'd cow, — 

And got a cabin to keep 'em ; 
Sunday hose and coat ; 

An old my mare to ride on ; 
Saddle and bridle to boot, 

Which you mny ride astride on. 

Only say, &c. 

I've got an old tom cat, — 

Through one eye he's staring ; 
I've got a Sunday hat, — 

Little the worse for wearing ; 
I've got some gooseberry vrine, — 

The trees had got no nper on } 
I've got a llddie 4ne, 

WMch only wants a piper on. 

Only say, &c. 


I've got an acre of ground, 

I've got it set wi' praties ; 
I've got of baccy a pound, 

And got some tea for the ladies. 
I've got the ring to wed ; 

Some whiskey to make us gaily ; 
A mattress feather bed. 

And a handsome nev( shellali*. 

' Only say, &e. 

You've got a charming eye ; 

You've got some speiling and 
You've got— and so have I — 

A taste for genteel breeding. 
You're rich, and fiUr, and youii^, 

A« every body's knowing ; 
You've got a decent tonffue. 

Whenever its set a-going. 

Only say, &c. 

For a wife till death 

I am wiHing to take ve ; 
But, och I I waste my breath, — 

The divil himself can't wake ye. 
'TIs Just beginning to rain, 

So I'll get under cover ; 
I'll come to-morrow again. 

And be your constant lover. 

^ Only say, &e. 


»**• ^vrv>v/>/'\««^>«^ 


THE VILLAGE SMITHY. 

The Poetry translated from the German of Korner ; the Music by Qodfried Weber. 



^^^i^^arm^Trrfff 


Shel-ter'd well by friend-ly moun-talns, Wash'd by dear and oool-ing fountains, In a 



nook so 


^^^^^^^ 



1 and green, Love-lier hamlet ne'er was seen, Love*ller hamlet ne'er was seen. 
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Orerheadi on ridges high. 
Old dark pine-trees hide the sky ; 
Down bdow, the stream flows near. 
And tike air is mild and dear. 

House and yard swarm all day long 
With a busy bustling throng ; 
Ever as the day comes ronnd, 
Rings the anvil's restless sound. 


And the bright sparks dart and quiver. 
And the steely splinters shiver. 
And the flood, with thunder-sound. 
Flings the ponderous miU>whed round. 

Earthly cares shall not molest. 
In this vale, my peaceful breast ; — 
Joy within my heart shall dwell. 
As a pure untroubPd well. 


tJlioderato, Com f^pmtione. 


HITHER, MARY, HITHER COME. 

Cumposed by Hook. 




Hi-ther, hi*ther, Ma • ry, hi-ther, hi-ther eome, Aiid taste with 


i 


Ie^^B^ 


me the 



ver - nal bloom ; There the fra - grant haw • thorn blows, Here blows the 
^_P ^ . . ^ ^ ■ >. ^ — ^ ^ ^Xi^'^ 



3t 


m^-i 


I ! 


prove The 

m 


pink and blush - ing rose. Hi-ther, hi-ther, eome with me to 

i 



i I 


I ! 


I 

I 

I 


sweet de - light of mu-toal love, The sweet de - light of mu • tual love. 

Hither, hither, Mary hither, come, Hither, hither, Mary, hither come, — 

And make this bow'r thy peacefdl home ; No lonser from thy lover roam ; 

Taste the bliss of rural ease, These deUghts come share with me, — 

Matchless joys of love and peaee. Nature smiles to welcome thee ! 

Hither, hither, &c. Hither, hither, &e. 


I Andante. 


MOTHER, O ! SING ME TO REST. 

Peninsular Melody. — ^The Poetry by Mrs. Hemans. 



Mo - ther, mo-ther, O sing me to rest. 


| gM=f-4^t^:^ ^ 


As in my bright days de- 


- ed 1 As in my bright days, in «y bright days de - part - ed ! 


i»art - edl As in mybririitdays, in «ybrig 


^ffl 




child, the sick-heart- ed. Songs fbr a api-rit op - prg»*dl Sing to thy child, the sick- 


oe slek-neart-eo, sjongsfor a api-nt op - press'ai sung to toy cQiLa,uiesicJc- 


ed, Songs for a spi-rit,for a spi - rit op - press'dlSing to thy child, to thy 



shUd, the sick-heart-ed, Songs for 



for a spi - rit op - pressed ! Sing to thy 



^^ 


^ 


child, to thy childfthe sick-hearted, Songs for a spi-rit, for a spl-rit op -pressed I 

Lay this tir*d head on thy breastl Take back thy bird to its nest 1 

Flowers from the night-dew are closing. Weary is vonng life when bUghted, 

Heavy this love unrequited;— 


Pilgrims and mourners reposing 1 
Mother, O I sing me to rest I 


Mother, 1 sing me to rest J 
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LOVE'S RECRUITING. 

Composed by J. Baraett. 





Love, f*^ day, re - eniit-inf went, For troops, to serve with piea-snre, And «i the lure of 


'iW-f.p I rT ^ .^li4J-lJ*|JMJ frim 


bean-ty bent, He of-fer'd boun-ty rare : * 'list, 'list with Love I IJst, Hist MthLovel 


|J ^fcAlJMiiL^JU4J-lf^ !• , 1 :■ !^ 


'List, 'list with Love 1 ' Lbt, 'list with Love ! Yes, oome, young maids, en- list with Lore I If 

ritard, - - 


^! Oii \ !^vmn^ ri \ tn'ir\: - ^ 


you'd gain store of trea-tnre. No bap-pier life you e*ereanprove:Tlien,maids, toLovere- 
tt tempo. 



pairl 'List with LoVel 'List, 'list with Love i *List vrith love! 'Ust, 'HstwithLorel 


' Come, maideiu, — to Love's camp repalTt 

Enrol yourselves recruits ; 
But of deserting, ah i beware, — 

Love each deserter shoots ; — 
'list, list with Love I' 


Beneath Love's gallant banner, thm 
Enlisted many a tender maid, 

But found, when she'd go home again, 
SttHrt-ihbney Sore she paid. 
Fly, fly, ilrbih Love. 


Allegro Moderate, 


TOM STEADY. 

Composed by M. P. 'K'.ug. 



^^ 



Tom Stea-dy left his na - tive shore, In search of gold to roam; And 


j Cr'J'rng f 



▼ow'd he would re • turn no more, To her he lov'd at home. To her he lov'd at 


i 


W=3=^ 


-ga J3 J f i j3-j3=j=^ 



home, Till For ttfne smird up - on his late, And gave him wealth Ibr 

Ok 



vnrj g" r-jff Q N J- i f ' r" 


love . ly Kate; 1111 For - tuiiC sjuf'd up - on his fate. And gave him 

ipn I III rrrfiiii i , h 


wealth for love - ly Kate, And gave him wealth Ibr 


love - ly Kata. 


Ere lon^ they met the valiant foes, 
Knd such the foes they sought ; 

What firilbws every Briton knows,^ 
They conqtwr'd, for they looght. 

With honour now and wealth eltfte, 
Tom smil*d,'aiid thought of tovely Kate. 


Their joyous eourse now homeward Uet, 
When, e'en the port dlscem'd, 

A storm o'^enAehas each galliult ptiM 
4nd Tom still poor retum'd : 

But Tom yet smil'd, and bless'd his ftite. 
Thrice weleom'dby his eonataot KaCa. 


^..= 
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Amdantino, 


WATER PARTED FROM THE SEA. 

Compofed by Dr. Ante. 



Wa - tar part - ed fron the 


May in - creaM the li • Ter^s 


m 


iHiHifjm 



tide: To the bnb*b1ing fount may flee, 

•r 


Or through fer - tile 

If 


^m 


^^ 



Tal - leys glide. Though in aeareh of lost re - poee, Through the 


|u J I > "r r"rn- M 1 ni 



land ' 'tis free to roam, 

ealando. 



M it tOWB, 


Pant • ing ftir its 


ttfo fioiBe« 


IT IS THE HOUR. 

Hebrew Metody, adapted to tbq Poetry of ^^grdBynm. 


fr ^ i J ^ jEr^ t^^^ju ^EJ-F-gtfw 



hetrd; It is tlie hour when I<^r - en'^owseeemcweetiA er - ry whiiper'd 


word* And gentle winds and waters near 


Make mu-sie to the lone -ly 


Bnf»^ 





^^ 


•r W 

flow'r the dews Jiaye light - - ly wet, And in the skies the stars are mrK 


And on the wste is deeper blue. 
And on the leaf a browner hue. 
And in the heaven, that dear obecurei 


So softly dark, and darkly vuiSt 

That follows the de<;liae of day. 

As twilight mrJts beneath the moon away* 


I- 


\ 


I 


^0 
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REMEMBER, LOVE, REMEMBER. 

Composed by Parke. 


AtUgretto, 




f=ffrr~rF^^^ 


Twas ten o* - dock one moon-light nlgbt, I e - ver shall re - meaoi.ber, When 


^^^rf yi^^N-^ i-f^Q^^^ ^ ^l 


ev' - ry star shone twink -ling bright In fros-ty dark De - cem-ber, ' When 


i ^F^^ i rr yj i ^- wm 



at the win-dow,tap9 tap, tap, I heard a cer-tain well-known rap, And with it these 


I rrrxfi I D Qi.E 


words mo^t clear/ Re-mem-bcr, Ten o* - clock, my dear; re • mem-bcr, love, re-mem-ber.' 


Mt mother dos*d before the fire, 

My dad his pipe was smoking, 
I dare not for the world retire, — 

Now, was not that provoking ? 
At length, the old folks f^at asleep, 

I flew mr promisM word to keep ; 
And snre, his d)senoe to denote. 

He on the window-shutter wrote, — 
' Remember, love, remember !* 


And did I heed a treat so sweet ? 

O ! yes, for mark the warning. 
Which said, 'At church we were to meet 

At ten o'clock next morning.' 
And there we met, no more to part, 

To twine for ever hand and heart ; 
And sinee that day, in wedlock join*d. 

The window shutter brings to mind, — 
« Remember, Urre, remember.' 


»/\j%/V^ /s/W* <^.^ ^^^ ^v^\>'vrv'V» 


O, THINK NOT THAT THE FAIREST FACE. 

Mozart's ' Das Madchen nnd der Yogel,' arranged by Muzio dementi, to the Poetry of David Thomson. 



O, think not that the fair • est fece Whidi ere my eye can see 


iji'*f f r Mf f ^in%fr^trT^^ E 


i-magefirom my heart can chase. Or malEe me wish 'twere free I The bright est 



charms of bean -ty's blase That in the hall oayahine, Will on - ly in my 


l^rcl. ' c i T~r^^f^ 



bo-som ndse A dear -er thought of thine, of thine, A dear - er thought of thine I 


O, think not that the social hour, 

When most the heart Is free, 
Can rule with gay oblivions pow'r 

O'er those that lore like me : 
For, when the names to mem'ry dear 

Shall crown the flowing wine, 
A thought of theeahall still be near. 

And softly whisper thine. 


The sun that lights the land I love 

Shall light a foreign sky ; 
And thus thy form, where'er I rtfve. 

Shall beam on fhncy's eye : 
Yet he his changeAil eonrae must run. 

And sink when eve Is nigh ; 
Bnt, like a never-setting son. 

Thy image ne'er shall die ) 
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THE WORLD IS A WELL-FURNISH'D TABLE. 

From * Love in a Village.* 


lAUegra 



The world is a weU-fdr-nish'd ta-ble» Where gnestt are pro-mis-CQoualy set : 


^^ SL^j^mLY^m.^=i=i^^ 


117 


ted 


We all fart as wellaswe^re a-ble, And seram-ble for what we can get. 



^rrrTfij^^^^ 



My aim - i - le holds to a tit - tie, — Some gorge, while some scarce have a taste ; But, if I am 


Pf^trf rVt^N r r ryr^^i i 


content with a lit - tie. Enough is as good as a feast, Enough, e-nongh is as good as a feast. 


»y>rv/%rx r>./^ /\/> r\y-K ^»rv/% /v/v/v* 


THE ADVENTURES OF MAJOR LONGBOW, OR 'PON MY WORD 
ITS TRUEi— WHAT WILL YOU LAY IT'S A LIE? 

B7 Haydn ConL 
Vbnee e Pompom. 

m 


$ 



f^-i-rtf-rrr7 


I'm a Go - ne - ral, 'tis well known, For e - ver in a hns-tle; My head's as 



ji-ther walk or fly; — Up -on my 


I swam from DabUn Bay, 

To the middle of the sea. 
With three men on mv back, 

For, damme 1 there's nothing hurts m«*, 
I fought a shark on my way. 

And bnng'd up his left eye ;^ 
Upon my life it's true,— 

Vrhat will you lay it's a lie ? 

I met a ship in distress, 

Bumping among the rocks; 
I lifted her up (you mav guess). 

And carried her safe in the aocks. 
There I drank a whols puncheon of rum, 

Eat an ox and a half— or nigh ;— 
Upon my life it's true, — 

What will you lay it's a lie ? 

To the mermaids, taught the quadrilles, 

Their assembly-room the sea, 
Their light the glorious sun, — 

More brflliaat wliat could be ? 
They danc'd and got so hot, 

These flsh besan to fry ; — 
Upon my life it^s true, — 

y bat wiU you lay it's a lie ? 

By way of a savoury dish, 

I toasted a whale on a fork ; 
Drank thirty dozen of wine, 

In the time you could draw a cork | 


Pick*d my teeth with a Unicom'4 licfn. 
Which by chance came trotting by .•« - 

Upon my life it's true, — 
What will you lay it's a lie? 

I went to a play in Florence, 

Where I saw such a tragedy fellow, 
From the bcnces, tears fell in such torrent*, 

In the pit I put up my umbrella ; 
But the tears nll'd the pit with water, 

Not a tiiread in my dothes was dry ;— 
Upon my Life it's true, — 

What will vou lay it's a lie. 

In the east I din'd with a friend. 

Where they have no window -sashes; 
The sunbeams euter'd tiie room, 

And bum'd his wife to ashes :— 
' Sweep your mistress away,* said he ; 

' Bring wine for my friend and I '; — 
Upon my life it's true,— 

What will yon lay it's a lie ? 

I came home on a congrere-rocket ; 

So swift the seas I cross'd. 
That, only for Nelson's pillar. 

Dear London I'd surely lost ; 
With joy, shook hands with the statiiO« 

Which instantly wink'd its eye ;^ 
Cpon mv life it's true, — 

What'wiU Ton lay it's a lie ? 
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SA.W YE MY WEE THINQ. 

The Poetry by Hector Macneil.— The Music as sung by Mr. Wilson. 
AniauU Moderato. 




Saw ye my wee thing? ^aw ye my ain thing? Saw ye my traa love down on yon 


lea? CrossM she the mea-dow yes-treen at the gloam-in'? Sought she the 



J :;i r r 



bnr-alewhar flow*n the hav-taee? H«r hair, it ia lint -whit«; her skin it i^ 


# ^=J-H=f 



milk-white : Dark ia the bine o* her salt roll - in' ee' ; 


Red, red, her 


rrr r iJ.jj i JLiL i ' ^' i M 'fj ui 


ripe lips, and sweet-er than ro-ses;-~ Whar could my wee thing wan-der frae me?' 


'I saw naa yonr wea thing, I aaw nae yoi|r ain 
thing. 

Nor saw I yonr tme loye down on yon lea ; 
But I met my bonnie thing yestreen in the gloandn, 

Down by the bari)ie- wh^r Aoi^'es the haw-tree.' 
Her hair It waa lini-white; her skin it was milk, 
whitai 

Dark was the blue o' her saft-rolUn' ee ; 
Red were her ripe Hps, and sweeter than roses; 

Sweet wwa the. kisses that she gaa.to me 1' 

'It was na my wee thing, it was na my ain tUng^i 

It was na my true loire yo saw on the lea: 
Proud is her leal l^atrtl and modest her nature ! 

She never lo'ed onie till anoe she lo'ed me. 
Her naase It is Mary; she's frae Castle-Cary ; 

Aft hat she si^ when a bairn, on my knee : 
Ftir as your fiiee is, war't fifty times fairer, 

Tonng bragger, she ne'er would gie kisses to 
theel' 


'It was, then, your Mary; she's frae Castle- 

Ca^i 
It was, then, your tme love I met on the lea: 

I¥oud as her heart is, and modest her nature. 

Sweet inere the kines that she gae to me.' 

Sak gloom'd his dark brow— blood-red his chedi 

W^flash'd ths fire frae his fed-rollin* ee :— 
' Te'se rue sair, this mornln' , your boasts and your 
soomin' : 
Defend ye, ihuse traitor ! for loudly ye lie.' 

' Awa wi' beguiling I* cried the youth, smiling : 

Aif went the bonnet; the lint-white loclcs flee ; 
The belted pl^ fa'ing, her white bosom shawinfr— 

Fair stood the loVd maid wi' the dark roBin' ee ! 
* Is it my wee thing I b it mine ain tUng! 

Is it my tme love here thait I seel' 
' O Jamie, forgle me; your heart's eonstant to me; 

111 never mair wander, dear laddie, frae theel' 


THE BRAES C GLENIFFEIL 

Written by Tannahill to the same Musie. 


Kben blaws the wind ower the braes o' Oleniffer, 

Tlie aald castle turrets are oover'd wi* saaw ; 
How ehang'dfrae the time when I met wi* my Ioyct, 

Amaag the broom bashes by Stanley, green shaw 1 
Thewild fiowarao' sinmier were spreada* sae bonnie, 

The nsavis sang sweet frae the green birlmn-tree ; 
But fisr to the camp they hae marck'd my dear 
Johimie, 

And now it is winter wi* nature and me. 

Tlien ilkathiag ronndus wasbUthesome andcbeerie. 
Then ilka thiog round us was bonnie and braw; 
Now naething is heard but Uie wind whistling 
drearie, 
And naetUng is seen but the wide-spreading 
snaw, 
Hie treee are a' bare, and the birds mute and 
dowie^— 


They shake the caaU drift frae their. wLngSiM they 

flee; 
And chirp out their plaints, seemiag wae ftr my 

Johnnie, — 
ms winter wi' them and 'tis winter wi' me. 

Ton canld fleeey doud skiA alaag the bleak moun- 
tain. 
And shakes the dark firs on tha steep rocky 
brae, 
While down the deep glen brawle the anaw-flooded 
fountain, 
That murmured sae sweet to my laddie and me. 
It's na its loud roar, on the wintry winds swellin*. 
It's na the cauld blast brings the tear to my 
ee; 
For, 1 gin I saw but my bonnie Scot's eallaa 
The dark days o' winter were simmer to 


I 


I 
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A LIFE ON THE OCEAN WAVE. 

Composed by Henry Russell ; and published in Davidson's Cheap and Uniform Editien of his Compo8ition». 


Viwtfie. 


J_N 



A life on the o-oean wave! A home on the roQ-ing: deep! Where the 


^ ^f# i r'f r u r ^^ 


ieat-ter*d wa-ters rave, And the winds their re - veLs keep ! 



A home on the 


^-4^^4-^ i j rJ^ i r-f fm 



roQ-ing deep I Where the scat-terM wa-tera rave, And the winds their re - vels 






o-cean wave! A home on the roH-ing deep! Where the scat-ter'd wa-tert 



^ :4S4=£^; : I J.J / I j.:^ 


rave* And the vrinds their re - vela keep! — ^the winds, the winde, the winds their r»-veb 



^^-jfj^ 


keep; the winds, the winds, the winds their re-vela kS$' 


Once more on the deck I stand 

Of my own swift-gliding craft ; 
Set sail ! farewell to the land I 

The gale follows fair abaft ! 
We shoot through the sparkling foam, 

Like an ocean-Mrd set free ; 
lake the ooean-btrd, our home 

We'll find far out on the sea. 
A life on the ocean wave, &e. 


The land is no longer in view ; 

The clouds have b^un to frown ; 
But, with a stout vesid and crew, 

We'll say, let the storm come down I 
And the song of our hevts shall be. 

While the winda and the waters rave, 
A life on the heaving tea 1 

A home on the bcranding wave ! 
A life on the ocean wave, &e. 


A LIFE BY DE GALLEY FIRE. 

To the Melody of * A Life on the Ocean Wave.*— Published in Davidson's Cheap Edition of the Songi of 

the Ethiopian Serenaders. 


A life by de gaUey fire. 

An' a home in de ule caboose, 
Is de one I much admire. 

As I cook de captain's goose. 
Like a lub-sick ooon I pine, 

Wheneber I go ashore ; 
And I sigh for de possum soup 

And de ole caboose onee mc^re. 
A life by de galley fire, &c. 

Once more in de midst I stand 
Ob de stream, an' fire an* smoke ; 

An' first I crack de eggs, 
An' den I crack de joke. 


2S 


An' when dese Nigs on board 
Hab all blown out dere skin. 

In de comer I sit an' smoke. 
An toast my han'some shin 
A life by de galley fire &e. 

An' sometimes, as I sit dere, 

In iniected mood I pine. 
An' I tlnk ob my lubly Rose, 

Dat I left in Caroline; 
But soon my grief I cure, 

Wid a slice of de pickle ham. 
An' dere, till de df^t-beU strike, 

Wid all tings nice I cram. 

A Ufe by de galley fire, &e. 


.< 


I~« 
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ICH BENKE DEIN— I THINK ON THEE. 

The Poetry translated from the German of Goe^e ; the Music by C. Walther. 


Andante, 



beams play; 


^^ 


I think on thee 


^^m 


g ^t 


trem •> bling. Pale moon • beams stray, Pale moon 


beams stray* 


I see thy form when mom, in splendour smiling, 

All nature cheers, 
Or midnitfht dark, some wanderer's steps begniling, 

Spreads gloom and fears. 
I hear thy Toice when thundering waves are 
foaming 

Beneath the lee ; 


9fhtsii through the shades of fragrant grove I'm 
roaminr. 

With thoughts of thee. 
Though far from thee in silent languor dreaming, 

I am yet near I 
The Bunhas set, sweet stars on high are gleaming,— 

O 1 wert thou here I 


Ajfdttnoao. 


LOVE'S APOLOGY. 

Written and Composed by G. Nicks. 





Yes; yes; 'twas pre-sumprti> on in me, I con - fees, That to gain your af- 


^^j^nn^Jh ^m grdJ' Ji J J' J' l r p 


feCf tion I e'er could as - - pire ; But ah I pri-thee tell me how could t do 


less? — Who can see von and not at the in-stant ad -mire? On your 


t 


H -- 


at the in-stant ad - mire ? On your charms. 


m 


^^ 


^^^^g^ lUnL^-^-f?^ 


my sweet girl, not on me lay the blame. And do not eon-si-der niy love as a 


teFFg^ ^ 


J!i;^-jcfj 



crime ; The mo-ment I saw you, my 4ieart felt a flame. Which no - thing could 


kin - die but beau - ty like thine, But 



fr -r. ? f I q J'Tfe g^ H^^ 



eau - - ty like thine, But beau 

ad lib. 





ty like thine; Which no - thing eonld kin -• die but beau -tv like thine. 


I 


I ne'er had a thought to offend you, I vow, — 
rhen do not, oh 1 do not be angry, 1 pray. 

But with a sweet smile drive the frown irom thy 
brow, 
As tJir su^ clears theHbg of the morning away. 


Andshoulda soft sigh from your bosom e'er stray^ 
Or one tender thouebt ever light upon me. 

Indulge it, I beg, andthink kindly, I pray, 
For know, hi^ I kingdoms, I'd give them to 
theel 


-r -ar 


*m «, 
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THE LASS O' PATIE'S MILL. 

Old Scotch Mdody, — the Poetry by Ramaay. 


moderalo, ^ l^ ^^ 



The lass o* Pa-tie's mill, Sae bon-nie, blithe, and gay/ In ipite of 

7L 


my 



i a^Lomfl 



ikill, She stole my heart a - way 


When ted -din oat the hay* bare -head - ed 



on the green, Love mid 


Without the help of art, 

like flowers that grace the wild, 
She did her sweets impart, 

Whene'er she spak or smil'd : 
Her looks they were so mild, 

F^ree from afllected pride. 
She me to lore beguU'd ; — 

I wish'd her foe my bride. 


locks did 


play, And wan-ton*d in her can. 


O I had I a' the wealth 

Hopetonn's high mountaina All, 
Insnr'd laog life and health, 

And pleasure at my will ; 
I'dpromise, and fnliU, 

Tnat nane but bonnle aha. 
The lass o' Patie's mSU, 

Should share the sana wi' me. 


ROBIN'S AWA\ 

Old Scotch Melody, as sung by Mr. Wilson. 



Ae nicht i' the gloam-in', aa late 



I pass'd by, A laa-sie sang sweet, as she 


milk • it her kye, And this was her sang, while the tears doun did £&: — *Olthere'» 



nae bard o' na-tore iln' Rob-in's a-wa'. The baids o' our coon-try now sing as they 

1^ 



'may. The best o' their dit-ties but make my heart wae; For at the blithe itrain there was 


p 


5^ 


p ^ i r r jiui^ ^J' J' J' a 


ane beat them a'; — Oh! there's nae bard o' na-ture sin' Rob-ln's a-wa' 


Auld Wat he is wily, and pleases us fine, 
Wi' his lang-nebbit tales an' his fellies langsyne ; 
Young Jack is a dreamer, Will sings like a cruw. 
An* DuTie an' Delta are dowie an' slaw ; 
TVigTam frae the Hielaads was since abraw man ; 
Poor Jamie, he blunders and slags as he cnn ; 
There's the Clerk an' the Sodger, the News-man 

an' a; i 

They but gar me greet sairer for him that's awa'. 

'Twaa he that could charm wi' the wauff o' his 

tongue, 
Could rouse up the auld an' enliven the young, 
An' cheer the blithe hearts in the cot and the ha'.-* 


OI there's nae bard o' nature sin' Robin's awa', 
Nae sangster amang us has half o' Us art ; 
There waa nae fonder lover an' nae kinder heart ;— 
Then wae to the wight wha wad wince at a flaw, 
To tarnish the honours of him that's awa*. 

If be had some fimts, I could nerer them see,— 
They're nae to be sung by sick gilpies aa me; 
He likit us weel, an' we liUt him a',— 
O, there's nae sickan caUan sin' Robin's awa'. 
Whene'er I sing late at the milkin' my kye, 
I look up to heaven an' say with a sigh. 
Although he's now gane, he was king o' them a*<« 
Ahl there's naebara o' nature sin' Rohan's aw»* 
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THEY TELL ONE DAY. 

The Poetry by J. A. Wade ; the Music compoied by Stdbelt, 


^ te *jJ.£^4 g;F^ ^ ^S 3^^^3^^ 


They tdly one day That Love at play, In bow'r of ros-es glow-ing, A gob-let found Uy- 



^^^ ^j^ f f^ r r^-iJ-F - 


on the ground, With some-thing bright o'er-flow-ingl He would have 8ipp*d,But first he 

J— I ^^r 1 r-|>-^:^ ■ i # = ^ i ■ 1 N 




jq-ipr^^F^P 


P 


i 


pp'd His ar- row in the stream;— Then wond*r-ing view*d, How it im-bu'd The 


F^-HjH^^jzJ i^ 



m 


haft with pur -pie beam!' Ohl hoi' said he, I've sought for thee, Thou source> ofheav'n-ly 


0T^m=^ ^^^^ss^. 


plea-sure:' — ^Thea lift - ed up The flow -log cup. And drank its m-by trta-surel 

And, aa he quaiTd, 'Whnse eacer Up 

He thought the draught This cup mH sip. 

Than Psyche's Up was sweeter ; ShaU mourn his reason dead 1 ' 

But ne'er were flow'rs, Poor Cupid ft>«ind 

Or happy hours. His head go round 

Than that wUd transport fleeter I By aU his wit fbrsaken ;— 

For ah! below, ' And since that hour 

Tliese words of woe This god-like pow'r 

FoU 


Were on the goblet read : — 


1» oft for FoUy taken ! — 



IN THE LAND OF HIBERNIA. 

Composed by Hook 
-J 


^^ 



^^ 


m 



In the land of Hi-ber-nia Young Pat drew bin breath. And sure e-verfsinee he has 



teas'd me to death; In the land of Hi -ber-nia young Pat drew his breath, And sure e-ver 

-0L 


^4^^t-j= ^ N^UJi-r r : TW= 


sinoe he has teas'd me to death ; For so 8weet*ly he slags, and makes lonre with sueh 



m=Mj=4=4=^m 



art. By th« faith of Saint Pa- trick he's shot thro* my heart. With his Gram-a-chree 



^^^^ 


^^^ 


Mol-ly, oehl what can I do ? With his Gram -a-chree Mol-ly, och ! what can I do ? By the 


FFf=n r-U-j^ = m j'l'rrf 



faith of Saint Pa-trick he's shot thro' my heart. With his Gram -a-chreeMoUy, och! what can I do? 


He vows, if I'll enter the conjugal life, 
He'U,^Ol to be sure,^-only make me a wife; 
Then, so tender he looks when we lovingly chat 


Last Sunday at church he must Ada teU the priest; 
In a week or two more we are wedded, at least ; 
And sure, sinee he said it, my consdenee wiU say, — 


) That I long to be married— but won't teUhim that ; ' If he don't lead me there, I wiU show him the way.* 


With his Gtamachrae MoUy, &c. 


With his Oramachree MoUy, &c 
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THE FALSE HEART. 

Peninsular Melody. — ^Tbe Poetry by Mn. Norton. 



O I tfaon whom my soul lov' 


^ii. n^ i^- f^U m ^ 



Waste is the uiiB that is not, is not i 


In whom I fond - Ij trust - • - ed, 


shar'd with th 


i 


3^ 


? 


with theei 


My 



^^ 


steed un - -bri-dl'd stands. 



Jjj) jiJ J'>-^ 


i • die sword is nift-ed{ 


Did 



de - • serve that such, that 


^QJU±fc^ 


my lot should be? O, nol tliat 



such my lot should be? O, no That such my lot should be. 


Yet, while life may last, no vows of faith and 
duty 
Shall win my heart to lore some other smile ; — 
By all my idle dreams, whea gazing on thy beauty, 
No Tision'd hope can now its pain beguile ;^ 
O, no 1 — can now its pain beguile I 

The streams which have flow'd in pure and sunny 
gladness 
Change not their couae when daylight's hour 
bgone; 


Though none may heed their truth— through mid- 
night's gloomy sadness, 
Deep, nlm, and pure, therstUlkaepllowing on; — 
O, yes 1 — ^they stiU keep flowing on. 

1 thus flows the stream of faithful love within me, 
Though thou art Cslse whose brightness made 
my day, 
And from my qxUet love nobrowof light eati win me. 
Was such a heart a toy to fling away ? 
O, no I—a toy to fling away. 


LISTEN, USTEN TO THE VOICE OP LOVE. 

Composed by Hook. 



Ol lis-ten, Us-ten 


^^^^^^ 


tlie voice of Love, — He calls 


Daph - no 



dour yield, — OI lis -ten, Us-ten, 


Where flowers their blooming sweets exhale. 

My Daphne, let us fondly stray ; 
Where wliisperiog Love breathes forth his tale. 
And shepherds siag their artless lay ; — 
O t listen to the voice of Love, 
He caUs my Daphne to the grove. 


Love. 


Come, share with me the sweets of spring. 
And leave the town's tumultuous noise ; 
The happy swains all cheerful sing. 
And Echo itiil repeats their joys ; — 
Then listen to the voice ot Love, 
He calls my Daphne to the grove. 
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DORSETSHIRE HOUSE. 

Published by Lonsdale. 




All the world has been aak'd to the par-ty to-night— *Twill be the most brU-liaat die- 



play of the year ; Mis-ses George tfill be there, though her daagh-ter's a fright ; And 



^ ^^p^ ^ J' ; J 1 1 F f lets' J1 J' M 


La-dy Jane Rook, with her three girla, I hear. Mis -tea Can-door's in - vi -ted, tho' 



te ^^^z^.,in^::^J^ yy^;^^f^^ 


no one knows why, And that for •ward de - tea -ta-ble lit -tie Miss Rouse! Wliat can be the 



rea-son my dangh-ter and 


My daughter is handsome, — ^nogirl'sso welldresa'd ; 

Her gowns alone cost me a hundred a year I 
'Mongst the waltaers at Almack*s she's reckon'd 
the best, 

And the women all enty her Hgure, I hear ! 
Yet, despite of her beauty, she often sits by, 

Whilst the men are idl crowding round little 
Miss Rouse; 
She's sure to be ask'd— whilst my daughter and I 

Ace always ezdnded from Dorsetshire House I 

ET*ry week I have call*d on his niece at his door ; 

I have ask'd all his cousins to dinner in turn- 
Left my card with his sisters — what can I do^ore ? 

Sinee they never have visited me in return. 
I don't eare for the ball ; but you all will agree, 

*Tis enough to provoke one, when little Miss 
Rouse 
Corner sneeringly up to my daughter and me— 

* Ut course I shallmeetyou atDorsetshireHoasel' 

*T1s in vain that we open our house all the yeart 
And give entertainments of every sort ; 

Have a box at the Ooera, on the best tier. 
And are seen at theoalls and the parties at Court I 


I A - lone are ez-dnd-ed from Dor-set-shire House? 


In spite of It all, still my daughter and I [House 
Are doom'd toneelect; whilst that little Mlsa 

HasUie worldat herreet, and— I cannot teD why— > 
She is always invited to Dorsetshire House ! 

I would give up my eflbrta, abandon each hqpe. 

And try to grow callous to every slight; 
But I cannot endure that we only should mope. 

When the town is all radiant witii joy and deKsht. 
ThcT tell me my girl (and T think thev are ritf ht) 

Shares the heart of a Marquis with little Miss 
Rouse: 
O ! he might have propos'd to my daughter to-idght. 

Had we been but invited to Dorsetshire House I 

There's a rap at the door !— O I perhaps 'tis a cardl 

I am trembling with hope— and I'm breathless 
with fear ! 
Nay — 'tis only a note I — 1 my fate is too hud 1 

Then we shall not be ask'd to this party, 'tis dear I 
But what do I re«d ?— O ! I'm ready to fidl I— 

The Marquis is going to marry Miss Rousel I— 
She tells me 'twas settled last week at the ball. 

From which we were exduded, at Dorsetshire 
House 1 


MY OWN DEAR SOMEBODY. 


Largk§iio» 




Was 1 O'blig'd to beg my bread, Ajid had no whereto lay my head, I'd creep where 



FP^^u^^^ j t^^^^^^^ ^^ ^^^ 


yon • der herds are fea, And steal a look at some-bo-dy, My own dear some - bo - dy, my 



eon-stant some be • . Ir ; I'd creep where yon -der herds are fed. And steal a look at some-bo-dyt 


-«=: 
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Wlwn I'm laid low and am at rest. 
And may be nomber'd with the bleas'd, 
O ! may thy artless feeling breast 
Throb with regard for Somebody : 
Ah 1 will you drop one pityinr tear. 
And sigh for the lost Somebody ? 


But shonld I erer lire to see 
That form so much ador'd by mat 
Then thou*lt reward my constancy* 
And I'U be blessed with Somebodj: 
Then shall my tears be dried by thee, 
And 1*11 be bless'd wiQi Somebody. 


\iidantino. 


BURIAL OF THE SEED. 

The Poetry trmulated from the Germao ; the MtMie by Weber. 




is made ; |n thy si - lent cham - her laid. 


Now, my seed, thy grave is made ; Jn thy si - lent cham - her 


^S^p^rr^^ 


Thou mayst 


slum - ber light • ly ; Mk^ the sun his ra - di - aoce lend, 



And the 


Coiildst thou speak, thou gentle one. 
Coiildst thou feel wliat I have done. 

Thou wouldst whisper, weeping, 
* Ah« green earth and bright blue skies 
Nevermore may greet my eyes, 

All in darkness sleeping.* 

Yet sleep on, thou seedling dear ; 

Sweetly sleep, nor dream of fear ; 

Soon, fh>m slumber waking, 


^^-^-pfU^ ^i 


scend On thy pll - low night - ly. 

Once agaiu shalt thou behold 
Morning sunlight, bright as gold, 
0*er the green earth brcaldng. 

T at last must sink like thee ; 
Hands of love shall burv me, 

Heaping cold earth o'er me ; 
Rut when God, flrom yonder skies. 
Bids the slumbering dead arise, 

May I wake to glory! 


AUegro M^dtraio, 


COME, CHEER UP, MY LADS. 

Old English Air. 



Come, cheer up, my lads, — 'tis to glo-ry we steer, To add something more to this 


^^^^^m 



won-der-ful year; To ho^nour we call you, not press you like slaves, For who are so free as we 


^^= r^ 



^-r^c i i f J'c 


sons ofthewavesi Heart of oak are our ships, heart of oak are our men; We al- ways are 



rca - dy ; 


flight, and well con-quer, a - gain and a - gain. 


We ne*er see our foes, but we wish them to stay ; 
They never see us but they wish us away ; 
I f they run, —why, we follow, and run them ashore. 
For if they won*t fight us, vre cannot do more. 

Heart of oak, &c. 

They swenr they'll ipvade us, these terrible fbea ; 
They Mghteii our women, our children, our beaua; 


But should their flat-bottoms indaAness geto*cr. 
Still Britons they'll And to receive them on ihofc. 

Heart of oak, &e. 

We'll still make 'em run , and we'll still make'emaweat, 
In spite of the devil and Brusselles Gazette ; — 
Then cheer up, my lads, — with one heart let uasiag. 
Our soldiers, our sailors, our statesmen, our King. 

Heart of oak. te. 


— 
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PLATO'S ADVICE. 


lAndaiUt' 


Sayi Pla • to, * Why should man be vain, Since bonn-teooa Hesr'n has made him 


^yig j^^^oiuc-c tri\Q^ 



great ? Why lo6k-eth he with in-eo-lent dis-dsin On those un-deck'd with wealthor state? 


Can cost-ly robes, or beds of down, And aU the gems that deck the 


fair,-<:!an aUtheglo - 


aU the glo 


i)!', U^iij 'iiT'irn^i 'HI f 


a C9>wn Gtre health, o» ease 


the brow of care? 


The scepter'd Unff, the borden'd sUts, 

The humble and the hanglity, die ; 
The rieh, fbe poor, fbe base, the brave. 

In dust without distinction lie ; 
Go search the tombs where monarchs rest 

Who once the greatest titles wore, 
Of all their glories are bereft, 

And all thor honours are no more. 


So flies the meteor tliroogh the skies. 

And spreads along a gilded train ; 
When shot, 'tis gone, its beautr dies, 

DLbsoItcs to common air again. 
So 'tis with us,s:i:y jovial souls,— 

Let friendship reign while here we stay. 
Let's crown our joys with (lowing bowls ; — 

When Jove he calls, we must obey. 


DAYS OF YORE. 

The Words from the Poem of' Ives;' the Marie b; W. A. Nidd. 

,-, — ^ 



i Jn^-J^ 


01 eould I bid my mourn -^l heart For*get the dreams of for - mer 
crw. - - - • dim 


^t^'i> J T ^ iiT r=p4^-h5^ 



sum - mer rays. As fade the mom - • lug's sum -mer ra^t 



¥ t\ . 1 1 .J I J J ^^- { 


No charms can bind the bro - ken spell ; Love, once de-ceiv'dt m - turns no 



I'' fiir F riM I '' ■ ^trit f A 


more ; Dream of con - fid - ing youth, fere - well ! Fare-weU the joys, the 


-dmrty of yore I Fhre - well the Joys, the days, of yoie I 


the days, of yora 
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BRING ME THE WINE. 

Hindoatanee Melody, arranged by C. £. Horn to the Poetry of W. Reader. 
Com Anima. 



, 6 J J JI'^=^=f=F 


^^= ^^4^ 


Bring me tlie vine, — ^tlie gob - let giye ; — Let me at length be - gin to live ; — 



i ^-E r ^ rr^c"f^-i^^^ 


Let the red jnioe 


ia my cupBvdm, And not a sigh 


anl-ly its brim. 



Ifom or ere, by the gob-let*8 ilow. The wea-ry wing*d honri 1*11 num-ber; Till the 


fefe Lf. c f. I r rf"^ I ^ J' J' r?:^J^ 


dream - giv • iug grape, and my fan «cy*i glow, Show me the rose in slnm-ber. 

Bid me not tell who lit this flame, — Harp of my sool I thy lay awhfle 

Sootiie me nke Moma's lang^d smile ; 


Lips mast not breathe my midden's name, — 
Mask in her loelcs, — sleep la her eyes ; — 
Who, without hope, loolcs on her--dies. 

Morn or eve, &c« 


Ton of the bow, — you of tlie spear, — 
Court the death -frav,— fright the don deer t 

Morn or eve, &c. 


f>.r\' ^ «.«x/%4^^>/>/>^># 


MARK THE SAD ROSE. 

The Poetry from Forbes*s Oriental Memoirs ; the Music by Philip Knapton. 


Rreiintiwt* 



E^=j-JtM^ ^^ 



Mark the sad rose, once 8nm-mer*s do/«Jng pride. That threw its bloom -ing o - donrs 



ilgtHc ^ t W - 


ftur and wide; Now all its bright, itsUush-ing ho-nours past. Too das-zlmg fair, a> 

^ u ikAir. Andante. 

iii— JhS- 


I J J M /■ j.^ j^-tW]i'rirrf 


a 


^^ 


las! and sweet to last. 


But yet, though scat-t er*d be e ach silk - en 

I "ui; 1 I Sod. 1 



leaf, By em - d time, that tad de-spoil-ing thief; But thief; 


stin 


prn^^ ■ r \rj^j-hi---f;^ 



from those leavea ex-hales a rieh per - fume ; 



Still they are sweet. 


Still 


ff ^ i jj^^y^ g 


they are sweet. 


StQl they are sweet, tho' they have ceas'd to bloom. 


So loT*d remembrances of joys long fled While In the breast is saVd each withered leaf 

0*er the sad heart their soothing induenoe slied ; Of past ddUght, to soothe Its preseat grief. 
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BONNIE JEAN. 

The Poetry by Bums ; the Music as sang by Mr. ^'Oson. 



There was a lass, and she was iSidr, At kirk and market to be8een;Whea a' the ftir-est 


f^' ^ n ii\jt:t^-^mi t f r, t'^ g 


m 


maids were met, The falr-est maid was bonnie Jean. And ayeshewroughthermammie'swark, And 
^ Ji,C. fU Ju ne. 

ayeshesaagsaemer-ri-lie;T1iebUth-e8t bird np-onthebnshNe'erhad aiight-erheartthanshe. 


Bnt hawks will rob the tender joys 

That bless the little lintwhite's nest; 
And frost will blight the fairest flowers, 

And love will break the soundest rest. 
Young Robie was the brawest lad, 

The flower and pride of a' the glen ; 
And he had owsen, sheep, and kye, 

And wanton naigies nine or ten. 

There was a lass, &c. 

He gaed wi' Jeanie to the trysta. 

He danced wi* Jeanie on the down ; 
And lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 

Her t^art was tint, her peace was stown* 
As in the bosom o* the stream 

The moonbeam dwells at dewy e*en, 
So trembling, pnre, was tender love, 

Within the breast o* bonnie Jean. 

There was a lass, &e. 

And now she warks her mammie*s wark. 
And aye she sishs wi* care and pain ; 

Yet wtstna what ner ail might be, 
Or what wad mak* her weel again. 


But didna Jeanie*s heart lonp light, 
And didna joy blink in her ee. 

As Robie tauld a tale o* love, 
Ae e*eni4g9 on the lily lea ? 

There was a lass, &e« 

The sun was sinUn' in the west, 

The birds sang sweet in ilka grove ; 
His cheek to hers he fondly preas'd, 

And whisper'd thus his tale of love : 
' O Jeanie fair, I lo*e thee dear ; 

O canst thou think to fancy me ? 
Nor wilt thou leave thy mammie*s cot. 

And learn to tent the farms wi* me ? 
There was a lass, &e. 
At bam nor byre thou shalt na drudge, 

Nor naething else to trouble thee ; 
But stray amang the heather-bells. 

And tent the waving com wi* me.* 
Now what could artless Jeanie do ? 

She had nae will to say him na ; 
At length she blnsh*d a sweet consent, 

And love was aye between them twa. 
There was a lavs, &e. 


.^^rv^/H **^^**%^*^^\« 


Moderato. 


HAPPY FRIENDSHIP. 

The Poetry by Bums ; the Music as sung by Mr. Wilson. 


VNY^f^^^l^T^^yf^^ 


Hap - py we are a' the-gi-ther, Hap-py we*U be gin an' a* ; Time shall sea 

Fins. 


us a* the 



bU-ther, 


we rise 


-round the in-^Uei 



lasae hap-py 


f^^rrHF^ ^^^ miLti^^- 


and sae free ; Tho* the nor-thera wind blaws free*zing, Frien*-ship warms baith you and me. 

See the miser o*er his treasure. Thus then let us a' be tasdm 

Gloating wi* a greedy e'e I 
Can he fe^ thr glow o* pleasure 

That around us here we see r 

Can the peer in silk and ermine, 

Call his conscience half his own ? 
His daes are spun an* edged wi* vermin, 

Tho* he Stan* afore a throne 1 


Aff our stoups o* gen'rous flame ; 
An* while roun* the ooard *tis passing. 
Raise a sang in fiien*ship*s name. 

Fi'ien*shin maks a' us mair happy, 
Frien*snip gies us a* delight ; 

C>^^..>.VX^ ^ ^ A. A.% J «- 


Frien'ship consecrates the drappie, 
Frien>hip brings us here tOHiighl 
Happy we've been, 


9k. 
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WHATE'ER MAY BE MY WAYWARD LOT. 

TIm Poetry Vy David Thompton, arranged to Mozart's * Wer unter einei Madchena Hand.' 
Moderate, . ^ j^ 


P^^-N-i^i=^ ^E^£t^m^^^^^ 


What -e'er may be my way- ward lot, -When wand*Tiag far a -way, Themem*<.ry of tUa 


P~SQ;0']-^=^ ^ 


I ' k- 



lo«a-lr ipat 'With vMnabi 


thall ne*cr de • cay ; 


Nor aoght which can my breast in- 



^ Ml-^^H p 


▼ade Shall malce that dear *e-mem-branee fhde, — No! not nol ne-ver.for a 


^^^^^^^^^^^mm 


daT; No! no! nOf_ne-irer for a day I If sor-row oft my heart shall prove, As 

1*11 then re-call the looks of love Which chas'd each tear a- 


^^^^^^m 


on thro* life I itray, 



»E?zfr3 



^^^^^^ 



way : Then can that dear re-mem-branee ftide, To which my gricA Bball ^ud their 



p ^zp^ t:£= ^t ^ ±j?:| P^ :^a; 


aid? Nol nol no, ne-ver for a day; Nol nol no, ne-ver for a day! 

If smiling scenes of jot I see. While mem'ry breathes her silent sigh. 
And feel their cheering po%rer. While grief the eye must shade, 

1*11 think how brighter they would be While love's soft magic lingers nigh, 
Within this happy bower ; While hope shall lend her aid, 

Then can that dear remembmnce fade, And o*er that dear remembrance fling 

To which e*en pleasure lends its aid ? The brightest dyes that paint her wing,— 
No. never for an hour 1 No, never can it fade 1 


OFT HAVE I MARK'D THE EVENING SHADE. 


fo^eroUk 



mM4 ' -^1 ^n 


Composed by Dr. Joha Smith. 



Oft have I mark*d the ev'ning shade Steal o*er some ruUi gray, AndwatchMthc 

eret. 



glow-ing sunbeams fade. In sad 

di 


way : Yet clings its Un • g'ring last ca- 
eref. 



qi* > I V 



^-^^ ^'J' ,>aJ^t=hii^^-.Vy^ 


ress A - round one beauteous an - tumn flow'r ; A ray of glo - ry rich to bless, 

A'm. eres. . . ^ dim,^ 


i^^M 



(\M 



That em - blem of some hap- pier hour. That em-blem of tome hap - pier haur. 

And so my fond heart loves to cling» I love to dream o'er other days, 

Sweet Erij, still to thee, When chivalry and pride were thine ; . 

Uid in thy rMins trace the spring And from thy desolation raise 

Of all that onee vras firee. A hope thy glory yet may shine. 
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BACHELORS FAKE. 

Composed expressly for this Work by Heiix7 West, R.A. 


l i c r. r r mrf^M^^^^^p?^ ^ 



Fan-ny and free are a ba-che4or*8x«-Te]-rie8;Chee-ii-lyy mer-ii-ly pass-eshis life 


pn^r-^-r U^mittf^ ^M 


No-tidBg knows he of con -na-bi-al de- vil-ries, IVoa • hie-some chil-dren and elam-onr-ous 


^^^^ ^ ^-^^\ rm ^ ^ 


wife. Freefh>m sa-ti-e • ty, care andanz-l«e-ty, Channsin Ta-ri-e-ty fsU to his share: 



Bac-chns's blis-ses and Yen-ns-'s kis-ses ; This, boys, this 


ba - che<-lor's fare; — 


MrV. f. r. pgHt^ ;H:-J=£4 ^^ 


Bae-chQS*8 blis-ses and Ven-us**s kis-ses; Thi;», boys, this is the ba-che lor'sfsre. 


A wife, like a canister, chattering, clattering. 

Tied to a dog for his torment and dread, 
All bespattering, bumping, and battering, 

Hurries and worries him till he is dead ; 
Old ones are two devils haunted with blue devils, 

Young ones are new devils raising despair ; 
Doctors and nurses combining their curses. 

Adieu to full purses and bsichelor's fture. 

Through such folly, days once sweet hoWdays ' 
Soon are ^mbitter'd by wrangling and strife : 

Wives turn joUy days to melandioly days, 
All perplexing and vexing one*s life ; 


Children are riotous, maid-servants fly nt ns. 
Mammy to quiet us growls like a bear ; 

Polly is squalling, and Molly is bawlinir. 
While dad is recalling his bachelor's fare. 

When they are older grown, then they are bolder 
^wn, 

Turmog your temper, and spurning your rule : 
Girls, through foolishness, passion, or mnlishness. 

Parry your wishes and marry a fool. 
hoy* wil^ anticipate, lavish, and dissipate. 

All that your busy pate hoarded wiui care ; — 
Then tell me what jollity, fun, and frivolity, 

Equal ir quality bachelor's fare ? 


%/\Xv/\'v/'>^%^%-'^'v/xrx/%*^' • ' vrv^% 


NEW ZEALANDER'S BATTLE-SONG. 

The Poetry translated from the German cf Purge r ; th- Mn^lr by Samstheni. 



Hal-lo, ye my fel-lovirs, a -rise and advance! See the white-crest-ed waves, how they stampand they 


m 


w^ 


i 



±f 


qjfflrrrp ^^i f 


dance, High o-verthereef there, with anger and might! So wild-ly we dance to the bloody- red fight. 


Then gather I now gather ! come, gather, ye all ! 
Each thing that hath limbs and arms, come at our 
call ! [sweeps by, 

Like reeds on the moor, when the whirlwind 
Our lanoes and war-axes darken the sky. 

Sharp, sharp as the tooth of the sea-hound and 
shark, [mark ! 

They'll bore ye, they'll split ye. Fly, lance, to the 

Heme, home to the heart 1 And thou, battle-axe 
grim, [and Ihnb ! 

Split, splintering and shivering, through brain-pan 

To-day we ask vengeance, to-day we ask blood ; 

We ask it ; we're coming to make our word good ; 

The storm flinches not, though the woods choke 
iUpath; 

VCt ask it ; we're coming \ beware of our wrath ! 


At home, wives and children a hearth for r.s lay ; 

A savory flesh -feast awaits us to-day. 

Behind yonder mountains e'en now the smoke 

streams, 
And the blaze of the brush-fire crackles and gleams. 

LoniCi long have we hungerM and thirsted tor you ; 
At home ti&e dogs lurk round the dean tuhle, too. 
Loud -shouting, we eat you to-night, every one« 
Devour you clean, to the white ringing buae. 

Rush, rush, ye my fellows, rush on them like hail I 
Soon, soon, shall their roasting your not^trils re- 
gale; 
The fire is flaring ; the oven is a-glow 1 
Heave to, now ! hew through now 1 Halloha! hallo I 


; I 


! 


- v( 
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THE ECHOES. 

The WordB by William Ball; the Hmie by Weber. 



Far in the wild wood, Deep in yon deli, Haunt of my child-hood, Sweet e-choes 



dwdl; O ye, whoae youthful aoog 'Mid their green bow-en Would the fond charm pro-long, 
ritard, i^_ a tempo. 





Through the calm hours, Whose lovM lays re-bonnd-ed O'er the hill brow. By dear smiles sur- 
ritard. 




round - ed, Where are ye now ? 

When eve was lending 

Softness around, 
When light was fading, 

Sweet was the sound I 
Sweet was the measure 

TIttt fairy ground nigh, 


Where are ye now? 


Where are ye - now ? 


The eall and the pleaiurey 

Of Echo's reply 1 
Hie soul of that pleasure! 

What shall restore ? 
Mine is the treasure, 

Oh, neyer more 1 


%AA^^kM#^^A«'%^« %^^%^/S/V>^ 


xAWegro* 


THE KING AND THE JACKETS OF BLUE. 

The Words by Douglas Jerrold ; the Music by J. Blewitt. 




Some na-tions may boast of their walls, Of their ar-miesmaymakemucha-do, But 


tell me the pow-er, when 




ber-ty calls, like the gal-lant stout jack-ets of blue: Our 


t 


EgEbM=fc=^ 



sail-ors are lords of the sea, Tho' they roll in the old wwld or new; None 

'^ ^— H^ 



^^^^^^^ 




bold -er, none strong-er, none no-blermay be. Than the jol-ly stout jackets of blue. The 


^a^^^^J^E^m ^ f^^^ ^ 




jol-ly stout jack-ets of ' blue. The jol-ly stout jack-ets of blue; None 


;y^^MJ ^^ ^ ^g^6^ g 


bold-er, none strong-er, none no -bier may be, Than the jol-ly stout jack-ets of. blue. 


Each flag that flies over the main. 

No matter whatever be its hue, 
Must strike, as it has struck, again and again. 

To the gallant stout jackets of blue ; 
The jacket to Neptune is dear. 

So he spoke thus to each of his crew,^ 
*A11 honour and glory and worth shall appear, 

With my own jolly jackets of blue.' 


The King, in his majesty great, 

Remains to his own colour true. 
And amidst all his robes aod his ermines of state. 

Remembers \Am jacket of blue ; — 
Then loud let each mariner sing, 

In a ehorus still honest thou^ new, [King, 
' Here's a health and long life to our blue-jacket 

To our King in his jacket of Uue I ' i 
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AndoHle, 


FAITHLESS EMMA. 

Composed by Sir J. A. ^tev^iison. 


fe jFP ^^^j ^fe j . j- i i^^p^t^^^z^ 


!l 


I wan-der'doiice,atbreek of day, While yet up-on the sun -less sea; In wan-ton 


sUrhs the breese de-lat'd. And o*er the wb-tt. va-vr ear - face plav 'd. Then lint- the 


sighs the breese de-lay'd, And o*er the wa-Ty, va-vy ear - face play'd. Then first 



^ ^ m 


&ir-«8t fhce I knew ; First loT*d the eye of soft - est bine; And Ten-tnr'd iear • M 



i' ^ ' r. r T; \ih 



1 1 


The sweets, the sweets, that hong up - on the bp Of Faith - less 

^ •, EgpreS' a tgmpo. 




Em-ma I Of Faith-less Em-ma! That hong np-onthelip Of Faith -less Em-ma I 


So mlz*d the rose and lily's wliite, 
Tliat nature seem*d uncertain quite, 
To deck her cheek wliat flower she'd choose, 
Tlie lily, or the blualdng rose ! 
I wish I ne'er had seen her eye. 
Ne'er seen her cheek of doubtful dye ; 
And never, never, dar'd to sip 
The sweets that liiung upon the lip 
Of Faithless Emma! 


For, though from rosy dawn of day 
I rove along, and anxious stray. 
Till night with curtain dark descend. 
And day no more its gleamings lend,— 
Yet stUl Uke her's no cheek I And ; 
Like her's no eye, save in my mind ; 
While stiU T fancy that I sip 
The sweets that hung upon the lip 
Of Ftdthless Emma t 


I 


AndfuUt AffetuMO, 


THE SAILOR'S WIFE. 

Composed by John Emdin. 


^^^^^m 



^ j4T^ 


nhr-S= 



01 who would be^ a sai-lor's wife, When clouds ob-scnre the aky; Wlien stor-my 


^^^^^^ 



winds with an -gry breath Swell o-ccan's bo-som high? Ol who would be a sai-lor's 


^^m 


^-j ? H^ n^m 


wife, a ' smil-ing babe to ibid. Whose hap-less fh-ther, dis-tant ihr, a wa-try grave Hiay 

i l,. u.-. feij h ^-i — hn 1 -^ ^1 1 K.f 3 


p^ W l T^I^^ 




hold? O! who would be « sai-lor*twife, a smi-ling babe to fold, Whoae bap-less ftt-ther, 



dU«taat iar, a ira- fry grave may hold, a wa- fry grave may hold ? 

Wbo would not be a sailor's wife, wlien, storm and Who vrould not be a sailor's wife, whOe tears of 

tempest o'er, transport start. 

To see Um haste across the green, and reach his To hear his voice, to see him smile, and clasp Urn 

cottage door ? to her heart ? 

'• \ lrfM r T~ ■ I - ■■ I ■ . - . - - ^ ■■■ ■ ■■-— ; — — - — — r.' - -*•«• Sk— ■" ■«>. 
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THE LANDLADY'S DAUGHTER. 

The Poetry tnuuUted from the Gei-tnan by Uhland ; the Music of T. Schubert. 


f«% #l ^j^ 


S 


^^^^^m 


Three stu-dents were tra-vel-liiig o-Ter the Rhine; They stopp'd when they came to the 



land- Ia-dy*8 sign ; Good land 


-la-dy, have you good 


Bri-^UJ ^M 


beer and wine ? And where is that 


^itffl^:FB ^ ^^f^Nl=ff ^fe^^ 


dear lit-tledangh-ter of thine? And where is that dew llt-tle dangh-ter of thine? 


*My beer and wine are fresh and clear; 
My daughter she lies on the cold death-bier 1 * 
And when to the chamber they made their way. 
There, dead, in a ooal-blaek shrine, she lay. 

The first he drew near, and the Tell gently raised, 

And on her pale fisce he moumftdly gax'd : 

< Ah 1 wert thou but living yet,' he said, 

*Vd knre tiiee from this time (brth, fUr maid 1 ' 


The second he slowly p«t back the shroud, 
And tum'd him away, and wept aloud t 
' Ah 1 that thou liest in the oold death-bier I 
Alas 1 I have lov'd thee fbr many a year I' 

The third he once more uplifted the veil. 
And kiss*d iter upon her mouth so pale : 
*Thee loved I always ; I love still but thee ; 
And thee will I love through eternity.* 


THE PRAIRIE LEA. 

The Poetry by Dr. J. K. Mitchell.— The MuMc composed by Joseph Philip KnigLt. 



gr. ri^rt-vs^ 


Ol the prai-rie lea is the home for me. For there l*m lord of all I 


see 1 The chase, the chase o'er the bound • less se 


^^m 


The chase, the chase o'er the bound • less space, And the grass - - y course for 


me! I ily un - seen, o'er fields 



LU-^ 




I fly un - seen, o'er fields of green, Where hoof-crush'd blos-soms scent the 

y dim. 


air. And the pheasant springs, on star -tl'd wings, From her wild a nd lo ne - ly lair, From her 
riUi. ^^ tempo. 



wild and lone - ly lair. O! the prai-rie lea is the home for me, For there I'm 


P 



;: 


'^m 


ni ^nrrjTT^ 


lord of all I see ! The chase, the chase o'er the bound T less space, And the 


p^^ u u^ mj^-n^fM 



grass -y conrsefor me. And the gras - sy coursefor me, And the grassy coursefiir me 1 


Tlie trumpet's sound, the war-steed's bonndt 
The flutt'ring banner's starry field, 

Tike cannon's roar, the streaming gore, 
To some a stormy joy may yield 1 


■ ^■ " 11 m 


But — O ! give me the prairie ka, — 
Its peaeefol scenes are dear to me; 

Hie himter'e ay, the cloudless sky, 
O! these are joys for me ! 

O I ae prairie lea, &c 


ITCi IIIBI 


J r . 


I ses 
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ndasfino. 



MARY'S BOWER. 

Composed by Hook. 


r^-Jj±p=p 



To Ma-iy's bow - er baste a - way, Deck'dwKh ma-ny a fra • grant 


flow*r;To Ma-i7'i bow • er haste a - way, Dedc'dwitb na-ny a ftm- grant 

*r-l = r-l -. . 1 - . I —. ,-l^-S- 


flow'r. 'Ka.tnre smfles and all is gay, Na*ture smiles and all u gay. 


smiles and all is gay 

' ■ '^ ■ I — d 


Aid 


^FJ^ 


plea-snre calls to Ma-ry*s bow'r: bark, bark, bark I Plea -sure calls, plea ^sara 


bark I n^-snre calls, plea^sara 


H-d=fc^^J^Y^E ^^^ag 


calls, plea-snre calls to Ma-ry*s jow-er; plea-snre calls to Ma-ry's bow'r. 


*Tis pleasnre calls, and lore in^tes, 
To simple nature gives the bour ; 

Here she spreads her soft delights. 
And pleasure calls to Mary's bower. 


If fidr Content's brlsbt charms yon seek. 
The lovely nymph's within your power ; 

Here she dwells with mddy cheek. 
And pleasure calls to Mary's bower. 


OVERBOARD HE VENT, OR THE WATERMAN OF FOUNTAIN 

STAIRS. 

The Words by Mesnar ; the Music by J. Sanderson. 
Allegro Moderate, 



Mtfc ^' f I ^ r c=f^rm-r^ ^^ 


At Ratdiff Cross, the o-tlier day, when scul-krs would not ply, I stood and bail'd a wa- ter- 


man, who then was pass-ing by; Here's a sliu-lingup toHorB-leyDown,saysI,areyoucontent.^Yc8, 



Sir, I am; the o-ther cries, 'and o-ver board be Tent.' Sing-ing, pull a-way, scull, a-way, Ri toll de 



^^ 



rid-dle lol, tol de dol, de dol, de dol, de tol, de dol, de da, and o - ver board he Tent. 


■ 


I took my seat, and 'gainst the tide be row'd away 
in shore ; [stant roar ; 

The song begun at Ratdiff Cross was now a eon* 

For CT'ry plying-plaoe we pass'd, the boys their 
Toicies lent [vent.' 

To hail us, as we row'd along, with * over-board he 

Singing, pull away, &e. 

Ibe waterman he row'd and swore, and look'd with 

augry eyes, — 
Ue wi-h'd their noisy tongues were tied, to stop 

tlirir stupid cries ; 


I wonder'd what it was about, andask'd him what 

they meant, [vent.* 

By calUng, as he row'd along, 'and over board he 

Singing, puU away, &e. 

Says be, I'm call'd Ned Topper, and I ply at 
Fountain Stairs ; [suck airs. 

A wicked nephew I have got, that gives himself 

.Ibat, one day in a wrathlnl mood, to strike him I 
was bent ; [I vent.' 

The cunning dog be step*d aride, 'and over boar^ 

Singing, pull away, &c 


ac 
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SieiUando, 


THE WOLF. 

Compowd br W. SUdd.— Pabliibed by Dnridson. 



mid-night hoary Er-e - r 


^^ 



bMJ r f^ 



4t tho peace -M mid-night 


ry sense and er-e- ly pow'rFettei'd Vm In 


^^zjMJ--^^ jTjjyjj ; f r J.r g ^^ 


down-y sleep; Then onr eare-fU watch we keep, Then our cara-ftil watehwekeep; 

CTM. 


P^s^^ 


^ 


t 



While the wolf in night-ly prowl Bays the moon with hid-eons 


^ 



fs^ 



f 



While the wolf in night-ly prowl Bays the moon with hid -eons howl, While the wolf in 



night-ly prowl Bays 
Allegro eo» Spirito, 


the moon with hidconshowL 


f^'jj-^i^ ^ 


f- 


FFpn=ff: 


Gates arebarr'd,^- a vain re • sis-iance; Fe -males shriek, but no as* 


i 


M 



ds-tance. Si-lence, si*knee, or you meet yow fttel Si-lence, 



or yon meet your Ihte ! 


Tov keys, your jew-ds, cash, and 



i: i ■ii^riJ-? ^>5 


plate, Your keys, yoor Jew-ds, your jew-ds, cash, and plate, your jew-clsy cash, and 


f>Vi . J I j;j J J I ^ M^XJ4-H4^^^ 


plate,— your jew-ds, cash, and plate. Lodes, boUs, and bars soon fly a - soader ; Locks, 

i ■ - ■ ^-f- 


|M-ij ^m ^ 



? 



^ 


bolts, and bars soon fly a • sun-der; Then to ri - fle, rob 


>, and plun-der,— Then to 


^m 


t^^^^^m 


Ti i riJ n^ 


rl -fle,rob,andplan-deri — . . ^ . .. . . Locks, bolts, and bars soon fly a- 



ler: Then to ri ^^ ......-•. -.fle, 


fcdztH^F ^^ ^ 


^^^mm 


rob, and plunder; to ri - fle, rob, and phw-der; to ri - fle, rob, and pl4u-der« 


24 
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THE APPEAL OP SPAIN. 

Penlnflihsr M^pdy.— The Wordtby Jdim Bowriag, LL.D. 



irjij'i J^ ^ =i?J %^ 


Be ye lea-dy; your conn-try it call-mg; Td Iwr ree-eoethe-ro-k obm« ftyl 



O die vn^elwMlelMr std lean an fliH^iafi 


zazcrnz 

V Ye ehatt ■wear 



vJ^■) JjJ^hfT' 



f«ryeweo«ui^todle!dlel Yea,che8r-ibl - ly dkldielTeet Aeer-IU-ly die. 

O ! bow baee and degraded the feellnge Or be deaf when her plaiatlfe npaeaUnga 

That wonldehrink from her aceeaU of giooMv Might awaken the dead from their temb I— 

The dead frnn the tOBBhi dee* 


m^ *^^^^I^^WV^^N^^»^^^*^»^i^* 


THE SAVOYARD'S KETUHN. 

The Words by Henry Kirfce White ; the Mwieby J. Addlaon^—PnbUahed by Cramer, Addieon, and Bcale. 



] J J 1 ;|J'J J' i" f-f 


yoB-der le the weU-lmowB epot, My dear, my long, left na-the 

ffieUo 2mf4 e etprttt. 



; J J' J « J Jlf;lT 




and ffo-vfaice I ha;fetrtedy And eang anddane' 


^r-tf^c^ 


rp^t^-JT^', J' J' ^ f h 


all their cbaimaeoald not pravafl, lb lav* miy heart from yon-der 




J44H>U^gj ^^f ilu:^.Jfc izl 


aU their dniBSoonld not pre-vaAv To hue my heart nom yoB-dar» yonder ^nde. 



J^^^^r^^ 


Now eafe re'tam'd,with waad'ringtir'dt No more my lit -tie hooM FU leave ; 

mek9 Unto. * ^ ^^_ , :fSi 



And ma-ny a tale ofwhatPt^heafd ShaDwear a-waythewin - ter 

Of dletant dSmea thefrdw laport The chamoie eldpi^ng o'er the heightat 

It Inr'd me fi«n my nathre land} The plain adom'd with many a ioeicy 

It bade bm roT»— my eole en i nw r t And oh ! a thooaand more deUghte, 

My cymbala and my earaband. That grace yon dear belov'd retreat. 

The woody dell, the hanging rock, HaTe oackward won my weary feet. 


■"T" 
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an 


AnitaUe, 


THE OLD OAKEN BUCKET. 

TIm Moiie br FMcrie Satth. 



^ rT"^j ?:; j 


tortitlMBtoTiewI The or-chard,tkeBi«adDW,tbe deep tan-gkd wfld trood, Aad •t'.rykvf'd 




chmy m-nn-^ knew; i«e wMe-epreu-iiig pomi, Mil toe Butt wmeii flood Xff It; 


Tbc tarMge, a&d the nwk where the ea* tosraet fdl ; The eot of nqr th-ther,tbe dai-iT-houe 


^^ 


Btgh It; AmdC'attiie rmde Vaek-et ifhichlnng fat tin «cllt Th* «Maak>«Bb«e-lMft, flw 



^:t=tf 


i-ron-boond bne-kety The moei.co-^g'd hue-ket, which hmg in tlie wdl. 

That mose-eoyer'd fcaeel I hail as a treaeiiraf And now, far remonr^d fnm. the loT*d litoatloBy 

For often at noeo, when retanM from the fieldy The tear of regret will intnuivalj swell, 

I fonnd it the source of an exquisite pleasure, As iknef reverts to my CsUmr's piantatiOA, 

The pui«st and sweeteet that nature can yield. And sighs Air the huieket which hangs in tiM writ; 

The old oaken bucket* &«• 


lOc^relle. 


POOR MR. 8PRIG08. 

The Words by Thomas Dibfin; the If uric by W. Reeve. 



Mis-tcr 8pviggs,the gro-cer, he ssar-rted KOss Bs • vd; Hetiuragfather an an - gel. 



pr^^rif f. ^j^^ ^ 



dout a ds - ^{ Poor Mis - ter Spriggsl Shesang,par*leK.TOud,dttic'dwalt-Ms and 


^ I4±L^J\1^ 



le 


; She wast - ed the tea and the «u - gar and figs, And said she*d be Ids - tress. 


^U^^^,\^i=^±=^ 


''-f-'^ 



please the pigs. Poor Mis - ter Spriggs I 


O, poor Mis- ter Spriggs 1 


Mrs. Spriffgs gaye parlies to tea and to dinner, 
Andplay*dguineawhtet,tho' shene'erwasawiancr; 

Poor Mr. Spriggs 1 
She lov'd silver muslin, French Inee, and rich stuAy 
PeUsses and tippets, and ChJnrhflli mufii. 
And somesay shekrr'dCaptain Brownof theBuflii^- 

Poor Mr. Spriggs 1 
Mr. Spriggs and his wife ml out one night, 
Andidiefow'dslie'ddrown herself outof mere 8pit»— 

To poor Mr. Spriggs 1 
She tan to the river, but when site walk'd ia. 


Her courage grew coolas the waveto«eh'd her ehm. 
And drowning herself she thought was a sin ; 

Poor Mr. Spriggs 1 
A isherman saw her, and thought she'd be wet,-- 
So he puU' d Sally out by a cast of hU net ; 

Poor Mr. Spriggs I 
Took her home half drowa'd to her anxious dear, 


Who crifsd, when he saw she wasloc^dng so qi 
'Pray, sir, why the devil did you Intmfere 

With poor Mrs. Spriggs.*^ 

0« poor Mr. Spri|^ 1 
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THE HUMBLE THATCH'D COTTAGE, IN THE VILLAGE OF 

LOVE. 

Written by a GenUemaa ; tbe If nafe by J. Sandenon. 



x^iO^M 




Flar re*mov*d from the town, FVom Its 8plen*dovr ud noue, Tho' for-tane may frown^ It our 


^>"^f j.;if-j±j^ 



J* ^i^r am-fJJ^ 


peaee ne'er de-stroys; Gon-vlncM that true plea-tvre we on - ly can prove, At the 



ram -UethatebMeottage, In the vil-lage of Love 


; The hnm-blethateh'deottage. The 



^ f, 1 1 Ji J^ JTtTrTfcqgttJ=Nt|^ 


hnm-blethatch'deot-tage, Tlie hnmUethatchMcot-tage, In the vfl-lage of Love. 


Honour dwelt in the breaat of my parenti, tho* poon Snrrounded by sniton , they ehooee me a youth, 
UnielSev'd the diatre8s*d never went from the door ; 


A mSiTor of vSrtoe, of honour, and troth ; 
Bleet'd witti friendship's soft tios, oontentment we 
At the homUe thateh'd oottage^ in the village of prove, 

Lovs, Atthehnmblethateh'deottage,lntheviIlageofLoive. 


By whieh means alone, we true happiness prove, 


«\^L«>/\^b/\M/>M^l^kAi»%^%^\/>^k^% 


DEB TRINKKRy-THE TipPLER. 

The Poetry translated from the GeisMui of Lugbeln ; the Music by G. Walther. 
\AVUgrfiio etm etpnu. 



^ft^-r-tH"^ 



I and my bottle,we'-realway8 u-ni-ted,— Noooekeepa\do-ser a fkiend-ship than we ; 



j- j. | i, J^ ^r t4 f-iJL ^ H^ 


lugh by mis - Ibr-tone my hopes should be bUght . ed, Sootii - ing • ly still talks my 



MM^ 


bot - tie to me. Cluek duek efauk duck duek dnek ehidc dude duek dude dnekl 


#H f r [. i fTi r f. u, J' J j 




Words how en • dear -ing. Bliss - flil and dieer-ing, E - qual-ly known to the 


I 


g --p J> ji f 



Moor and Cal-mue, E • qual • ly known to the Moor and 


Some, by demdve love's pleasure enchanted i 

Blindly to woman's ftdr standard have sworn | 
Bvty when they think love and fdth would be 
granted, 
Sadly they'll meet with derision and scorn. 
CSudc dudK oudc duck duck dude duek duck 
Alwm speaks dearly, [duek duck duck 
Gently and dearly, 
And is ihr sweeter than lore or good taek I 
BhMdd dark'ning tempestobseureallmypleasure, 
Threat'idng the blossoms of peace to destroy, 
QuidKly I'll hasten— and 'tis my sole meai 
Xa my swsot bottle for oomfcrt and joy 


CludL dude dude duck dude duek duek elude 
duck duck duck! 
Tliese whispers hearing, 
No danger fearing. 
Destiny's surges I brave like the roekl 
Vrom my dear bottle I'll aeparale nefer. 

Till life's endianting scenes ftdl to my siglift, 
And, in my last and sad dwelUag, for ever, 
Horrible thirst joins with darkness and als^ 
Chide duek duck duck duek dude duek craek 
Tones so endearing [dude duck duck I 
Never more hearing, 
Whenmy lastday'spartlngkndl shall h a fitnidi* 


Ki 
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9t» 


ModeraUu 


TAK TER AULD CLOAK ABOOT YE. 

Old Scotch If elodfi as luig by Mr. WQaoii. 


In wm-ter, wbea the twin, raui'i 


J ^ :i irf ^ 





UU, And Bo.iMM «i' Ui biMti 



bMid Wu an«t'-Bii« a' on ky* to UU| 


f J1 J'.>Jij'lj:>Jil l j.-#4TJ' | ^.Ff^r' 


Then BeDymywife, who lo'es nn ttrife, She said to me richthas - ti-Ue, — Get 


^if f. f^uftrfVr.'p i J3J- ii 



up, gide-man, save Cnunmie'i life, And tak yer anld cloak a • boot ye* 


«My Cmmmie la a uiefti* cow, 

And she is come of a good Idn' ; *. 
Aft has she wet the bairns's mon*, 

And I am hdth that she should tyne{ 
Get up, gadeBAan, it is fti' time. 

The son shines free the lift sae hie ; 
Sloth nerer made a gradons end i 

Goe, tak yer anld doak aboot ye.* 

'Mv doak was ance a nde gray doak, 

^en it was fitting for my wear | 
But now it's scantly worth a groat, 

For I have wom't this thre^ year ; 
Let*s spend the eear that we hae won, 

We little ken Oie day we'll dee : 
Then I'll be proud, dnce I hare sworn 

To hae a new doak aboot me.' 

* In days when our King Robert rang. 

His trews they cost Irat half-a-cronn ; 
He said they were a groat ower dear, 

And ea'd the tailor thief and loon : 
He was the king that wore a cronn. 

And thou the man of laigh degree : 
It*s pride puts a' the country doun ; 

Sae tak yer auld doak aboot ye.' 


< Ilka land has its ain laucb. 

nk kind o' corn has its ain hod ; 
I think the warid is a' gaae wraag. 

When ilka wife her man wad nUe : 
Daye no see Bob, Joek, and Hab, 

BTow they are girded gallantlie. 
While I sU hnrk&^i' the nook?— 

Ill hae a new doak aboot me.' 

*Gudeman, I wot it's thretty year 

Sin' we did ane aaither ken; 
And we hae Imd atween us twa 

Of lads and bonide lasses ten : 
Now they are women srown and men, 

I widi and pray we« mar they be ; 
If you would prove a gude husband, 

B'en tak yer auld cmak aboot ye«* 

'Bdl, my wife, shelo'esnae strife. 

But she would guide me, if she can; 
And, to maintain an easy life, 

I aft maun yidd, though I'm gudemaa. 
Nocht's to be gain'd at woman's ban', 

Unless ve gie hfer a' the plea ; 
Then I'll leave aif where I oegaA, 

And tak my anld doak aboot "** ' 


SAW YE AUGHT O' MY LOVE. 

The Poetry by Thomas Dibdin. 


iP^.p J3 ivg.-fti r-t ^^H^'^rH ^^ 


Saw ye aught o' my love, Laughing Jen-nie,blackey'd Blin-nie? Saw ye aught o' my love 


i|i''f''g [J f J'-'irrr^rF 



march - ing o'er the bor • der ? Hisbreast-platebright wi' mar-tial pride. His sword lumgs danc-lng 



nc'p c-t rrm 


by hissideiTwouiddo ye good to see Um ride. With a' his troop in or - der. 


Saw y« aught o' my hnre ? 

Gudeman Pattle, Cummer Kattle} 
Saw ye aught o' my love. 

On his cdbarger prandnr ? 
When tmmpeto blow, and drums go rap? 

Be wears afeatber in his capt 


Ye never saw a likelier dmp. 
To set young hearts a dandng. 

Saw ye aught o' my love, 
lAcky i^»ie, feir-hair'd Maggie? 

Saw ye augnt o* my love. 
Marching o'er the border? 


K 


JJ 
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LFIvaee. 


THE MAID OF THE GREEN, PRETTY SALLY. 

Th9 Woidi ^7 Uffefio; the Mwtobj HoQk« 



ri««nMPdl'4»-Ar 


l^'f J' -Tm 


Ba*ttY9 hom, AndnMiIaf»»ly 


tUi ylMt or t'o-ttaaryM 



lULtjJjfi 


Ml^; lo 



i*ojr would 


I ^nM'dmt'AmAttKtknfmjdmSk'fmg, Sweet 



I frte^whenoo - e-TcrflwybCtllio' Jct-tcnandeoxeoinlMiiiiyntt7;Biit8hetkot'iino8t 



Lx^^ 


chann-JBg andpkM^nf t« ne, But ahe tkot^oHoetdiiiiiifag omI pkog - tag to Me, It 



Salsify ■qrtw«oiyr«t*tf Sal-lyy If Soi-ly, my owoetpret-ty Sfll^lj^ 



The 


i^r rir-'6 cXfy';J';j-cif :ii-4i 


of tbogi«n,Th»iiMkid of the gntiiyTlit maid of tiiftgiocB, pretty Sii- If 


•.4M boaot bf tfab besaty and ttat, 
My teaf ■ ia thor pniae never MUr'di 
Wlliieaofek«Me I prattled, and bumour'd tiielr dait, 

Bat fltin m fSond heart aerer altered. 
Not Bol for. In wbaterer diinate or plaot 

I dianc^d when a rorer to dallr, 
I aaw in my Ikaey the beaotflU face 
Of SaUy, my ewect pretty SaUy, 
The aiaid of the green, pretty Sally. 


And ever duA ehe lie the pride of m> «oag, 

Whoee conetancy nothing eoold ecvcr ; 
For, though fiir away from my chan iM r too long. 

Her love waa aa faithfiil ae erer 
Iben eome to my boeonit thoa maldmi dHine I 

A paaalon ao trve who can raBy ? 
For uee I eaa aplendoar and riebea 

For SaUy, my sweet pretty SaUy, 
Themmofthogieeni pretty Sally I 


RANZ DES VACHES. 

The National Air of Switieriand, arranged by Samnel Webbe. 


aeai'd day» Ihriee hap-py will it prove. That brings the ob-jects of my love: BlsoiM day IStreamo so 



deariAnd oots ao dear ;Onr hamlets gay. And moon-tains gray. Herds so rare, And flochs so 

J j^ i JJ hn n:l hi j^ifH^H^^-d^-^ 



fair, My shep-herd-ess as light as air; My fh-ther, mo»tber, sis-ter,aDd bro-ther,Wel-i 


haa-vT davl WhenshaUwe. I - 8a-bel.dear maid, a-cain en -iov oar elm-trae*s shade. 



hap-py day ! When shaU we, I - sa-bel, dear maid, a-gain en - joy oar elm-trae*s 

And oeenes so gay ; 

Herds so rare. 

And flocks so ftdr ; 

My shepherdess as light as air* 

My ftther, mother, ta^ 


O ! WAOn shall I so happy prove, 
And see the objects of my wve ? 
Whoa, lofty hills, 


And 
The 


pnrling rills ; 
lambs at play. 




DAVIDSON'S UNIVERSAL MELODIST. 
THE WRBATH YOU WOVE. 

Tk« Pootoy br TkOMM MooMi tiM Mute br MkkMd Krilr. 


«• 





fMi«OT«»tlMwiMlhfMiiP0f*y It teir, bofc tthltowfiyiv Is flrir» bat 


okllnw Mr, If Fl-ty»tkaii4 liad tM'n tnmhawn Om |e«f toaia«gl6 then, Om 




1, Tkat M-cd ktf, ivbere lore had d^M, Wen twcet-ly mMrthlheo tH. Ke 


wrath yen wove, the wrath ytn woTei 



&k 


yoa wove is fUri 



^ 



wreethyottiveiTe,OveMble«sw«naaaj bei Itshtoenis ysi«n,b«lhi 


vrovv the wresth yottwoivei 




tf 



i J'N*H 


keepitstsenffof Be, Mestkesf its teen for ne. 


fc 



^s 





wove, is Mr, bet oht how fUr, U Fl-ty's head had stS^afroaiLove One lesf to 





• glethnet The wreath yon wove, Mwreethyoawove, the wreath yea ww* Is foir* 


ATTUNE THE PIPE, ATTUNE THE GLADSOME LAY. 

Oes^ioeed hy Fleyel. 



itt • taae the p^ at * taaa the glad*sBBe lifr^ A. Un fteai 





Xjn - ra 4Mdl thy an - lia pty: Let 9 • thor swsIbs to preiae or ihae ae ^ 



xi^ i ; ^i\m 


pin, tiMm froM her Ipe the eweel ei-wwd ' n - qain. At • 




pkfe, <K4ane the g i ad.eoBW lay^-A kiss ftoss Laa^n shell thy am- lie pay, 
Ampt siy head, and eoald 1 add beside Oa thee aioae their gUtterisf prtts ehoaU shiaa, 

What wealth the rieh Femviaa aoontaias hide, Aad I aloae, a ooasteat sMklfbe thine* 

Attone the pipe, fte* 


S7e 
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ir«Mftofo. 


THE LAND IN THE OCEAN. 

The Words by IliOBias mbdin ; tke Murie hf T. Attwood. 



In thflBddit of tlw Bea* Uke » ton^ ]ii8D-of«w«r« Pull a-waytpoll a -way, 70 


^-^^ 



ho there! Stands an is -land tar-pase-iag 



=^-fi'^-Hif=l^-i-4-i 


o- then by ftr: If yov dovbt it,yoa'Te 



OB-ly to go there. By Nep-tuke 'twas built iqp-on fVee-dom's firm base, koA tor 



e-Ter 'twill last, I'te a no-tloik: All the world I de«fy to pro-dvce saeh aplace— 



Pall away! poll a-way I pull away! poll, I say— Asthe snag bit of land In the o-cean. 


From the opposite ahorapnird with arrogant pride. 

Poll away ! pull away, so elever, 
Tliey 've oftswore ashow they would come alongside. 

And destroy the poor island for eTer; 
Bvt Britannia is made of soch dmrable stnif, * . 

And so tightly she's rigg'd, I've a notion. 
She'd soon give the saucy inyaders enough — 

Pull away, null away, pull awaj, pull, I say— - 

If they tonoi'd at the land in ths ocean. 

There was Howe, erer bold in that glorious ca u se 
Pull away, pull away so stout, boys! 

Who sain'd on the first day of Juae such applause, 
And Mounseer he put to the rout, boys. 

The next was St. Vincent, who Uck'd up a dust. 
As the Spaniards can tell, I've a notion; [must.' 

For they swore not to strike; says he, ' Damme,yoa 
Pull away, poll away, pull away, pull, I say. 
To the lads of the land in the ocean. 


Adam Duncan came next,— 'twas in autumn, you 
Pull away, pull away, so jolly— [know— 

That he made big Mynheer sfarue his flag to a foe 
' Gainst whom all res i stanc e was folly I [dunce, 

And they sent, as you know, if you're not quite a 
But a sad story home, I've a notion ; 

So Duncan he bttit a whole winter at ooco'— 
Pull away, pull away, pull away, pull, I say, — 
What d'ye think of the land in the ocean? 

Now the Frenchmen again hate come In Cor their 

Pull away, pull away, so hear^, — 
For Ndson has set all the world in a stare," 

And land-lock'd e'en the great Bonaparte ; 
And we'd beat them again, should their stomachs la- 

But they 're all pretty sick, I've a notion ; [c&ne. 
Then may Victorr's sword to the olite res^ — 

Pull away, pull away, pull aw»rt pnll, I say* 

And Peace crown the und in thi 


Xorge CM upreMm 


THE ADIEU. 

Composed by Dr. Jaekson. 



:;m J ri f f V 1411^ ^ 


we part. Drop a tear and bid a - dieu, Drop,drof a 



tear, drop, drop a tear. Drop - • a tear and 


a - dieu. Tho'you se-TSTp 



rfl-&-^tt7^ 


my fbnd heart, TQl we meet, shall |iaaft ton you ;Onekind kiss be •fore wa 


J'LMi .Ml III' i ^t] 



part! Drop, drop a tear; Drop, drop a tear; Drop a tear and 
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Tet ! jet, ivwp not so, my lore; 

Let me Um that ftlling tear \ 
Though my body miut remote, 

AU my tool must still be here. 
Tet I yet, weep not so, my lore; 

Let me kiss thnllUBnc tear. 


One kind kiss before we pnrt^— 
Drop a tear, and bid adi«a ; 

All my sonl and all my heart, 
Et*ry wish, shall pant ftir yoB. 

One kind Uss, then, ere we part; 
Drop a tear, and bid adieu. 


THE WEOT-COUNTRY BUMPKIN. 

The Words by Collins; the Hnsic adapted by W. Bacve* 


^^■m j'lr 




John Ball was a bvmp-kin bom and bred, At a dod-hop-ping til-lage In 



Glo's-tenUre} And aa for thiBwoild,or theworldthat'stocoBU,Fbrto pna-sleh<rood-d)«ttiiia 



ae-Ter the Be'ar,Fbr he ae-Yer wasknown to set foot in a cfaoreh, TQl the 



r i i \ i p H^^^ 


day ha took Do • lo - thy there for a wifo; And says John,* By the Lord, 1 was 



r r r ^ i r'^-^^^4^ ^ 



lol de rol, lol 161 lol de rol, Tol de rol lol de rol lol de rd lol. 


'F6r there I lookMnp, and seed nine or ten follows, 
A sinsing as load as their Inngs cou'd elink ; 
So, tunUttg that I was eot into an ale-honse, 
I look'd ap and ax'd, if uer'd nothing to drink. 
When vp come a man, and ne nollM mf my hat. 
And he told me no drink was ailow'd in the plaee: 
I thooghtthatfor sartainhemastbethelaadlordt 
Or dse I'd hate feeh'd him a pnneh in the fooe. 

'Howsomderer, I fonded 'twas never the ne'ar 
For to kick up a dnst, and to frighten the bride | 
So I went foiiher in for to look at the place. 
And, lord 1 what a eomical sight I eepyM 1 
There was mea-folk and women-folk penn'd ap to« 

gether, 
Like so many wethers and ewes at a f^ ; 
Besides a long booby-hnteh boilt up for holding 
The whole oorporatioB jastases and mayor. 

'Ihen ap got a little vmn into atnb, 

Andhe look'd iastastho»fhe»dbeenron'd In the dirt. 

For yon ooa'd not suppose he cou'd be tery dean, 

When he'd got nothing on but a long black diirty 

Excepting a little white slobbering Ub, 

TuckM under his chin, and dit in two ;^- 

To be perch'd in a tub, and to wear a black shirt, 

I was pnssl'd to think what a plague he oou'd do. 

'For while he did turn up the whites of his eyes. 
And for mercy upon us did heartily pray, 
Another b«4ow, that sat in a chest. 
Was mocking of erery word he did say ; 


And when he had folrly tired him out, 

To che tery last word, to do nothing by haltea, 

I verily thought he was going to iignt. 

For he stood up and calTd for a couple of statea I 

* But the Uttle man, tho'f he had a black diirt on, 
Whipp'd over'n another as white as a clout ; 
And then in a twink, with a twist of his flst, 
He set open the tub, and he let bimsdf out : 
Upon wUch he took hold of a poor tttUe babe. 
And as tho'f he had got ndther shame nor grace. 
He dipp'd his fingers into a trough. 
And splash'd the eoid water all orer Its fhee I 

'To be sore I thought 'twas a shamefol thing 
To serve a poor babe audi a woundy trick \ 
For tho'f he did squeak like a pig that is stuck, 
They did mind him no more than a gooeemunchick. 
Odsbobs 1 and I thought If the megsot shou'd Uts, 
And they wanted to make but a chud of a man, 
Who oou'd tdl but In torn, such a baby as I 
Might be sous'd la the trough like a sop in a pan. 

'So I took to my beds, aad I scamper'd away. 
Like a lusty fdlow, for sere aad sure ; 
And swore In my throat if they ever catch'd I, 
O' the ineide of a chardi door any more, 
They shou'd phunp me up to the m^ in the hog- 
trough, 
Just like a toast In a tankard tliea, 
And souse me and sop me, and top me and souse mOf 
A hundred times over and over again.' 


.- 
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fitn*; What care I in rich^es to wal-Iow, 


Imaim-iia nar-iy 


Oka* 


lWre'8 Lowrle, tha Udrd o' Dnunaller,— - 

Glide dar to you, fool, ha cornea baa ; 
He bran! and be brawls o* bis riller, 

Bat irhea will he dance like laaik QIan ? 
My minnie does constantly dcave met 

And H^ BM beware o' yoana man i 

deeenreme— 

Bat wha can think sac o'Tam Glen ? 


They flatter, she savs, to 

My daddie says, gin VH forsake Urn, 


yaai 

He'll gie nie avid bander marks ten ; 
Bat, if irs ordatai'd I aiann tak him« 
Ol whawiUI get bat Tun Glen? 


Yestreen, at the Vateatins's deaUn% 
My heart to my ssoa' gleda ststt 

F6r thrice I drew ane wiChoat fhlia 
And thrlee it was written— Tarn a.ak» 

The last Hallowe'en I waa waskia' 

Mt drookit sark-sleeve, as ye lua ; 
His likeness cam' ap the house staakin*. 

And the Tcry my breeks o' Tam Glea. 
Come, eonnsel, dear tittia, don't tarry ; 

I'U gie yon my bonnle black hen« 
Gifye will adTise me to marry 

The lad I lo'a dearly, Tam Glea. 


*Slo», mUh tmrgff* 


MACLAINE. 

The Poetry and Masic by Miss Ross. 



ma-ay a sheath; Hark I 'tis the gath'ring,— Ost oa-wardlthey cry; 

Ckonu, 


rr^'T/g ^ 


Ffer flica the 


ghvii' i J; ^"^^M iro np- ^ J' l ; t^^^^ i 


sig-aal to eoA-^oer or die. Thaa, fol-lowtheel fbl-lowl a boat to the seal Thy 




riaos, in glen Mol-dart, 


wait-ittg for thee! Where war-p^peo are soaad-iag* and 


'Hm f=m T =J= ^ c i ^.j' J a i 


ban-nera are free, Mae-lalaa and Us dans- 


the foi«*most yoall see. 

Wildly the war-cry has starUed yon stag. The war-note is sounding, load, wildly, and Ugk; 

Loader they diont^* On to conquer or die.' 


And waken'd the echoes of Gillian's lone crag | 
Uphill and dowa glea, each brave mountaineer 
Has >^9^Nrt bis plaid and moaated hb spear. 

Then follow thee I &e. 

The signal is aeard from mouatsin to shore ; 
They rash, like the flood, o'er dark Corry-Tohr; 


Then follow thee 1 &e. 
The heath-bell at mom so prondty ye trod, 
8oa of the monatain, now covers tiiy soi 
Wrapt la yoor plaid, said the brafost ye He,-— 
The words, as ye fell, still conquer or die I 

Then follow thee I flee. 
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ADIEU, MY NATIVE LAND, ADIEU. 

Tbe FMtry Vy Lord ByvoB } tlM Ifuie Vj Gtaadler. 



▲ -dleo»B7 nm-thpt tandt a-dkulllM Tet«Mlqpf«idi]ier swell - IngnUit I^- 



^fH l ffCj J? ^' HO i^J J-t -l -HT^ ^ J' J'. .M 


dates t De - Itt * shre bops can ckam ao awiniFar from the faith -less maid I voam, Un- 


frlsod - ed, seek some m - reign shore, Ua - pi - tied leave my hum - Ue Iiome. 


FisnweO, dear viUafe, O, fttfewdl I 

Left on the gate, the mnmmr diee ; 
I hear thT s(d«na eteoing bell, 

Thjr spires yet glad my aching eyes. 
Tbo' frequent ftiUs the deisMng tear, 

I scorn to shrink from fate's decree ; 
Aad think not, dear maid, that e'er 

Vn breathe another sigh for thee. 


In ▼ain, thro' shades of frowning night, 

Mine eyes thy rocky coast expovo} 
Deep sinks the iery orb of night, 

I Tiew thy beacons now no more. 
Rise, billows, risel blow, holtow windl 

Nor night, nor storms, nor death I Inr ; 
Ye friendly, bear me hence, to And 

Hint pMce which Fate deaies sse here. 


«'V^/\MM/^/^^^/^^^/\/vw^^ 


BT A MURMURING BROOK. 

Composed by Sir John A. Steveneon* 



night -in - gate dweUi Where the harsh eye of en - vy may ae-Ter per«mde, 1 
giant me eome moes - eo - Ter'd eeD» 


t J' I n^ i ^jp^-^Kff'fJi^ 



O grant me sonm moss-co-Tcr'd ceil. 



Ronnd the month of my caTO let the i - Tyentwii^With the wood-bine and sweet-soen-ted 



I J J' l ^TTiif i ^ ;■ j'^t^tpit 


cares shall dte - torb my rs • pose. And no cares shall dls-toib my re-poee. 

But, five from the iUs that attend on the great. With swectsoHtode's charms, in this hnmbte retreat 

And far from all folly and strife^ Let me spend the remains of mj UfSs. 

Ronnd the month or my cave, &c* 


t^^ 
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THE POST CAPTAIN. 

Tbe Wordi by Baimie ; tlw Murie by W. SUdd. 


<S^»lni0. 



When StMr-w«U hewd me tantt im-part Our bnre Com-iiuui*der*fl tto-ry^ 



^th ar-dent seal hit youth - Ail kewt Sweli*d high for na - nd |^-i7« 



Re • eolT'd to gain a nd-iaat name, For bold ad - Ten • toiee ea-ger. When 



flm a lit- tie eab-ia boy, on board the Fame, He would hold on the jig-ger, While 



fe ^jJLto^^ 


ten jol-ly tars, with mn-si-cal joe, HoTethe an-ehcr i*peak,8ing- ing, Toe, heaTO 



^^^p^^ 



yoelYoe, yoe, yoe, yoe, yoe, yoe, heave yoel Ten jol-ly tars, with mn-M-cal 


^^m 



^44=1*^ ^ 


joe, Horethe an-chor a-peak,hoTe the an-ehor a-peak, ilng-ing, Toe, heare yoel 


To hand top-ga'nt-saU next he leam*d. 

With qidckness, care, and spirit ; 
Whose generous master then aisoern'd 

And pcis'd his dawning merit. 
He taaght him soon to leef and steer 

When storms conwls'd the ocean, 
Where shoals made skilfol Tet'rans fear. 

Which marfc'd him for promotion ; 
As none to the pilot e*er answer'd lUie he, 
¥nienhegaTetiiecommand,Harda-port, helma-leel 
lAif, beys, Inff, keep her near, 
Clear the bnoy, make the pier 1 
None to the pilot answer'd like he. 
When he gaye the oonunand in the pool or at sea. 
Hard a-port, helm a-lee I 


For ndonr, sldll, and worth renown*d» 

The foe he oft defeated ; 
And now, witli fome and fortone crowned, 

Post Captain he is rated ; — 
Who, should onr iaiur'd country bleed. 

Still brayely woiud ddfond her ; 
Now bless'd with peace, if bemi^ plead, 

He'll prore his heart aa tender. 
TJnaw*d, yet mild to high and low. 
To poor and wealthy, friend or foe \ 
Wounded tars share his wealth, 
AU the fleet drink his health. 
PrisM be such hearts, for aloft they will go^ 
And always are ready compassion to show 
To a braYC oonquer*d foe. 


HYMN TO SOLITUDE. 

The Poetry by Darid Thomson, airanged to Mosart*s * Susse, hellige Natar.* 



M^f^^ \U*^^ 



Thou who lov*it the de - sert wild, Far from fol - ly's noi • sy train. 


^^i^^^ HJfri rfa ^^ 


Mid thy haunt<i ae - rene and mUd, 


Let me woo thy ten - tie rsin I 
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Wbm fhe bare-ben blooms unknown, 
TbroQffb ber sOent gammer days ; 

Wbere tne dun deer italks alone, 
O'er bis patbleis ferny maxe : 


Sweet wfll be my momllig Oeams 
*Mid tby forest's sbelter'd glade ; 

Brigbt as are Its op'ning ffleams, 
Peaeeftd as its boliest snade ! 


THE WILD IRISHMAN. 

Tbe Words by Cbaries DIbdin, tbe Tovnger ; tbe Mnsie by Jobn Wbitaker. 


AUeffriUo. 


V=^'=^~W^l [■ l - l l I. t J l ii 4^ 



Onemoon*sbi*ny mom«ing I came AromThi-lee, Witb a bey pip and sbg Drim-ln-doo 


f^ n J- '^u 



wbadEl SmaU btains In de bstwberemy beadebanc*dto be, And ftdt to my eoai snre I'd 



UlHVl 



on-lyonebaekl rd a dnm-sy sbe-la - ly plnck'd np by tbe root of It, 


Fbr 



o-Tsr tbe sea. To Lon-don80gay,0! I trot-ted a-way; Wbere tbe streets, I was t(ild,bad all 


fy-i' J' J J J' l J';-CJ I r. | FTrf 



pave-stones of gold, Bnt tbat was tbe blar - ney of Pad-dy 0'Sbann;And wben I came 


[ f^ii\ ntt^v^Tf j::^ 




tban,How tbe peo-ple did stare, And wbst was it at? bat de wild 1-risb-man I Wttb a 



to-ra-kw foo-ra-loo drim-indoowbadElOcblsnrebowtbeystarM at de wild I-risb-man. 


MyCoasbi Molrooney be Hred in de place, 

wid a bey nip and a drimindoo wback I 
I az*d tbe rous wbere, bat tbey laagb'd in my 
ft»e,— 
'Badmanners,' said I, 'of politeness don't erack.' 
At last wid a rammer I found bim a beavlng stones. 
And Just knocking daeency into tbe paving stones. 
•Ol Paddy,' says I, 
' Is it yon ?' wben awry 
He eock'd ap bis pbix. 
And said, 'May be it is,— 
And pray wbat broagbt yoorseif ? * 
<0 1 ' says Vwaat of pelf;' 
Says be,' Sarrab tbe rap, }oy, raise for yon I can ; — 
It's all spent at best. 
So I'll giTC yoa tbe resti* 
And small comfort was tbat for de wild Irisbman; 
Witb tooraloo fooraloo drimindoo wback I 
O, sbmU comfort was tbat for de wild Irisbman. 


I'd not take to bay-making, a mere man of straw, 

Wid a bey nip and a drimindoo wba^ 1 
Nor bandle tne bod ; so a sergeant I saw. 

And *listcd into tbe borse-inlbntry pack ; 
Wid my flgare, and ftrdoek , och, sarel want stnpid, 01 
I>e ladles all call'd me a caTalry Cnpid, 1 
And fait I may say 
I'd a botbering way ; 
And wben 1 was sent 
To tbe grand continent, 
Half a score, witboot Hams, 
Broke tbeir bearts, or drank drams % 
And a howl like a wake tbro* tbe paefc of 'em nm. 
And wben back I go. 
Made an officer, 1 
Mosba grab! bow tbey'llligbt forde wUdlrisbBsaBi 

Witb tooraloo fooraloo wfanlndoo wback I 
Mosba grabl bow tbey'U t^t for de wild Ifisb* 
man! 


^k 


^ 
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WEEP FOR THOSE. 

Hebrew Helody.— Hie Poetry by Lord Byron ; fhe Murie by J. Natlian. 
eouBtpreuione, . , . i ^ 

rh. h i u, ■ I I .i fc ^ r i I . -^-i-i 




■^- ^ ' IT < 



Ol ivoep for tboM tbat ivept by Ba-bel'f ttraan, Whooe ihriiiet we 


de-M*late, whose land a dreamt Weep for the haip of Ja-dah't broJkea 


f L4J3 aJf 4f4-i 



I'l •iiyi i 


ahdl; Mourn;— where their God hath dwelt, the 


- leee dweUl And where than 1e«rael 



la^ herbleed-ing feet 


? And when shall Zi-on's sonat a-saiaseem sweet? And J«-daVa 



TOiee? TMbes «f the wand' -ring foot and weary bveasty Howshan y« flee awayand be at rest? 



Xj^J— i-H ^Jj^ q|Y 



The wild dove hath her Best, the fos his eave,Manklad their oonnl 


^^r y^r ilH i "'^il 

Ixj, U-iMl bat the gm* I 


ROSE OF THIS ENCHAMTfiD YALE. 

Hladostaaee Melody, arranged by C. E. Horn, to the Poetry of W, Reader. 


i f Al lf ' - ^'TM ^h f^ 


Rda9 of tfabea-diaat-edTale, Why to lone and monm-ftil? VUr-er than the dawn-star 



fTT tf. ^ j} I'W l 


steep-lagt I am bat a eap-tifa audd. The Rose's sliim-bers keef - • ing. Gal I 



fear that, o'er his ear, Oar heed-lees tones are creep -Ing; Ck>l nor let one 



^^^^^m 


cham«4d dreams dto - pel-ling ; Gol 'tis sa-cred stiU-nees aU, Thro' oar mossy dwd-liag.' 

Bol, thoagh free to roam at wHl, Now the mnsle of his vows 

Yoathftd hopes impdling, Makes my senses waader ; 

I woold be a eapithre still, No charm for me were libeityr-* 

In my Rosi^s dwdUag. I'm of thraldom foader^^ 

Now, apoa his arAed brows, Gol nor let one accent foll» dee. 
In breathlen Uiss, I ponder ; 
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MY OLD AUNT 8ALLT. 

PnUUhed in DftvldMii*! Clieap Edltkm cif fhe Songi of the Ethiopian Serenaden. 



A*wBy down In New Oileusy I geti np-on de lan-dln,' And dere I tplei my 



oldAwitSnly np*on detnek n tttnd-in'; I ax her, ■W«nt yon take a ride wid 



I No 



no reason, A - cos I had no reason; I nehber spoke an - o • der word, A- 


r, fp^rjjTtJrrtr MALM 


eoa I had no 


Sal.tyl 


I Utch de hull afbre de cart, like a deher lieller— 
HithiniahittoBiakehimg<o--debr«tebegantobdler; 
I tnra ronnd to look fbr Sal — I nebber shall forfet 
'em— [bottom— 

Dar I see her klcldn' her beds upon de sandy 

Bottom, de bottom ! vpon de sandy bottom 1 
Dar I see her klekin' her beds npon de sandy bottom. 

SaUy, SaUy, 0ce. 

Now IM hab yonall to gibde most particHar 'teation 
To a drcam^tantial met dat I'm gwine jistto men- 

ti«ar 
I want tohab yon aU taknowftr ptnck I Isn't aladdn', 
X)ept when l*m aak'd to hab aflght— and den I wants 

goodbaekin', 
BaeUn', baddn*, and den I wants good baekia', 
'Ceptwheal'maak'dtohabaflght— anddenlwaata 

goodbaeUn'* 

Sally, Sally, fte. 


Ra, tee, ri, ro, round de eor-ner, Sal-ly. 

Up de hill, an* down do dale^Idldnt seem to mind 
her^ [behind fier— 

De VaU kept on a^dmsing Sal— «he nebber look'd^ 
Till he ran sHek aglnst a stamp, and liofand hlssetf* 
mistaken— [bacon, — 

Den Sal dodg*d oa tadder side. In hope to sabe her 

Bacon, her bacoB^^ln hope to sabs imr bacon ; 
How Sal dodg*d on tadder side, in hope to sabe her 
bacon 1 Sally, Sally, &c 

Sal stack her back agin de stomp— I en^ed not her 
hMlgfai'— [k^tadodgln'$ 

De ball kept praa«lngfonnd de stamp, aad Sal she 

She jump a rod or tiro asida— you aught to see her 
bound It, fprancin' round it; 

And if de bull ain't sUpp'd hhn^reff, hhn stfll Is 
Round It, round It, him stiU Is praadn' round It ; 

And if de buU ain't dipp'd him bidf, Um stiU la 
prandn' round It 1 Sally, Sally, &c« 


Vhtut, 


BY THE OAYLY CIRCLINQ GLASS. 

The Poetry from Milton's ' Coaons;' the HusIc by Dr. Ama. 



By the gay -ly dr - ding glaaa. We can see how mi • awteo pass; By the hoi low 



^ ^!f=f J^^iH 4j Tr^H I= 


cask are tdd How tiie wa-alng night grows old. How the waning night grows old. 


iif-N ^ J' l ij fl=^-f -tf-'tr-J^T^^^ 



mwllihday to do? Sons of care, 'twas made for you, — Sons of care, 'twasmadefor you. 
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LOVE'S LIKE A SUMAIeR'S DAY. 

The Poetry 1)7 George Maeftureiii the Miule by J. Blewitt. 


'i%( : ci> : JigiA 



m 


Lore'iUke m •ommer'sdayiWenaMby the8Qii.Byray,FtoBMbyUghtZephyr'8wing,£D^ 

a <ejd|jpo. ,^ . ad UL 


by iow-en; Lore'elike a •nmmer'e day,W8nii*d by the mn - ny ray, FuuPd by light 



Zephyr's wing, And seent 



-ed by flow-ert. Where Lore haefix'd itehome, Fleaenreis ewe to 




eome, And sprinUe the spot idth am-bro-iiail dioweresWhereLoTehaeflx MitehoiDe, Pleas ure ie 

adHk, 



^Sfe 



Lofe'slike a aam]ner'eday,W8mi'dby the eon-ay ray, Fua'd by light Zephyr's wing, And 

a tempo. m 





g ff=»W-J^ 




FlennM by Ught Zephyr's wing, And seent -ed by flowers^ Sometimes a gloomy eload,Chi]l-blast, or 



j J- J- l J- ;■ ;■ jlJ J' ^ iqujr f . f. i r^ 


tem-peet load, Darfceas the aiaretky, And blights the gay seene ; Bat, whe re the heart is true . 



m 






Soon it regaiasitshae:Hopespreadsa rainbow That makes all se-reae. ...... 


s 




Ij0VB*fl like a eam-ner's dayyWarm'dby the 



enn.ny ray, Faurdbylight Zephyr's wing,And 


t.ed by iow-ers ; Love's Uke a sasuner's day, Wann'd by the san -ny ray, Fann'd by light 


pii^^:^^^ 



tf-^-^ni^F^ 


Zephyr's wing. And seeat-ed by flow-ers, Fuin'd by lightZephyr'swing, AndseentedbyHowr's, And 

^^ Cadtmza ad Vb, 



m 


£ 





•eeat- ed by flow'is, Andseented by llow*rs, And seent-«d by flow'n. And soent . ed by flow'ia* 
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THE STRUGGLE FOR FAME. 

The Pbetry by Charles Mack^y, Esq. ; the Music by Henry RusseU^-^PubUshed in Davidson's Cheap and 

Uniform Edition of his Compositions. 


tCom e$prt8$ione eAnima. 




^^ 


If thou wonldst win a last-ing ftuae, And make the fti-tnrebless thyname,— Be-gin thy 

J- 



pe -ril-ons ^ - reer, And walk thy way 


^y way with-out a fear; And if thou hast a voice with- 



in That e-Terwhis-pers work and win;— If thou canst plan a no-ble deed, - • And 

'Mb. tempo. 







ne - Ter flag tUl 


sne-eeed ; If fhon canst straggle day and night. And keep thy 


^gr-JT^^^^^j . J' J' j-tfhp i 


cy-nQ-s«rein sight; — If thon canst dine up-on 

If thon canst see, with tranquil breast. 

The knave or fool in purple dress'd ;— > 
If thou canst toil, the long-liye day. 

At thanldess work, for scanty pay ;— 
If, in thy progress to renown. 

Thou canst endure the scoff and frown. 
And bear the treacherous embrace 

Of those who run the selfsame race ; — 
If thou in darkest days canst find 

An inner brightness in thy mind, 
Whatever obstaclea control, 

Go on, true heart, thqu'lt reach the goal. 


crast, Nor pine that fortune is un-juat ;— 

But, if so bent on worldly fame 

That tfkou must gild thy living name. 
And hast not streng^ to watch and pray 

To sdae ihy time and force thy way ;-^ 
If failure might thy soul oppress. 

And make thee like thy soul the less ;— 
Should rivalry thy fame rorestal. 

And thou let tears or curses fsll ;— * 
Pause ere thou tempt the hard career^ 

Thy heart vrlll break, thy brain will sear i-^ 
Content thee with a''meajier Ibti 

Nor sigh that thou must be forgot* 


QOW ^AI^ THE HEA.VENS. 

Hie Poetry by O. Soane, A.B. ; arranged to the air *Dolce Penalero,* in Rosdni*s opera of 'Semlramide.' 

Published by Davidson. 

w^gtHto* 



-jd of pain! Ah I what joy is in the vrel-come ho urs! I live and 


breathe my -self a • gain, I live and breathe 




and breathe my-self • . • . 

In all around me itself revealing. 
The spirit stirs of life and love ; 


- gain, my - self a-gain. 

Ah 1 in such an hour of blissful feeling 
We seem more near the world above. 


No. 25. 


il 
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■mOUOH DARK BE THE WOES. 

neFOetrykfJ. A.'Wadt; the Marie by Flcfvl. 



Tbo' dark be tiw woe* than 


^»J fJi^^ 



And days of an ez*Ue be mine, — Tlio 


deatti «ttk lU aor-rows may itiag ne, SIBIt Fkae-domy 


e.irer be IMael 


P 

With 



t]iee» taUm de-Mt 


der» Or ream tm the bll-tow-y 



-JV.''^ l\^\('\ 


than ini bntaUng to thee fond-er* 


la the pen of lone ftr«AflCaat mmmleiay 
like that where thy image Unt •mtt.'dy 

I will ilBC, by the fall of the ftrantaih, 
Hie eoags thoa hast taogbt me so wild : 



kaowwhat It ie to be ftee! 


For there is the plaee I will 4nd thee, 
Far, fiur from the eonrts of the slave ; 

/Ud I'll think not of Joys left behind me, 
If UesaM with lOqr Ufl^ o?er my grsite. 



ALONE BY THE LIGHT DF THE MOON. 

Composed by Hook. 


Hie day is de 



•parted, aad round fkom tiEe dXd The ssooa in her bean-ty ap- 


^^ 



. pears ; Hie Toioe of the night-in-gde war-Ues a-lond The mn - sic of h»^ in oar 






earat Ma-ri-a, 


q^pwrlnow the aea* son so sweet With the beat ofthelieart is ia 



^J l>i ptl^ 



tone; 


time is so ten-derte lor-ers to meet, A-loneby the light of tlw 



fcM I . ^9 1 J - j^j*-^.^ ^ 



lone by fhe Bght of the moon, A - lone by tlie light of the moon, A« 


¥— 



T "** * 4 vjr f ■ t * I ^ * it 


lone by Oe light of the moon, A • - lone by the U|^t of the moon. 


I Manot, when present, nnfold what I fed \ 
a lover ^ 


? 


I sigh c an alover do more ? 
Her name to the shepherds I never reveal, 
Tet I thiak of her all the day o*er 


Maria, my love, do yoa lona for the arove 
Do yoa sigh for an interview soon? 

Does S'er a kind tlioaglit ran on me, as yi 
Alone by the light of the moon ? 


Year naam from tiie shepherds whenever I hear, 
My boaem is all in a glow ; [< 

Tour voiee wlien It vibrates so sweet thronghadne 
My heart thrills— my eyes overflow* 


Te pbw'rs of the sky, vrill Tonr bonnty divine 
Indulge a food lover his booa ? 
yoa rove Shall heart spring to heart, and Maria be miaey 
Alone by tne light of the moon ? 
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THE BRIDE AND HER LOVE, WHERE ARE^THEY? 

The Poelr^ by Neele ; the Hiisic by Robert WOliaiii Dixon. 
lAndante Orajtuuo, 


^^ 


^^ji J nrnnri t^ i.f 


Did ye see the red roee on its bon-ny green stem, As it o-pen'dlts Ups to the 



dew? The new-ly fledg*d birds, did ye look up -on them, Just flntt*. ring their 



wings es they flew? Did ye marktheyovng light, dnwn-ing dim in the east. With the 


feJifcq]^ 



donds eoldand si -lent a - bore? INd ye hear the beUs ting at the tU - lage-spread 

"- ^ ' ^ ' J' ! -!- f . r .lf u^ 



fSeast? Did ye see theyoirag bride and her lore? Did ye hear tlw bells 

RitareU piu ienio ad lib. 



ring at the ^U-lage-spread feast? Did ye see the yoong bride and her love? 


O I the rose ithasbloom'd— It is withered, is dead, 
And the leaves blown away with a breath ; 

Ol the birds they are grown--^they are strong, they 
are fled, 
And the fowler has done them to death : 


1 the light brightenM forth over woodland and 
deU, 

Then it foded and faded away ; 
And the bells that were ringing are tolling a knell. 

And the bride and her love, where are they ? 


THE SIGH OF HER HEART WAS SINCERE. 

Lano Smrm, ^^ Poetry by Petor Pindar ; the Mnsie by Sir J. Stevenson. 



The sigh of her heart was 8in-oere,Wkenblnsh-ing she whis - per'd her love, — A 



sonndof de- light in my ear, Her voice vras. the Toloe of a dove. Ahl whoconldfirom 


twp^ 



I 


Phil-U - da fly ? Tet I sovght o-ther nymphs of the vale,-— For-got her sweet Uosh and her 



sl^— For - got that I told her my tale, For-got that I told her my tale. 


In sorrow I wish'd to retnm, 
And the tale of my passion renew:— 

' Go, shepherd,' she answer'd with soom— 
' Flilse shepherd, for ever adieu 1 


Fbr thee no more tears will I shed { 
Fkx>m thee to fUr friendship I go: 

The bird by a wound that has blM 
Is happy to flyfrom Its toe** 
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>mmm 


fodtmia. 


NANCrS TO THE GREEN-WOOD 6ANE. 



Uft when ^ lie <- - gaa . t^ niMy 


«Wkat aOt ye It my dad?' qnoih h0| 

My mlnnle or my enntfe ? 
WV crowdy-mowdy tliey fed me, 

Lang-kale, and ranty-tanty : 
Wi' bamioeks o* gnde Darley«inea}^ 

Of thae there was rieht plentyf ^ 
^rv cfaapptt atocks M hatter'd Weel, 

And was not that rieht dainty ? 

^Although my fiither was nae laird« 

*T1s daflhi to be Tsfuityt* ' 
^t keppit aye a goi^ kale-yard, 

A ha^hoate, and a paotiy : ^ 
A gold bine bonnet op hig head, 

A^ ^werlay.'bqvt Us craigie $ 
Ana, aye nnnl the day he dee'd. 

He rade on'goid 8hank*s-na%ie.* 


'Now wae and wonder on yonr snont. 

Wad ye hae bonnie Nancy ? 
Wad je eQflUMre yooracl' to pi^ 

A doeken tni a tansle ? 
I hae a wooer o*niy aki/ 

They ea' Urn Souple Sandy ; 
And wtd I wat hig bonnie mou' 

la sweet Uke SQgar-eandy.' ' 


<Now, Nancy, what need a' this &? 

Do I no ken this Sandy? 
I'm sue the chief 6* a' his kin 

Was Rab, the beggar-randr : 
Hk'minny Meg vpon her baek 

Bare baith Idm and Us UUy ; 
WDi ye compare a nasty nack 

To me, yoor winsome Wntte?* 

*>fy gntcher left a snid braidsword : 

liioogh it be anld and msty, 
Te^— ye may tak' it on my wora,~- 

tt to b^th stont and trnsty s 
AnV ffl ten bat vet it drawn, 

Whidh will be ncht nneasy, 
I shall lay baith my logs in pawn. 

That he shall get a heeay.' • • 

Then Nancy tnm'd her roond about. 
And said, *Did Sandy hear ye, 

Ye wadna fiiss tp get a elput i 

' I ken he dlma fear yv : 

See hand yonr toncne, and say nae mair ; 
Set somewhere dse yonr fancy ; 

For, as lang's Sandy** to the fbfOt 
Ye never shall get Nancy.' 


II 


TULLOCHOORUM. 

The Poetry by the Rer. John Skinner ; the Mnsle as sung by Mr, Wilsott« 


gr-" [;~t~^^-J-^^ 



'Cona, gie't • atng/ MoKk-gome-ry crie^ 'And tey yoor dit>,«ttt all a-dle; Wk«t 



^•wi-tM't IbrfoUu to ebUa Fbr nbat'i been doae lM>lign *aa? Lat WhlgMidTo-r, 


^^' J I J: B f 



I J: 6 f ■ f. T' ji i\ S 


an a-gree, Whigaad To«ry,Whigand To - ry, Whigand To-ry all a-gne, To 
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4' ^-5 r- G-^'r^A g fi "C I'J'- /l !: i f^ 

drapthdr WUc<nx>S->io-nii 

1. Lrt WUs wd To-rr «n a-gTM To apend tUi nigU vP 

liB^^^-S^ 

;=t^ J: J>J'./I Jrt-rv. J J' II 


onim'a bit delight ; 


■Irtb ud ^ee. And dun-fn' ting : 


'O, 

It nn HI 

AU DDT ■a°>P>> t>»t k< 

In etMUdeilM 1 obbor mm. 
For bUtha lad tiktnj ve'a ba a', 
Blltbe and merrr, blilh* ud aerrj, 
Blltha and merrjr wa*! ba a', 


And duea, tiU «« be like to la% 

na Ted of TuilocbgoiiiB. . - 

'Thara need na be wa gnA A pIlTdH^ 
WI' drin^K dull ItaUan Ibj^ { 
I wadna gl'e imr tia itntlupan 

For bw a himdtad ifott o' ttn. 
TIUT'n dooff and dovie at the Iiat, 
Dovir and dowla, dottff aad doirfe ; 
Thn'ra donf and dowle at Oa beat, 
. Wl' n* thilr *ariarem. 
They're donff and doirla at the beet, 
Tbeit allegroa, and a' the ttft ; 
Tbej eaana pleaee a Hlglilaiid taita, 

Comper*d vl' TnlhioDgonua- 
!Let narldlT minde thenuaJm opprtM 
Wi' fear of mat and donbla can, 
And ■aUen ■at* IhaaualTc* diatnu 

Wr Iteeidng an deeonun. 
SbaU «e Me MariAd AdkT lit, 
Sour and mlkj, una aod eolky,— 


V tlw reel at Ttd.loch. go. nuL 

Shan we •» wor and ndkr dt, 






'UaT Cbdaart Ueedng. rtJU attend 





Sift^"' 


Uilat, 








Kay dool and totrow ba hi! ehawa. 


Har dool and eorrow b« Ue ehanee. 


UaT dool Md «omnr be. M* du>ee, 

ftiiL't'KSfis.'Sr'""' 


BdNNIE CHARUE. 

JaeoUta Song, aaolbed to C^it. Staart— Amaged bj EU^beth H 



Althonrt mr laodl are (air and < 
It'i Oete nae loDgv I buhid I 

Yat nj lait hoof, and hon, nd 
I'ilg^tobouileawAa. 


Althowb nj heart it nneo nit 
And Bei fn' lowly in lU bdr, 

Ta the laat drap o' blade that'* tMTO, 
I'li gle for bonnla Cliarila. 
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ZORCICO.— THE BI8CAYEN TO HIS MISTRESS. 

PBniBmilar Mdodf— The Fdelry hj tiie Hon. Mrs. Norton. 
Adagio, 


ppli= 



OI Mft-ly US\m fh* foot at love Whcve those be woniUpe net. Mora gen - tie than 



mo-fher bird Who seeks her down-y 


f be-lordy Be*nenth the 


^^ 


darky the dark oloe night : O, come to our nnoonqner'd hiUs, For there the stars are bright. 

O I pleasant 'tis to wander oat» 

'Wnen only thou and I 
▲re there, to speak one happy thought 

To that fiir nlent sky I 
The TBUeys down beneath are ftdl 

Of ToAces and of men : 
1 come to oor untrodden hUlss 

They wUi not tell again. 


The balmy air ssay breatiie as sweet. 

With perfdme llottking slow ; 
But here, where' thoa end I may roam, 

The firoh wild breeaes blow. 
1 here each little ilow'ret seems 

To know that it is free ; 
The winds on our unconquer'd hills— 

Are foU Qfliberty 1 


THE YORKSHIRE BEAUTT, OR THE MISFORTUNE OF 

BEING HANDSOME. 

Written by John Msjor. 
Vivace, 



Tou'tb heard 



of Ny-key Num- scull, of York -shire, VU. be sworn; — ^I 


H c c r c r I F=Fp-4 


my mis - for - tins from 


time that I were bom; Sueh a beau - ty 


f 


did 


grow, did grow, did grow. Such a bean - ty I did grow. 


grow, did grow, did grow. Such 

For when I was alittle boy, at two or three years 

old. 
The people all admir'd me, as I have since been told. 
Such a beauty I did grow I 

My Mother, she was frightfol as the sua won*d tan 
my skin, [my very chin, 

So she slouchM my hat o*er eyes and all,— 4own to 
Sueh a beauty I did grow I 

Then f were sent to school, in another year or two ; 
But I ne'er eou*d lam my letters,~folks they made 
somucha-do, 
Sudk a beauty I did grow I 

But, as for edieatfon. Mother said as that were 

naught; 
For the lad eou'd make his fortin, ay I as quick, as 

quick, as thought I 
Sudi a beauty I did growl 

Tet, ere I came to man's estate, my dunce were 

a'moet g^ne, 
For among so mony lasses, I oou'd never ilz on one, 
Suitt a beauty I did growl 


bean - ty 

Then the girls pretend to hate me, lord 1 the cause 
were plain to see ; To' me, 

TVere nrh a disadTantage, when they stood beside 
Such a beauty I did grow 1 

O I the plague of being handsome there's but very 
few as knows ; 

Icou'dn'twalkabottt,bntlolkseried,'LDQk! see- 
there he goes 1 ' 
Such a beauty I did grow. 

Some saidlt wereashame I wasn't made aminee's 
page; [stagel 

And some saidi were fitter to be— show'd up on a 
Such a beauty I did grow I 

So, tir'd quite wi' being praised (upon my life, il*s 

true), 
I wish'd mysen as ugly— ayl as— any one o' you, 
Such a beauty I did grow I 

Thus, teas'd and vex*d on aU sides— lord I what 
cou'd a body do ? Tsee sne now, 

I fretted sick, and made mysen— just— whal yon 
Such a beauty I did growl 
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HYMN TO FREBDOM 

trish Melody, * Down beside aoie ;* tile Ftoetry by M. J. Bvry, pubttBhed In Dole's < Spirit of the Nation.* 

«AndaiUe. 



Godofpeaeel bo -fore thee, peace • ftil beie we kned, — Hnm-blj to fan- 



qjin'j'ji^^^ij'.jtj j' i j:^-jt^ 


plore thee For a na - tioQ*a weeL 


Calm her lon't die - ten - lioat ; Bid Ifteir 



die -cord 


God of love I lowbendiili^ 

To thy throne we turn — 
Let thy rays deecendlttff 

Through ovr island bum ; 
Let no strife divide ns, 

Bnt, from HeaTen above, 
Ldok on ns and guide us ;— 

Hear ns, God of love I 

Godofbattlesl aid us; 

Let no despot's might 
IWunple or degrade us. 
. Seeking this our right I 
Arm us for the danger { 
: Keep all craven nar 
To our breasts a stranger ;— ^ 

Godofbattkol hear. 


tea* ttons ; — Hear «s, 

Oodofrightl 

Just^as we are strong ; 
Let no passion swerve us 

To one act of wroi^— 
Let no thought unhonr 

CoBM our eaase to bKght^ 
Thus we pray thee, lowly— 

Hear us, God Of right 1 

God of vengeance 1 smite ua 

With thy shaft suUimsb 
If one bond unite ua 

Forg'd in fraud or crime ! 
But, if humbly kneeling, 

Wo implore thhu ear. 
For our rights ^^pealing^ 

God of nattons I hear. 


*^^''J ^ H^WV>^rfW\^W>^V»/S^ 


BOUND 'PRENTICE TO A WATERMAN. 

The Words by Cross ; the Musle by J, Sanderson. 



nAlUgr^ ^ 



Bound prcn-tioe to a wa - ter-auuit I kam'da bit to row,But,ble8sytnirheartlI 



^= ^*{^t t^i=mki-i g J' I f . ' J' i m 


al - ways was so gay» That, to treat a fit - tla wa -ter nymph, who took my heart in 



'ti^:i^U ^ f -f ^-^=m--p^ ^ 


tow, I run*d myself a bit in debt, aili thai I run'd a-way. Sing.ing, ri tol fel deral, yeo 


^tnfjwttfif^^^^^^^^^ 


ho, ri tol fol de rld-dlo di do, ri tol fol de rol, yeo ho, ri tol fol da rid-dle da. 
Board man-of-war I enter'd next, and learn*d to 
And hr from home wo oeudded on so 


quaff good flip, 

i mr from home wo oeudded on so ny : 

I ran my rigs, but lik'd so wdl my oaptdn, crew, 

and ship, [away. 

That, run what idll, why damme if ever I run 

Sing^g, ri tol, &o. 
With Drake I've sail'd the world anmad, and 
Icam'd a bit to light. 
But somehow I a prironer was ta'en ; 


8o» when the Spanish jaUor to my daagoon sbow'd 

a light, [again. 

I blinded both his peepers, and then ran away 

Singing, ri tol, Ike 
I've run a many rides in Ufo, on oeeaa and on shore. 

But alwayn, like a Briton, got the day : 
And, lighting in old Bngtand's cause, will run as 
many more. 
But, let me Ihee ten thousand foes, wfli netcr 
run away. Singing, ri tol, &c. 
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MUgretto. 


TIME FLIES. 

The Mnale amnged by T. Cooke* 



Old Time, to-day, 'twinesflow'n A - bout hie sqrthe and glaee. And aU the lit - tie 



hoars On Ughi-est tip -toe pass; It is oor TQ-lage fair, The worid as-sem-bles 


there, The world as - 




sem - Uea there. Old Time, to-day, 'twines flowers A - bout his 





sqrthe and glass, And all the lit-tle hoars On Ught-est tiptoe pass. k)onieI eateh me,sti]]y*Tlme 


criei, *rimecrieB;Hesniiles,batah!ahIhe lUes, hesmiies,batahlahl he , flies. 

The beanz wiU round me crowd, I blosh of coarse, — and smile, — 

To gase on Ihce so ftdr \ . Bat copy Time t^e while. 

Tliey sigh, they whisper loud, Old Time^ to-day, fice* 
And mormar'd nqptares swear : 


In the wood-y 


IN THE WOODY WILDS WE DWELL. 

I 

filndoetaaee Mdody, amnged by C. E. Horn, to the Fdelry of W. Reader* 



"rn-T ri-f-^ 


wilds we dwdl; Areh-er-sports the {doom dis-pd; Branch -ing no-Uy 



o-Ter-head, Qrores roof oar leaf-y bed; Night-winds ham oar Tes-per fcneQ: Bu - gies 


blithe the dawn -ing tell; Scar'd wakes the don deer up, That's coaeh'd In ni 


nook or cell. 


Here, no breath of aor-row Taints the gale with flb-ver'd sich : Harp,— «nd flash.— «nd 


il'rfrr i \ ^'mu in^^ 



hnnt-ing spear,— they make the mo-ments fly! In the wood-y wilds we dwell; 


I* f. f. P «f I f, 'tT^+-g-4lf ^^ 



Areh-er-sports the gloom &-pel; Scar'd wakes the dan deer up, that's cooch'd in nook or cdL 

From man's fltfol gory game. Here, no hapless stranger 

War, which spirits weep to name ; Ever soo^t repose in Tam ; 

Dreaming pride, whose antic toil Harp, and flask, — and hontlDg-spear,— howswift 


they banish pain I 
In tlie woody wilds we dwell ; 


Fate fiews with penslre smile ; 
Lore, whose hopes and wistftil fears 

Draw the Hoaries' vision-tears ; Archer-sports the gloom dispel ; 

Ply from these to oar green wood, whkh Joy's fidr Scar'd wakes ttie don deer op, that's cooch'd in 
taper cheers* nook or celL 
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DIE FEEN KONIGINN— THE FAIRY QUEEN, 

The Poe^ l»y T. H. Stirling ; tbe Mode by C. Waliher. 
iAUegreito eipreawo* (^ 



ry Queen! my ma-gic pow-er Boond-leta ex-tends o*er the 


I am a Fai-ry uueeni my ma-gic pow-er 



„ tea and the land; Thou - lands will bast - en from wood, cave, and bow-er. 

I fc-i^-^ ^ 


^^m 



nld my rais*d soep-tre their pre-sence com-mann; And swift-ly and si- lent -ly, 



bush, bush, bush, bush I 


^i^^J^iXjJj^ 


On air-y pin -ions, My ftir-y min-ions Speed o'er the 



M-rt-fr^^i^ 


heath, Through the woods and the bush, — Speed o'er the heath, through the woods and the bush. 


When in deep midnight, while mortals would slum* 
ber, 
Silv'ry the full-moon beams over the mound ; 
Fairies about me, and, countless in number, 

Dancinff in nine-fold encirdets around ; 
With nimble and airy steps, trip, trip, trip, tri^ 1 
Silently gliding. 
Circling and sUding, 
Light o'er the grass, and the flowers they'll skip. 


And when the mystical dance is cofldudsd, 
Each of the fauries relates her best feat ; 
Then, sent again 'mongst the sleepers deluded, 
Haste I the quembl^^ will make their repeat ; 
And in my missions quick, quick, quick, qidek. 
Good people pleadng, [quick 1 

But the bad teasing, ..... 
Or they will cherish, or play them some trick* 


AUegreito, 


I THOUGHT OUR QUARRELS ENDED. 

From 'No Song, no Supper'; the Music by Gretry. 



Ftt-Jlf ; i-kjT^ \ i J J-J-t 


I thought our quar-rels end • ed. And set my heart at ease ; 'Tis strange you*Te thus of- 


^gj J I J J i=H-i r J r-H^hi^=^4='p^ 


fend - ed I You take de - light to tease ; Yes, yes! you take de - light to tease 1 Dear 


^ J rN.;? i ,j n Ji-i^rir-J^dz^ 


sir, de - dde the strife Be-tweenyour child and wife ; A - las ! the grief I feel I 



^^^^ 


dare not to re - yeal,-' I know that yon be-liere ForFred'rick'slossIgrieTe — Psho,psho, psho, 

■V-l ^vfci 



^^ 



p8ho;ve-ry well, ve-ry-^ well, as y ou please; ye -ry well, ye-ry well, think as you please. 


In yain I'm always strlylng 
To make our difTrenee cease: 

If you're disputes cootriying. 
And will not Uye in peace,— 
N0| no 1 _ 


(L 


You will not liye in peace : 
I'm yez'd, dear sir, for you, 
But say, what can I do ? 
To none I can complain,— 
How cruel is my pain I 

I know that youbeBeye, Ace. 
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AlUgretto. 


^^m 


IF FOR ME, IP FOR ME. 

The Poetry byWiUiam Marshall ; the Mnaie by Aag. VoSgC. 
Ik- 



heart thou hast taught to be - liere, That ao sigh for an - o-ther hath poi-sonM thy 


^^ M g I '^ J' ^ g-j^ -FH ^ 



lip, Siace from her*s Love's first dew - drop you ve& - tiir*d to dp, Since from 

/7N 



i ^fr ^' c i t^ii 



her's Love's first dew-drop you ▼en-tor'd to sip, No oo, no! No, no, not ne-ver 


rTT^ 


rfihii e i f.^^t+- r r J' l nr 


come to my bow'r; No, no, no I No, no, nol ne-ver come to my bow*r. 
But, 1 if to me, if to me thoa canst bring A lip that hath ne'er broke thevow itoonld frame, 

A heart that first vibrates to love's dulcet stringy An eyethat, once fiz'd, boms with one steadv flame; 

Yes, yon may come to my bow'r. 


bVtMMe. 


AND THIS I THINK A REASON FAIR. 

The Words by Capt. Moirls; the Mnsfie by DIbdIn. 



I'm of -ten ask'd by plodding souls, And men of so-ber tongne. What joy I take in 



! ii"ti f. ■ E p nTn^r-TT 


drain-ing bowls. And tippling all night long ; Bnt tho' these can-tioos knaves I soom, Fbr 



^ ^ f f i r J J ^ m 



once I'll not dia - dain To tell them why I sit till mom, And fill my glass a - gain. To 



teU them why I sit till mom, And fill 

'Us by the glow my bumper gives. 

Life's picture 's mellow mMe ; 
The fading light then brightly lives, 

And softly sinks the shade. 
Some happier tint still rises there, 

With every drop I drain, 
And that I think 's a reason fUr— 
To fill my glass again. 

My Muse, too, when her wings are dry 

No frolic flights wiU take. 
But round the bowl she'll dip and fly, 

like swallows round a lake. 
Then, if each nymph will have her share. 

Before she'll bless her swain. 
Why, that I think 's a reason Ihir— 
To fill my glass again. 

In life, I've rung all changes throogh. 

Run ev'ry pleasure down, 
'Mid each extreme of folly, too, 

And liv'd with half the town: 


n>^ glass a-gain, And fill my glass a-gain. 

For me, tiiere's nothing new nor rare, 

Till wine deceives my brain. 
And that I think 's a reason fsir — 
To fill my glass again. 

There's many a lad I knew is dead. 

And many a lass grown old. 
And, as the lesson strikes my head. 

My weary heart grows cold : 
But wine awhUe drives off despair, — 

Nay, bids a hope remain ; — 
Why, that I think 's a reason ISsir— 
To fill my glass again. 

I find, too, when I stint my ^ass. 

And sit with sober air, 
I'm pros'd by some dull reasoning asa, 

Who treads the path of care ; 
Or, harder still, am doom'd to bear 

Some coxcomb's fribbling strain. 
And that I'm sure's a reasQii fair— 
To fill my glass again. 


fx: 
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Though hipp'd and vex'd at Engtaad't fate, 

In these convulsive days, 
I ean't endure the rnin'd state 

My sober eye surveys ; 
But, through the bottle's daxiBng glaie» 

The gloom is seen less plain, 
And that I think 's a reason fUi^- 
To in my glass again. 


But now I'll tell, to end my song, 
At what I most repine ; 

This war has been as other wars- 
No friend to good port wine ; 

For port, they say, will soon be rare. 
As Juice of France and Spain, 

And that I think 's a reason ftdr— 
To fill my ^ass again. 



'NOT WISELY, BUT TOO WELL!' 

Hie Poetry and Music by Miss Louisa H. Sheridan. 


'^U^^^ ^hf^y s 



Lovel I de-fy'd thee tiiis bo-som to move, And dar'd thee my re-bel pre- 


MlUi - i-l^lp^r^-f-t^ &^ 



sump-tioa to quelle Now I ylddl for I've seen one I eonld not but love, *Not 


|^gg^+^^^i^ ^fr 4rrrrtfi 



wise.ly,bnt too weUl* 
3 


I dare not en*cbun-ter his eyes, nor re-prove The 


^''JSjffiFFFi 




^N H^m-j^ 


e - lo-q[MBt ^an - ees oft tdl; But I'm told I 


No^ wise . ly, but too weUl 


In the dance there is joy, — if togetherwe move;— Tnev tdl me that I shall behold Urn no more. 
In his voice, when we sing, there's a rapturoua _ That Time's chilling hand ssay Us image dispel 


must shun him, for hope - less I lorre» 

ance 
i voic 
spell; 


His presence gives H^t to this soul ! ibr I love, 
« Not wiMly,-4Nit too wcU 1 ' 


But they know not this heut 1 which was foimea 
to adore 

' Not wiaely,-4mt too weni ' 


REMEMBER ME, WHEN FAR AWAT. 

damte eonS ess. '^^ ^ottrj by G. Walker; the Music by J. Whitaker. 


Andante etmSipren, rt w ^' i ^ 

Re . mem-ber me when, ihr a- way, I jour-ney thro' the world's wide waste; Re- 


mem-ber me at ear - ly day. Or when the ev'-ning sha-dows 


M 


Or 



when the ev'-nhig shadows haste. When high the pen-slve moon ^-pears, Andnight,with 


#^^^ 



aU her star - ry train. Gives rest to hu- man hopes and fears. Gives rest to hu-maa 



^m^ 


hopes and fears, Remem-ber I a - lone com-plain. Re - mem-ber I a - lone complain* 
Remember me, whene'er you sigh, Whene'er you think on those away. 

Be it at midnight's silent hour ; Or when you bend the pious knee. 

Remember me, and think that I Or when your thoughts to pleasure stray, 

Return thy sigh, and feel its pow'r. O I then dear nudd, remember me. 


i| 


rnz 
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O! SWIFT WE GO. 

The Poetiy by J. T. Fields ; the Music by Joseph Philip Knight. 
ilhffro aprUo, , 



p 


t 


dl swift we go o^erthe flee - cy snow, When moon-beanis spar - ide ronnd; When 



^S^=£4^ 




i 


hdoft kee^ time to mu-sie's ehime, As mer-ii-ly on we bonnd, As mer-ri^ly 



^ ^ ^=^^^f f=g-M M . r f I r H^ 


on we bound. As mer*ri-ly on we bound. 


On a win >ter*8 night, when 

h 



hearts are light, And health is on the wind, we loose the rein i(nd swee^ the plain, And 



^^mmm 



leave oar cares be - hind, And leave our cares be - hind. 01 swift we go o'er the flee-cy 

-r c i r c-t^i4J,f.i[ f J J■ l , f^T^ 


snow. When moon-beams spar-lde round ; When hoofi keep time to music's ddme, As 


f%f^>#^^-^^- i ^ i J'/.r nf J' ^ 


merri-ly on we bound. As' mer-ri-ly on, as mer-ri - 1^ on. as mer-ri-ly on we 



^^^ 



bound, As mer - li - ly on we bound. As mer - ri - ly on we bound 

With a laugh and song we glide along, 01 the raging sea has Joy ibr me, 

Across the fleeting snow ; - ■ When gale and tempest roac ; 

With friends beside, how swift we ride But give me tiie speed of a foaming steed. 

On the beautiAil track below 1 And I'll ask fbr waves no more. . 

O I swift we goi &e. 

THE FRi£ND OP MY HEART. 

The Words by M. P. Andrews ; the Music by Miss Abrams. 



For thee, aU the hard-ships of life I could bear. And brave the at-taclu of 


^te^fif !'^ij \ utLfU ^(j^i^ m 


mis* 


for-tune and care; But care and mis - for-tune my mind would sub-due, If the 



H ^ J J' j45=gr! r m^Jj-J^^^ feE 


of my heart, If the friend of my heart, must par -take of them too. 


I 


Had fiste flrom its bounty propitiously lent 
Enough but to furnish tne cot with content. 

The dictotes of love in that cot I'd pursue, 
For the friend of my heart would partake of it too. 


But Nancy, with naught but her truth to endeart 
With nothing to give to distress but a tear, 

Can ne'er look for comfort, with ruin in view. 
And the friend of her heart to partake of it too. 
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AMmI*. 


WHA WADNA FECHT FOR CHARLIE. 

A JaeoUte Song. 



^^m 



Wha wad'TUL fech^ for Char* lie? Wka wad-iia draw the aword? Wha wad - iia 



E^grrprrrc-i f- r r. c h t 


npaadral-lj At the roj^ priace't word? Think on Soo-tia*a an-^ent ha-roes; Think on 



^^q;4=fc={E-ir-f-[t-c-HH 


fo^^rdgn Ibea re-pell'd; Think on glo" - rions Bmee and Wal - lace, Who the proud «- 



^^1^^^ 


fnrp . era qneDM I Wha wad - na ibcht for Char - lie ? Wha wad -na draw the awoid? 


^» J I. J' l J. i*-^\ r. i f^^ |il=FM-l 


Wha wad - na «p and ral - Ij At the foy - al prin - oe'a word ? 


Rome, route, ye pitted warriora; 

Boaae» ye lerdea at the noith ; : 

^ootB, and join your chieftain's bannera,*- 

'Tis yonr prince that leads you forth* 
Shall we basely croach to tyrants ? 
Shall we own a fordgn sway ? 
gh^ll a royal Stnart^ han^'d^ 

While a stranger riiles the day f 

Whawadna, &«. 


See the northern dans advancing 1 

See Glengarry and Lochiel ! 

See the branoish'd broadswords glancing I 

Highland hearts are tme as steel ! * 
Now our prince has rais*d his banner; 
Now triumphant is our cause ; 
^ow the Sottish lion Fallk«»7- 
' Let us sfrike for prince and'laws. 


pnncs 
Wha 


wadna,&c* 


Ftsoee. 



THE DE'IL'S AWA WI' TH'^RXCISEMAN. 

The Poetry by Bums ; the Muale as sung by Mr. Wilson^ 


i Lf i T' i ^'cr^ 


The de'fl caaa Ad -dlin' throoghthe tonn. And daao'd a«wa* wi' th'ex-dae-nian; 



f ^fKf nPij-j-uji 




de'il's ja - wa*, the de^il'a a - wa% The de'H's a * wa*, wi* th' ex - dse-man ; He's 



m 


dane'd a w wa', he'a dane'd a - wa'» He's danc'd a - wa' wi' th'ez - dse - nan. 

We'll mak our maat, well brew our drink. There's threesome reels, there's tour aome reebi 

We'll danee, sing, and rcrioice, man 1 There's hornpipes and strathspeys, man : 

And mony braw tluinks to the meikle Uaek de'il. But the ae best dance e'er cam' to the land. 


Tliat daao'd awa* wi' th' exdsemaa. 

The de'n's awa'» te. 


Was, *The de'il's awa' wi' th' exdsemaa** 

The de'il's awa', &e. 
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THE HARDT SAILOR. 

Coa^oaed by W. SUdd. 


/j"* 


mr,\ j J' J Ji n: i^ J I'Bjf^^^ m 


Tlie har-dj 


Mi^-4^J^ 


sal - lor brsYCs the o • eeaHy Fear-leas of tile loar-ing wind ; 



Yet his heart with soft e - motion llirdbs to leave liis love behind ;~thraibsy throbs. 



throbs, throbs; Yet 


e - motion throbsto Isftve his love be • Uad, - . To 



leave his love be .bind ........To lesve,to 


Us 


Eve 


be«Und* 



J' l r ar i' \ s):!:^-m 




^E^ 


larm - ing ftars paint ev'-rj dan -gerlna ri-valkftat hoasa ; 


P^ mHi 



fbart paint ev* - ry dan -ger In a ri-val left at home. . • • Tim 


SAJjhr PELL. 

The Mvaie €▼ Ghailas S Horn. 


ComS^driio, 



bash -fill and shy: Pa -pa be was in haste, That of aur-riage I ahoold taste; For tiw 



t-t^ ^ c ^ ^ I ^ ^ 


mat-ter of that— so was I, so waa I» — For the matter of that— ao 


I. 


So I thought with Sally Pell, 
Who was then a viDage bdle, 

My fdrtone in wedloek to try. 
O, 'Wm you be my bride ?* 
'I am ready, sir,' she cried; 

Says I, 'Sweet Sally— so am I.' 

Bat, ftw want of children, we 

Never had a fttmily, 
For which Mrs. L. she woald sigh : 

So she took a little school, 

And to follow sach a mle. 
For the matter of that— eo did I. 


But, alas! one rainy day. 

She ti^'d her breau away. 
And, when the breath is out, one mmt die. 

ntis pity-^flt 'tis true. 

Yet just the saoM mast yon; and, 
For the matter of that— «o most I« 

Hie deflmet Mistress L., 

As the tombstone will tdl. 
Now rests for a ti m e ^piletiy ; 

And ever since tiie congh 

That took my poor wife off. 
For the nmtter of that so have I. 
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l^ i r jf f I r^ _aj!^.j ' J ^ j: M^ 



The ti-nd Md-dier bold and bmrct, Now rests his wea - ry feet. And to the 

dim. .^ . M 

iJ" I I ■ I N 1 ■# — r 



To him the tmm-pet'i 


pr m^Ji J.n .Ji^^ 


plere-ing breathf Calte ioith to ««• in Tain; Ned, qmar-ter'd la the anns of 


^ ii 'i J I ii U 



death, Nei% .^iuur-ter'd in the anna of death, WUl no »ver march, march a-gahi, Wfil 



ne-Ter, ne-Ter, march a - gain. To him the tnmi*pet'8 plere-ing breath CaDs forth to 



ijp'jij.n.; if ^f-^f i f>Vr.t 


in Tala > Ned, qnar-ter'd In the arms of death, Ned, qnar-ter'd in tiie 


ot deaihy WUl ae - tct mareh a - gain, wUi ne-ver, never, mareh a - gain. 


A boy he kit tte fhther's home. 

The diaaei « war to try ; 
O'er regloM T«t nntrod to roam— 

No fdend nor brother nigh. 
TetBtiU he marcned <H«ntented on ; 

Met danger, death, and pain : 
Bat now he lialta-^hia tolil la done. 

Hell never march again. 


The sweets of spring by beanty^s hand 

Ue s catter e d o'er his bier * 
His oomradeSf as they silent stand. 

Drop honest Ned a tear. 
And krrdy Kate, poor Ned's deUght, 

Chief mourner of tlie train, 
Cried, as she viewed the dreadfnl s||^ 
' He'll never march again. 


tAndanU o^/aoso* 


COME BUT MT BALLADS. 

QempoMd br M. P. King. 



T7T7p-J^- 1?h 


Come, buy nt] 



la - dies kind; Llite yon 


Bt^^ tmi - lads, la - mes una; Uke yon 

m-fjj- \ ij'%J \ i^ ^ 




tales of woe, That sore 

Here's how young William went to sea 
In search of gold, for none had he ; 
And how, alas, when he came home. 
Ha fimnd his true-love— dead and gone. 

Here's next, how Edward, torn ate 
Ytom her he lov'd by cruel war, 


mdt your hearts to know. 

6aid— >Weep not, Mary, should we gain 
The viet'ry, then I'—^vt he vras slain. 

And now, here's how flie wretched maid 
Eaoh hour bewails her Edward's shade.— 
O ladies sweet I that maid behold. 
Whose tale is in this ballad told. 
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JEPHTHA'S DAUGHTER. 

Hebrew Mdodf.— Tke Poetrf by Lord ByTan ; tiie Mada by I. Nathan. 



^ flijiJ j:j' i ^ 


^^M 


Since ovf oonntry, our bod,— O ! my 4n t De-maad that thy aaogh-ter est - pire ; 


^»j;-JHJH-^^n^i^^^ 



SSnee tby tri.vmphwn bought %y thy Yow^ Strike the fHMcfti ttat*s bai'd to thee now. 


And the voice of my mooming is o*er, 
And the monntaine behold me no more ; 
If the hand that I love lav me low, 
There cannot be pain' in 'the blow I 

And of this, O, my fhther I be sore, 
That the blood of thy child is as pure 
As the blearing I beg ere it flow, 
4Lnd ^ last thought that soother me below* 


Thongh the virsina of Salem lament. 
Be the jndge of the hero unbent I 
I have won the great battle tar thee. 
And my fother and eoimtry are firee. 

When this Uood of thv giving hath gosh'd, 
When the voice Oat ttum loveat is hush'd, 
liCt my memory still be thy pride, 
^d forget not I smiled as. I die4 1 


UNCLE GABRIEL; OR, O COME ALONG, O SANDY BOY, 

PabHshed in Davidson's Cheap Edition o^ the Song^ of the Ethiopian Serenaden. 
AVUgro. 


• 1^ L ^ 


When I went down to San-dy Point, Some pret-ty rigs I ran,— 



foUlow'dall de 



bean-tygals like 


rirc ^ nn rnr r f fi 

de aha-dow ronn' de ann ; An* I thooght I*d eoteh'd a 


han-gdfFbr I 


f^'0'\r:^m\\^^-^'\^ i \.^\ ^ 


tAi soWto-ry qnar; Bnt when I tried to touch her, Vy gosh she was not dar. 
Ckonu* 


-^^"-i-fff^ ^ J'l J- rf =H^ 



O come a-Iong, O San-dy boy,— Now come a - long, O do ; O, what will 


Un . cle Gft-brld say? Tab, yah, yah, yah, yah, yah, yah, yah I 


yah, yah. 


yah, yah, yah, yah I 


tetJ' h f r. t f- 1 f' f' t f g jdi^ i 


What will Un-cle Qa-briel say? Why, Jen - ny, ican't yon come a- long, too? 


All night I nebber sleep a vrink 

For tinking ob dis gnost, — 
So I wander'd out by moonlight, 

And ran against a post : 
t started werry much at dis, — 

And den I hear a groan ; 
And, looking ronn*, I see dis gal 

A standin' like a stone I 

O I come along, &e. 

And liist, she rollM her eyes abont. 
And den she shook her head : 

Gays she, 'Don't stand dere shiverin, 
But go slick back to bed 1 


I'm Dinah Ginger, vrell yon know, 

(At least vot ns'd to be,) 
TiU yon made lub to Julia Crow,— 

Now I'm a cherry-b— .' 

O I come along, &c« 

' But eb'ry night, atwixt the hours 

Ob twelve o'clock and vun, 
I'll gib yon one of my black looks,— 

O yes, I will, by gum 1' 
And though I leab her to her fate. 

She's foithfui stUl to me; 
And eb'ry ni^t, when de moon am bflgkk 

Dat horrid sight I see 1' 

O ! come along^ tai 
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#^r^e-f 


O ! HAD I JUBAL'S LYRE. 

Composed by Handel. 


n-yiijr 



OI had I Ja-bal's lyrci Or Mi-riam's taiie-M yoice, 01 had I Ja-bal's 



^#^#H^^44^i:^ 


l3nre, Or Miriam's tane-fdl voioe. To sounds like his I would as-pire, To sounds like 



his I would as-pire. In songs like her's, In songs like her's re- 



joioe, - • 



In songs like her's re - joiee,- 



m 


In songs Uke her's re-joice. Ol had I Ju-bal's tyre, Or 


i^i- ^- m^: Km=^^=m =^= ^ ^m 


Miriam's tnne-fnl Toice, Ol had I Jubai'slyre, Or Mi-riam's tune-fdl volcei To 



^^ii^Ui^&=m^ fi f if r ^ P 


sounds like his I would as-pire, In songs like her's, In songs like her's re - 


joioe, - - - 



■S-* » 



In songs like her's re-joice. My fanm-ble strains but % 

m 



fidnt - ly show, How much to Heav'nand thee I owe; My hum-ble strains but 



iy-Mik 


funt - ly show, How much to HeaVnand thee I owe, How muchto Heav'nand thee I owe. 




LJ 


26 
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Maettoto. 


HARVEST-HOME. 

The Words by Thomas Dibdin ; the Music by J. Davy. 


M jnueirio»0. , ^ 


F 



J^'U J J J i 


1 1 


The he - ro who. to live in sto • ry In search of hon - ov dares to roam. And 


I 


reaps a crop ^ nme . and glo-ry,— His is the sol-dier's har-yest-home, 

i^^-^-ff^^N=T^ r fr.ir NHr^-l-i 


His is the sol-dier's har-yest-home; Hie he - ro who, to Urt in sto-ry. In 

<F" = hm r r ^ ■ n f ^ ^ / - 


ilT I f J i r r U 



search of hon - our dares to roam, Ana reaps a erop ^of fine and glo - ry, — 

f rif f r^irrrfrrf i r t ^ ii 



I . 


His Is the sol-dier's har- Test- home. His is the sol -diet's hair - Test -home. 

The tar who, on the ocean fighting. Let soldiers, sailors, farmers, meeting 

Braves billows while thcY towVing foam. In arms, if e*er the foe shoold come, 

And safe returns, his Poll delighting,— Give *em a downright English beating. 

His is the sailors harrest-home. While laurels crown our hanresl-hoaie. 


% ^^^v^^s^p^^^e^v ^^^WM ^^^^^^ w^v^^w^ ' 


IN REMEMBRANCE OF THEE. 

Adapted from • Walts by Strann, by T. B. FUpps. 



m 


dead ii the Iwds in the glade ; Bnt Lore has an e-cho soond - ing 



-Jng— * Br-er thine, Love, to be! ' And with fond-est e - motion res • pond-ed by 

4„ ^^— ^^^^ 


nart-ing — * Bv-er tk 


mt, 'Ev-er thins I' 



t± 


Oft e-choes my heart in re - membrance of thee. Oft 



e-choes my heart, 
From splendour's bright crowd 
Of the thouffhtlns and gay, 
From revelry lond, 
I I tnm me away, 

L To hear a soft echo ever nigh, 

That whispers * Again we may blend the fond sigh.* 




Oft e - choes my heart In re-mem-btanee of thee. 

Again rove the known vale. 
Sit beneath the known tree, 

0*er and o*er then to say, 
(O I what pleasure 't will be) 

' Ever thine 1 
Oft echoed this heart in remembrance of thee.* 
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THE BOLD DRAGOON. 


I'iiiaw.^ 



fa-uUr f. ^t V1r 4^4+^-^44-^^-^ 


There wat an aocient fidr, O! ihe lor'd a nate young man, And she eould not thtow sly 


feH t^^^-^t^r^j-H' ;■ , N 1 1' &^ 


looki at bim, bnt on-ly thro' her fan; With her winki and bUnks, this waddlingminz, her qoizziag 

adUb. 



0aM,her leer and li-dlefO! ahe lor'd a bold dra-goon,withhi8 lon^ iword, iad-dle, bri-dle, 



P^ 


: j;] r ;; ji J J I , < ij^^ m 


Whack tow di dowdow^tal la la di raldi}Whackrowdi dow doW|talde ral de ral de ral* 


She had a roDlaf eye, — its fellow it had none ; 
Wonld yoa know the reason why? It was, because 
she had bat one. 
With her winks and blinks, this waddling minx. 
She eooldn't keep her one eye idle, — 
O! she leer'd at this dragoon, with his long sword, 
saddle, bridle. 

Now, he was tall and slim,*-the, sijaab and short 

was grown; 
He look'd jost like a mile in length,— ehe, jost like 
a osile-stone. 
With her winks and blinks, this waddling minx. 
Her qniasing 0ass, her leer and sidle, — 
O*. the sigh'd to this drasmm, <Bkss your long 
sword, saddle, bridle I' 


Soonhe led unto the cbardi thebeanteons Mrs. FUn, 
Who a walnnt could have cracked 'tween her lorely 
nose and chin; 
OI then sack winks 1 in marriage links 
The four-foot biide from church did sidle, 
As the wife of this dragoon, with his long sword, 
saddle, bridle. 

A twelTcmonth scarce had pass'd, when he laid her 

under nound; 
Soon he threw & onion from his eyes and tonch'd 
ten thousand poonds ; 
For her winks and blinks her mone^ efeinks. 
He does not let her cash lie idle;-^ 
So k>ng life to this dragoon, with his long sword, 
saddle, bridle 


THOUGH WINTER BLAST THE WEEPING YEAR. 

The Poetry by Dr. Woleot ; the Music by Dr. Busby. 


iModtrato. 


^ ^^•^l i f^jj ^ 



Though win-ter blast the weep-ing year, Let Cyn-thia's pre-sence |^ my soul; No 



f^ i r'f, r nVGr^ 


howl-ing winds a •round I hear, Un - heard the roar-ing tor - rents roll. With 



Ffffffl^^mg + Afj^^a 


all but thee. 



all but thee. 


all but thee; For lore is blind to all but thee. 


Thouffh spring in gandy hues be dress'd. 
And Sol the smmng world illume. 

If far from thee, I rove unUess'd, 
The sane the sunshine and the gloom. 
With careless eye, &e. 


Though loud, in summer's radiant houT; 

The rhral birds in concert vie. 
If absence hide Uiee from my bow'r. 

Amid the song I heuTe the sigh ^ 
Wl 


rith careless eye, &c 


«»i« r i »< 


seansh/ 


1 
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SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY. 

Hebrew Melody.— Tlie Poetry by Lord Byron ; the Mu»x by I. Nathan. 
GroMioto eon moto. 





She walks in bean-vy, Hke tBe night Of dond -lets -dlmea and 


^ m 


m 


■LLiiJ-li-T 


star - ry skies; And all that's best of dark and 


ind bright Meet in her 


te53^ 



^^m^^ 


as-peet and her eyes: Urns mel - low'd to that ten - der light, Which 



^m 


hea^'n to gaa - dy day de - nies, 


fl 




IfUJ-^J 


wallcs in beau - ty 

4 


m 


like the night Of ckmd-less dimes ud star - ry skies. One shade the 

A- — -^■ 


f^ ^tHf^-m^-^ • I ■' ^4fl^ 


more, one ray the less, had half im - pair'dthe name-less graee 



^^irrJtjf j^a^jg 



waves in «▼* - ry ra - yen tress, Or soft - ly light-ens o*er her - - . 


fT^^Ytt^rm 



i 


^ 



ttnot ; Where thoughts se - rene - ly sweet ez - press How pore, how dear, their 



dwdi - ing - place 


pm^^^^ 


like the night Of doadleas dimes and 


star - ry skies. 


And on that dieek, and o'er that brow, 

So soft, so calm, yet doquent, 
The smiles that win, the tints that glow, 


But t^U of days in goodness spent, — 
A mind at peace with all bdow, 
A heart whose love Is innocent 1 


liutoiitfiio. 


TO THE MAID I LOVE BEST. 

Composed by Hook. 



^-ind, krre-ly charm-ing boy. Gen -tia god, be - friend my pray'r; Tm my 

i 


bo-som's grief to joy,— Love a - lone shoold 



^M 


I 


tri • lui^h there. Since thy 


^ 
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f=t= ^tdtrmi ^ : r C I I'H 1 1 , I , CT 


TO - t'ly sworn am I, Grant a lo - Ter one re-qnest, Grant a lo - rer 


pj^Uh^i=i^mtiri^-n^ 


one re - - quest, Grant a lo -ver one re-qoest: Bear a tear, and bear a 


^nXLTf i i;: jjtttT^J'if /J "I 


sigh, To the maid that I love best; Bear a tear, and bear a sigh, 


^^^^m 


To the maid that I lore best, To the maid that I love best 


Softly whisper in her ear, 

How for ner alone I bum ; 
Tell her, by that sigh and tear, 

Love like mine should meet return ; 
Then, to certi^r my bliss, — 

Then, to make me truly bless'd, 
. ring me baek a tender Idss, 

From the maid that I love best. 


Venus then shall thee repay, 

With a thousand kisses sweet ; 
Then my sonnets, night and day, 

Shall thy victory repeat. 
Haste then 1 haste on wings of speed, — 

Haste, and calm my ruffled breast ; 
Bear the charge to thee decreed. 

To the maid that I love best. 


AnddnU. 


SYMPATHY. 

A Cansonet, composed by Haydn. 

J' 1 ^ 1 J f, 

In thee I bear so dear a part. By love so firm, so firm am thine, That 





bg-f. r m 




/lJ» t 


fec-tion, that each af-fiec-tion of thy heart. By sym - pa - thy is mine, is 





mine, is mine. When thou artgriev'd, I grieve no less; 


My joys, my 


mi f ? n iJ-^ ^ p ^ H J-H-tf^M4.^^ 


aU J^ 


Joys, by thine are known. And ev* -ry good thou wou'dst pos - sees Be-comes in 



^ k r^ 


ff-fi c l > J' J^f=H -t4-f-HH-- 


comes .in wish my own, Be-comes in wish my own, Be-comes in wish my own. 
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WAKE, MY LOVE. 

CompaMd bj Weber. 



^^^ 


Wake, my love 1 The moon of twn-iner Bright -ly gilds the nnQt of night; Ev-'ry 



I nr/B gJ' 


vale and er-'ry monn - tain Mute - ly glo - ries in the sight. O! the nlght-vind 



breathes its am-'roos sigh. To eaeh tree it nhisp-'iiog pass - eshy, it wUsp-'ring pass -es 



\ri\ Then a - ivake, the case-ment raise, Let me on thy beau ..... ty gaie. 


Who wonld pass away in slumber 
Such a heayenly night as this» 

When the breeze that curls the waters 
Seems to breathe the soul of bliss ; 


While the stars that meet in beaten abore 
Shed on earth the mellow light ef lore ^ 
Wake, then I let thy beauty's light 
Bless thy lover's longing sight 


Allegro Moderttto 


THE EQUIVALENT. 

Composed by Reere. 


pftg-[ J' c t V^ tr ^^ tn rm ^ ^^m 


*T(s Jfe, 'tis life, an e - qui - ya-lent yields, And pain is link'd to plea-sui«| ftle"Eght a 



Ka-bbb ftnsh with cash, I thought a Na.bob flush with cash, Was hap . py be-yond 


fU^mrrv^ 



P 



^ 



But says he to ma,' You're wrong,niy friend, — ^Tis true I've mo-ney plea- 


ty, But gold won' 


,'tcure my gou-ty pains, But gold won't cure mygou-typain 



ty pains, Or change thiea* 



^■^-PfTU-f^ 


score to twen-ty. Anhwheugh ! auh wheughl auhwheugh 1 Or change three s core to twen - ty.* 


I once din*d with a rosy Cit, , 

Who drank till he was mellow ; 
Says I, 'You eat and lauffh so much, 

You must be a jollv fellow.' 
Says he to me, 'You're wrong, my friend : 

I've sot at home a bride, sir ; 
She's always coaxing with my derfc. 

And I get henpeck'd beside, sir. 
Cuckoo! enckool 

And I get henpeck'd beside, sir.' 

Ailawyer and a doctor too 

I met, hands foil of fees ; 
I tliought professions so divine 

Woiud insure a beanfc of ease. 
The lawyer said, 'You're wrong, my friend : 


Ttiottgh poverty ne'er dogs us. 
Yet, somehow, when we go to bed. 
The devil always jogs us. 

Claw I claw! 
The devil always Jogs us.* 

I met a sailor wan and pale. 

His two legs shot away ; 
I said, * I grieve to see a tar 

Thus pciish and decay.' 
Says he to me, *Clieer ! cheer, my fiimd t 

The loss of limbs don't sting, sir ; 
I still have two supporters left. 

Old Enriand and my king, sir I 
Huzza! huzza! 

Old England and my kin^, sir ! * 
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AWAY ! WE KNOW THAT TEARS ARE VAIN. 

The Poetry by Lord Byron ; the M luic by P. Walsh Porter. 
»And4miiH0 eon moto. ,^^ ad lib. 



^m 




tKM'.wm 


nn - teach im to eom - pUdn, Or make one monm-er weep the 




leaf? And thou, who tell'fft me to for - - get, Thy lookaare wan, thine eyetf are wet 


LOVE WAKES AND WEEPS. 

The Poetry from Sir Walter Seott'a 'Pirate' ; the Mnaie by I. M'Mvrdie. 


Moderato. ^^ ^i 


liore wakes and weeps, Whilebean-ty sleeps; O! f6r Mn-sic's soft- est nnm-bers, To 



M 1 1 f I . I .-L 


prompt a theme. For bean - ty's dream, Soft as the pil - low of her slum-bers. 


Thron^b i^oves of pslm, 
Sigh ^ales of balm ; 

Fire-flies in the air are wlieeling ; 
While through the gloom 
Comes softperfdme, 

The distant beds of ilow'rs revealing. 


O! wake and live I 
^o dream can give 

A shadow'd bUss the real exeelling ; 
No longisr sleep,— 
From lattice peen, 
" I tale 


And list the tale that Love is telling. 


tAingio con esprettUm*. 


THE WISH. 

CompoMd by O. F. FSnto. 



Mine be a cot be-slde the , Uni 


A bee-hive's ham shall soothe nine 


jl'JJ'iJ- J'N'^^J'tJ' l iJ J'J'J'c l T^N^ 



ear; A willowy (brook that tnms a mill. With uA-ny a fldl shall lin - ger 


!» J J' m ' jTtFJ^ ^j:::frr Mf ^ ! \ ^M 


t-V- : 


imr ; The iwal-low oft be - neatb my tbstdi Shall twit • ter from her djqr-boilt neet; 


Oft shall the pil - grim lift the latch, And share my meal, a wd-come guest. 


Around my ivy'd porch shall spring 
Each fragrant flow'r that drinks the dew ; 

And Lncy at her wheel shall sing, 
In msset gown and apron blue. 


The village church, among the trees. 
Where first our marriage vows were giv'n, 

With merry peals shall swell the breese, 
And point with taper spire to heav'n. 


su~' 
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THE TWO LOVERS, 

The Poetry by Bishop Heber ; the Music by Joseph Philip Knight 


Andanie. 


^Ji bV^ ^r ^ r e r ' nr C'g r ^ ^ ^^ 


A knight and a la-dy once met in a grove, While each was in quest of a fii • gi- tive 


#J^f ^-jli-ti W^rTf I r r.'g ^t - r ^ 


love ; A ri-vei ranmoumfnl-ly mnr-mur-iug by, And they wept in its wa-ters for sym - pa- 


l^;gj| ^j: ^#^^>4 ,^ y^, :iJ H by|F ^ 


thy. 1 never was knightsuch sorrow that bore; 1 ne-ver was maid so de-sert - ed beforel FVom 



fcy p ^ i J J: J^=j^^inTti!^^ ^^ 


life and its woes let us instant - ly fly, And jump in to - ge-ther for com - pa-ny. 


They search'd for an eddy that suited the deed — 
But here was a bramble, and there was a weed; — 
* How tiresome it is,' said the fair with a sigh 1 
So they sat down to rest them in company. 
They gaz'd on each other, the maid and the knight ; 
How nir was her form, and how goodly his height ; — 
*Onemoumfiilembraoe,*sobb'dtheyouth,*erewediel ' 
So kissing and crying, kept they company I 


' O! had I but lov*d such an angel as you I ' 
<01 had but my swain been a quarter as truer 
'To miss such perfection how blinded was 1 1 ' 
Sure now thev were very good company 1 
At length spoke the lass, *twizt a smile and a tear, 
*The weather is cold for a watery bier; 
When summer returns we m ly easily die ; 
Till then, let us sorrow in oompsiny 1 ' 


TO DISTANT CLIMES. 

The Poetry by T. Crofton Croker ; the Music by Alexander D. Roche. 
Lento con fspreu. 



t cvn wsprgMM, ^ K Ik. f^ 


^ 


To distant climes, far, far a-way. Though I may thought-less roam, Still, still I 


f^f4i= ^^ mrrTJ^ 



feel a secret sway. That binds my heart to home : For, though I love my 



na*tive isle. And prize her sea-beat sV>re, Though dear to me that hap -py sniie Hie 


fc: 



^^^^^^^fe 


scenes of child-hood wore, — To dis-tant dimes, far, far a-way. Though I may thoughtless 

adUb. 


<x> 



^m 


''—h- f ^t 


1^^ r w ^^m w 

roam. Still, still I feel a se • cret sway, That binds my heart to home. 


Perhaps it yet may be my lot 
Down folly's stream to glide ; 

And former scenes may be forg it 
On pleasure's waveless tide. 


But to the Mends I left behind 
Would mem*ry fondly stray, 

And fancy to my musing mind 
Recall them, though away. 

To custant climes, &c. 
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BLIND MART. 

Irish Melody, to Moore's 'In the Morning of Life;* the Pbetry hy Thomas Dayis, published in 

Dufy's * Spirit of the Nation.' 
n Moderato. ». 




There flows from her spi-rit such love and delight. That thefueofBUndMa-ry is 


^ a#j^#^rj±jzj ' 6-M=^ 


ra-^ant with light, As the gleam from a home-stead thro' dark-ness wiU show, Or the 


^^=gi ^ ^^ : J' i a -ig^ ^^^^ 


moon glim-mer soft thro' the fast faU-iug snow. Yet there's a keen sor-row comes o'er her at 



jym 




son -set, like part-ing of friends, And the star-light, as lore, that nor 


nor ends. 


Ah I grieve not, sweet maiden, for star or for sun, In vain for the thoughtless are sunburst and shade, 

ForthemountaiosUiat tow'r, ortheriversthatrun — In yain for the heartless flow'rs blossom and fade, 

For beauty, and grandeur, and glory, and light, While the darkness that seems your sweet being to 

Are seen Vy the spirit, and not by the sight. Is one of the guardians, an Eden a'n^iid. [bound 


NOBODY KNOWS. 

Composed by Alexander D. Roche. 



^^ a=^jj ^ ^ Ji r ^ n-^'^^ m 


No-bo-dy knows, no - bo - dy knows For whom in thought-AU mood I sigh; 



No - bo - dy knows, no-bo-dy knows. If hush'd my song, the rea - son why. When 


# m ^^ J'J=^J J'f elf c-f^ te 



from my mo-ther's Ihv' - rite tree, I steal her frdr • est half-blown rose, She ne - Ter 

^^ poco fHard. ^ /r\ * tempo. 




thinks of chid - ing me ; Whom it is cull'd for, no-bo-dy knows, 



^^^^^^m 


no - bo - dy knows, ¥rhom it is cull'd for, 


no-bo-dy knows. 


Nobody knows, nobody knows, 
Why music on the zephyr fhnits ; 

Nobody knows, nobody knows, 
Who breathes those wildly plaintive notes. 


And when a bark glides o'er the lake. 
And kerchief white for pennon shows, 

If 1*4 at eve mv home fonake. 
Whom would I go to ? nobody kncrwsi 


m I < » 
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^ 


li 


[ndante. 


NO FLOWER THAT BLOWS. 

Composed by linley. 



Noflow'r that blows ia like, is like this rote; 

3S 


No ilow'rthat blows is 


y \ w V 'i\\ i\s 




like, is like this rose, Or scat-ters such per - fbme, Or sett-ters such per- ftime. 


iH r n >|^JE^jjJ5rj_Li^ ,1 J r i frm 


Noiiow'rthat blows is like, is like this rose; No ilow'rthsl blows is 


g^i' i frri'^^^M^ Hri-i ii f l'frir li 


'1 


like, is like this rose. Up • on my breast, ah 1 gent - ly rest, And e - ver. 




e-ver bloom, And e-ver, e*>Ter bloom. No flow'r that blows is like, is like this 


y ^r4f4#^^ ^^ 


^ 


• f I rJ J I r § 



No flow'r that blows b fflra, b like tiib tOM. Dev pbdg* to proTo a pannt's 

JN I I— I I I I I -4 I ■■ I PT 


^rrftY^^M rl U^t^ 


^ ^frMH 


l0Te» A pleas-ing, pleas -ing gift thoa art! Come, sweet -est flow'r, and 



from this honr Lhre henee-fbrth in my heart, Live heneeforth in my heart. No flow'r thai 


M y^ i^ki^^i^^p^ m 



blows b like, b like thb mse; Noflow'rthat blows b like, b like thb mee. 


WHAT IS IN RICHES ? 

The Poetrrby G. Soane, A.B ; ammged to the air ' Ginro ainnnd' in Rossini's opera of ' Semhramide.' 

Published by Dandson. 
Andantimo, 


p&±m-nhMnr} i^ J' j ^ 



What is ita rich-es? What is in hon-ovr? Or in 



P 


gio-ry On the fleld 


of bat - tie 


go - ry^ Pomp 



state, or pride of form, Pomp of state, or 

Mine be the Talley, mine be the cottage ; 
Praise or blame, whv should I heed them ? 


pride of form. 


Wealth or state, I ne'er shall need 
Lowly shrubs defy the storm. 


L-«r" 
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THE TfilSTLE OP SCOTLAND FOR EVER, HURRAH I 

Compoaed by Alexander D. Roche. 




} ^l4^^=^^^ ^ 



P=^ 


The En-gUsh may boast of their ioft-soent-ed ro - tea, But, 01 we have that ire lore 


. J' ;■! !■ tJ- ^1 J' p 



bet-ter, by rar» llian all their gayflow'rs, and their sweet-seent-ed po*8iea — ^The 


this - tie of Seot-Iand for e -Ter, hnr-rahl But, O! we hare that we love 


pLfUlJj j. | ;W^:.^±a i 6f^^| f l ^ 


bet-ter,by fhr, Bnt 01 we have that we knre bet-ter, by far^Tht tUs-tle of 

o ,^ o 



Soot-land for e -ver, hnr«rahl Hie this - tie of Scot-land for e-ver, Kur-rahl 
The fair blooming roses enchant in their blossom; Hioagh rougb and unseemly, yet sturdily Moting, 


We feel it, and yet we lore better, by for, 
Hie thistle itprear'don themonntain's ronghbosoi 
The thistle of Scotland for ever, hurrah ! 


To war wuh the highland blasts fitter, by Ihr, 
Than the rose in fnll glory so tenderly 8hooting> 
The thistle of Scotland for ever, hnrrah ! 


iVhace. 


PRINCE CHARLIE'S WELCOME TO SKYE. 

Old Jacobite Song, as song by Mr. Wilson. 



77TTI r J' J' i ^ 


Tftars -are twa bon -nie mai-dens, and three boa - nie mai-dens, Come ow'r the minch, and 



j'l r f ^ i NJ ii^ 


come ow'r the main^ Wi' the wind for their way, and the oor-iie f6r thdr hame, And 



they are dear -ly wel-come to Skye a- gain. Come a- long, come a- long, wi' yonr 

i 


frrrHH^ 



f=frf J' f. r I' c I 


boa-tie and your song, My ain bonnie mai-dens, my twa bonnie maidens ; For the night it is 



dark, and the redcoat isgane. And ye are dear- ly wel-come to Skye a- gain. 


There is Flora, my honey, sae dear and sae bonnie. 
And one that is tall, and comely withal ; 

Pat the one as mj king, and the other as my queen. 
And they are dearly welcome to Skye again. 
Come along, come along, &c. 

Her arm it is Strang, and her petticoat is lang. 
My ain bonnie nudden, my twa bonnie maidens ; 


But their bed shall beclean,ontheheather sae green. 
And they are dearly welcome to Skye again. 
Come along, come along, &c. 
There's a wind on the tree, and a ship on the sea. 
My twabonnie maidens, andthree bonnie maiden*; 
On the lea of the rock shall your cradle be rock. 
And you're welcome unto the Isle of Skye again. 
Come along, come along, &c. 
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GRUSS AN DEN BRUDER— DOES MY BROTHER THINK OP ME. 

The Poetry translated from tke German of Prince Ernest, by W. Ball ; the Music by H.R.H. Prince 

Albert.— Pablished by Lonsdale, 
ifo. 


I 



Ha^e I then the lyre for -sa-ken, Which so oft my hours would share? All ite 


p ^-i^imf^^^^ 


sweet>nes8 let me wa-ken, All a bro-ther*s love de - dare. Though a - far thy lot re- 



P 


moTe thee, List the winds, from hence that flee : They can tell how well I love thee ! 

CI 


^ 


J i r r r n^r^ 


^ 


Does my bro - ther think of me ? Does my bro - ther tWnir of 


^j-j^;j J=33 J l f J r tAl-tti^ : ^^ 


me? They, a - mid thy path of plea-sores, Stjll a-ronnd thy heart shall come. Still re- 


r^i-J' f I r ^ f f. \ U44iH t ^m m 


call its ear-liest treasures, And thy dear, thy na-tivehome, And thy dear, thy native home. 

BOYS, WHEN I PLAY, CRY, O CRIMINI ! 

CompoMd by W. SUdd. 


^J J' J J'tfTTT^^ J'^ J'l J f r^^H ^-J^ 



Boys, when I pUy, cry,'0 cii-mi-nil Shelty'schannter squeaker -im -in -i; In love-tunes I'm 


^ir^ti#^##ti^MF I'' r. If cxJ^ 


so em-pha-tl-cal, Fin-gers shak-iog qoaver-at -i-cal. With a- gil-i-ty, Grace gen-til -ii-ty, 


Oiris shake heel and toe, Pipes I tic-kle so, My jigs flU a pate, TU - il-ate, Pretty mate, My hope 


^m 


i i i swijiwjii m^^m 


love mhrth, Young bloods cir - cu-latc, Toodle roo-dle foo-dle roo-dle roo, too-dle roo-dle roo. 


1 my chaunter sounds so prettily. 
Sweeter far than pipes from Italy ; 
Cross the Tweed 1*11 bring my tweedledum, 
Striking foreign flute and iid^ dumb. 
Modern Rizzis so 
Please ma'ams, misses, though; 
Peers can merry strum. 
Act plays very rum ; 
1*11 pniT at square Hanover, 
Can over, 
Man over, 
AH the puny pipes from Italy. 

Toodle, roodle, &c. 


I'm in talk a pendant musical. 
In fine terms I lug intrusical ; 
Slap Bravura's alt, the rage about 
Haydn, Mara, Opera stage, about; 
Oratorios, 
Cramer's florios. 
Things at jubilee; 
Neither he nor she 
Die at Syren's note ; 
Tiny throat 
Petticoat— 
This is amateur high musical. 

Toodle, roodle, &e. 
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IP MY SONG CAN FONDLY MOVE THEE. 

The Poetry by David Thomson ; the Miuic by Mosart. 



^^m 


If my song can fond-ly move thee, Mn-iio tore mnstmin-gle there; 



If it tell howmnchi love thee, Sweet must be its rap-tnr'd air! 



; |>V^^rJ i f y f r-tt-^-Jt^r^t^ ^ 


more; AU its sooth-ing notes were giv- en, As the gen-tie voice of love, the voice of 



love I Woold yon Hope*s blight lan-gvage bor-row, What can breathe its joys so well? 




Would von sigh the words of sor • row, sor - . row, What is like iu 



P 


plain - tive sweU ? Wonld yon sigh the words of sor-row, What is like its 




^m 



plain-tbe sweD? What is like its plain -tive sweU? O! If, then, my song can 


^> r f >* Ji-^ r N' J J-^^M J ^^ry^ 



move tliee, can move tiiee, can move thee. 


Bin • sic, snre, must 


f>N=J^-^^fp? = N=N7-EF>T^fft #^ 


min - g^ there ; most min-gle, most min-c^, most min-gle ; Mn - sie,sine,mnst 

n 



^m 


min-gle there, mnst min - gle there; If it tell how mnch I love thee. 


pi±u^JUmiii jTYTjnn^ ^ 


Sweet mnst be its rap-tor'd air; its rap-tor'd air, its rap-tur'd air. 


J 


<14 


iA.ucgt^^ 
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SWEET LILIES OF THE VALLEY. 

Composed by Hook. 


— ^ 

,'i 

i 



r rm : g r. ^^ 



0*«r bar-ren hills and flow'-ry dales. O'er seas and dis - tant shores, With 

til- h h ^. ( r> k k Pit- > M I . -1U l # - =:==J!! 



J' t / 1 ^' J' J' ''^ ' H^ ^ ^ EJ" I U-t 


mer-ry song and jo-cnnd tales, I've pass'd some pleasant houri. Tho'wand'ringihns, I 


p^ M^B ^ i T^^j:t^4^i ^ ; j ^ i J gg 


ne'er oonld find A girl like Uithe-some Sal - ly, Who picks and calls, and cries a- 



^^^tnrfr^^^^tt-^^N-^^trF 



loud, Who picks and culls, and cries a -load, 'Sweet lil-ies of the fal-ley,' 'Sweet 


U-ies of the val-ley ;* Who picks and culls, and cries a-load, ' Sweet lil-ies of the val-ley.' 


Fraat whistling o'er the harrow'd turf, 

FMm nesting nrom each tree, 

I chose a soldier's life to wed, 

So sodal,g8y,and free ; 

fet, though the lasses lore as well. 

And often try to rally. 

None pleases me like her who cries, 

'Sweet lilies of the valley.' 


I'm now retum'd, of late discharg'd, 

To use my native toil, 

From fighting in my country's causa* 

To plough my country's woSL 

I care not which, witti either pleas'if 


So I posses my Sally, — 

; little merry nymph u 
' Sweet lilies of the valley.* 


That little merry nymph that cries, 


YOU ASK ME WHY THESE TEARS ARE FLOWING. 

The Poetry by J. A. Wade ; the Music by Stefbdt 


#" j i r' c f JJ I J JJf irrt rc ^-fiTT^jH] 


Ton ask me why these tears are flow-ing. So late re-tum'd to love and joy ; — Or 


# r ■ f f Jj4jJl^ 



why theflow'rs of hope, just Uow-ing, With sor -row's blight I now de-itroyl It 



^^ : r ^ ^ ' ^ ^Jini 


is not woe that's saa - ly weeping^'Tis joy that drops the tears of grief, like 



plants that, af-ter nlgfafs cold sleeping. Have dew up-on their noon • day leaf! 


My life was dark,— wii drear and lonely;. But peace, with light so new, returning, 

Its brightest hoars had flidad h»g ; — Illumines now ny darken'd years ; 

I had but one ted eomfbrt onir, Andjoy but seems more purely bnndng, 

Sudi comfort as iSbt aumiac's song ! Eefleeted on my droiq^g tears ! 
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A WOLF WHILE JUTTA SLEPT. 

The Words by M. G. Lewis ; the Music by Michael Keliy. 




A wolf, while Jut-ta ilept^ had made Her Ihv' -rite lamb his prise; Young Casper flew to 


#VTT-r t^ ^-^t^^tr^=T=N^^^ 


give his aid, Vfho heard the trem-bling cries. He drove the wolf from off the door. But 

I. » ~^ .-- ■ - ■ h '^ 



q^ff=p=i^ . 


daim'd a kiss ror pay, 



Butdami'd a kiss for pay; — Ahl Jut-ta, bet*ter 


^^g^f C f H 


'twould have been, had Cas-per stay'd a -way ; Ah! Jut-ta, bet - ter 'twould have beten, Had 



Cas-per stay'd a- way, Had Cas-per stay'd a -way. Had Cas-per stay'd a - way. 


They toy'd till day its light withdraw, 
when night invited sleep ; 

Fond Jutta rose, and bade adieu* 
And homeward drove her sheep. 


But, ahl her thoughts were chang'd, I ween, 

For thus they heard her say — 
'Ah 1 Jutta, better 'twould have been. 

Had Casper stay'd away.' 


«^^/>/^'v/xA/v^^^MM^k^v^/s/^^x 


AUegrtlt» 


YE GENTLE-POLKS SO RICH. 

Composed by John Davy. 


! 



Ye gen -tie -folks so rich, on your la - sy pU-lows laid, 01 think up -on the 




of a low-ly serv-iag inaid;Ye gen -tie-folks so rich, on your la-sy pillows 


laid, Ol think up-on the lot of a low-ly serv-ing maid: My la-bours they axe 


^:-H vii [\ n\ ^ 



b, u&d my wa-ges they are smaU; I brew and bake, I mend and make, with lit- tie thanks for 



TTg|l[ fl r f,JlO 


all; I brew and bake, I mend and make, with lit -tie thanks for aU; I brew and bake, I 


mend and make, with Ut- tie thanks for all, with Ut-tle thanks for all, wit 



with lit-tlethanksfor all. 

I've a sweetheart of my own, and Iw vows he wiH I wish, I wish — I know my wish, but must not tell 
be true, it here, [be near ; 

But seldom can we meet, such a deal I have to do; For heaven help poor,Marian, if her mistress should 

My mistress loves to scold, and the children Mke to O ! then I'd follow my dear lad, whatever might 
squBU; [thanks for all 1 befall, [good bye to alL 

I brew and bake, I mend and make, with little Nor brew, nor bake, nor mend, nor make fcnt hid 


; 
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HOPE WITH HER RAINBOW. 

The Poetry by J. A. Wade ; the Music by Sir J. Steveiiaon. 



^^^^^m 


Hope with her rain -bow beam-ing bright, Joy with his bot-ter - fly wing, And inem-*ry 



p^ 


dressed in fa-ding light, Once met by a monn-tain spring!^- Joy laid hold of the 



f^fJU' I'lm^ 


' near-cbt bliss, For - get-fiil of all that was past, Heed-lesr of what might be sweet-er than 



fhriTt J^f^f^^HrH ^^P 


this. Or how lie might sor-row at last! Or how he might sor-row at lastl 


Hope stray'd where the morning dews 

Were ridng o'er the hill, 
And ting*d them with her rasoAxiw hues. 

Then gac'd in rapture still ! 
While Mem'ry sat m pensile mind. 

Retracing on marble urn 
The ilow'ry yales she left behind. 

And days that would nerer return 1 


LoTC, in haste, was passing by. 

To wound some virgin breast, 
When our three ^sand'rers caught his eye, 

And made him pause to rest : — 
'0 1 these,' he cned, 'are the friends I*Te sought: 


Young Jot to seise bliss when it*s near» 
Hope to smile on mj e 
And my death to have Memory's tear 1 * 


on mj ev'ry thought. 


CHLOE'S TO BE MY WIFE. 

Published in Davidson's Cheap Edition of the Songs of the Ethiopian Serenaders. 
\nimaio. 



^^m 


Yon must call me when de Ban-tam crows, Be sure you don't for • get, — To • mo-row '11 

:*--* — = ■ ' ■ > ■ I » I 


f n r ^ tn \ rjnw=nip ^\i n-^ 


be de hap-pi-estday Dat eb-ber I Ub'd yet, 


For Chloe vows she will be mine, So 


#1 M 111 iijj 1-^:17 



long as she hab life,— So call me when de Ban-tam crows. And Chloe shall be my. 



^U4i nrri-m^^u^mm 


rouse me when de Ban -tarn crows. And Chloe shall be my wife. 


I'm sure I shall not sleep a wink 

For tinking ob de mom, — 
I nebber felt so cotton afore, 

Since de night when I was bom ; 
So I will rise at broke ob day — 

I will, upon my life. 
And make of flow'rs a garland gay, 

For Chlee's to be my wife. 

So rouse me, &c. 

And Nelly she shall go wld us, 

And so shall Dinah Blue, 
And all de darlne friends I knew, 

And all dere sweethearts too ; — 


And Joe shall bring him banjo ddre, 

And Jim shall bring him flfo, 
And 1 will gib you all tings nice, 

When Cmoe is made my wife. 

So rouse me, Ac 

O I how poor Sam will tear him hair 

When dey tell him Chloe's mine ; 
But he'd better not cast him eyes, I swear, 

On Chloe, my Wenus diwine I 
Bat if I nebber go to sleep, 

Why, I can nebber awake, — 
So call me when de bantam crows, 

Then Chloe my wife I'll make. 

So rouse me, k/e. 


2 
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ROBERTO, DEAREST ROBERTO. 

naVwtrjrbr G.Seue,A.B; amaged to thaCaratbia 'Robert, Robot tolqBeJ'aiBM,* In If •jm^Mi'a 
\udanU ^^f* ' Ito'xrt le Diable.' — Published ia DaTldion'a ' Otm» ol Fordpi Opera.' 



N^^^^^^ ^ ^^^pJ^ fe 




So - ber-tOy 4ev-est Bo . ber • |p, who deeni'dBui oiioe_ so _pit, lo Mfy You ice 

^ ^,^ i ju.n- l r r^ fe It 



; I pny tbflo. Aht 






cy for me, for 


S3^P^ 


^ttnpr^T aTTT 


me, for me. Can it bOf eaa It be, That ye« hanro booovv Vnre, trmth, ft- 



^U-tj, AB, aD • - for-gotte&? Ah ! onee yvtt 


fcned;^ O! oo«ldire«biit I • ma » gine The pugs 



Now I toyoamiaet 




thatnvw I iNlt To yim I 



gi 



kneel. To yo« I kneel 


9 



t^]rQ^ 


Ah I mer - ey, — ah ! mer - ey, mer - ey, too, Ibr me ; fDr thee, for fhee. De-ny it 



me, for me, for 



i^3 



Ahl Ro-ber.to, ah 1 Ro « ber^t T^ou teeat my dm dee - pair ; Thoit aeest my 


^ 


-ber-to, thov seeet my deep des-palr I Ahl mer - cy, mer • ey 


for thy- self, 


', I im - plore thee I Ro - ber - to, Bo 






Bo - ber - to, mer • ey, too, for 



mel 


mer-cy, mer-cy, mer . - - • ey, mer • • • cy, too,formeI 


27 
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THE VOICE AND PEN. 

Iiiil>MdodT,<IiitthePti«*tT(m«a&t?' tbe Poetry by D. F. H'Cuthy,pnidiiliedi>IMiy«<8nMt«f 

tlM Nation.' 
Ulegro Modtratoi 



^-^^f^^4-^ ^ ^ ^ M J] 


OI the o - ra-tor't Toice Is a migh - ty pow'r, As it e-ehoes from shore to 



shore; And the fear - less pen has more swsjr o'er men Than 


^^ 


rtt-f-rgrtTT^ 



What burst the ehain Ux o'er the oMin, And hn^-i 


Cho 



rah for the voice and 

The tvrant knaipes who deny onr ri^^ts, 

And the eowards wlio blandi with fear, 
Exdaim with glee, * No arms have ye— 

Nor eannon, nor sword, nor spear I 
Yoor hills are onrs ; with onr forts and tow'rs 

We are masters of monnt and glen' — 
Tyrants, beware ! for the arms we bear 

Are the Voice and the fearless Pen I 

Hurrah! 

Hid'rah for the Voice and Pen 1 

Though Toor horsemen stand with their bridles fas 

And yoor sentinels walk around — 
Thongh yoor matches flare in the midnight air. 

And yoor brasen tmmpcts sound ; 
O ! the orator's tongue shall be heard among 

These listening wurior men, 
And they'll quickly s»r» ' why should we slay 

Our friends of the Voice and Pen ?* 

Humhl 

Hwrah ! for the Voice and Pen 1 


F^H-J rjnjHH 


pen! Hur*rah! Hur-rah for the Toioe and pen! 

When the Lord created the eartb and sea, 

The stars, and the glorious sun. 
The Godhead spoke, and the unlterae woke. 

And the ml^ty work was done ! 
Let a word be flung from the orator's tong«e» 

Or a drop from the fearless pen. 
And the chains aoeurs'd asunder bunt, 

That fetter'd the minds of men 1 


I 
Hurrah for the Voice and Pen I 

01 these are the swords with which we flght. 

The arms in which we trust ; 
Which no tyrant hand will dare to brand. 

Which time cannot dim or rust I 
When these we bore, we triumph'd befofo* 

With these we'll triumph again— 
And the wwld will say, ' No power can itqr 

The Voiee and the fearless Pen 1' 


Hurrah for the Voiee and Peal 


I 


^^%«>/V>M/\/«A/>/>M/WN/\/\/S 


SWEET MAID, THEN THINK OP ME. 


'lufonfe eon uprtu. 



Portugueee Melody.— The Poetry by Q. S. Qiflhrd. 


^^i'^'g l cj•^ 



mTf]rr§fi 



When ore's dark shadow's dos-ing O'er all that shone so bright. And day] 


^j^if.fi^ pj^ i in^ij'.jij. , i j.jt 



posing Throughout the Ihre-long night; If, from with- in thy bow'r of lore, Its la- test 


4A^M A J' J- ^ 1 ''JT^,j^##JY^lV^-g^ p[ 


beams of light you see, 1 whUe they sink midst ckmds above. Sweet maid, then think of me. 

But when thy heart, for roving Thy bow*r, like winter's leafless spray. 

Through life's wild maze so bright, Forgot and banish'd loon will be ;— 

Feels foncy warmly moving, • No more you'll heed each paiidng day, 

To kindle up deUght, Or think, sweet maid. 


ipaiiUng 
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FROM THE DANUBE WAS HE RIDING. 

CompoMdby N. CorL 



H^t^t^ 



FnmL the Daa-iibewBi he rid-tef. When Icroie'dliis path to-day; StnigliltliBtpirliis 



war-bone cud- iiiff,< Speed,' he cried, 'a-waj!* 'Dear Coe-aaek, fhj aleed de-tain-iaff, 



="HB^-Cf=m 


Stay, 


IcomplaiBnig, See mycheefctthowteareareitreaadaf. Dear Ooeiaek, 01 atay I 


* Well thou know'et, when last we parted. 
Dearest, what distress was mine ; 

Almost was 1 broken-hearted,— 
Now the time is thine. 

Dear Cossack, no longer ffriere me $ 

Must I lose thee ? eanst uum leave me ? 

Grief will snre of life bereave me, 
If I thee resign.' 

'Break not thns your hands with wringing. 
Hash that sob, and dry that tear ; 

Soon from battle, lanrels bringing, 
Love, expect me here. 


Lanrels bought with blood alarm n», 
Glorv cannot tempt or charm me ; 
Ol uere's naught in liiiB could harm me, 
Wert thou safe, my dear.' 

Vain were tears, and vain was sorrow; 

Swiftly fimn her sight ied he, 
Crying, 'If 1 live, to-morrow 

rU return to thee.' 
Then, with ftdded arms, and sighing. 
Home I wander'd, almost dyii^; 
How I found the way for crying. 

Still is strange to me. 


W>^^W^W'V^^/S/V\^WV 


WAKE, MAID OF LORN 1 

Co»n»dtrtxxa. 1^P*>*ti7^Slr Walte Seott} thelfaiioby Sir J. Strr«Moa. 



^TTXp-^ l J'^-^h^fp 



name al- 


Whlch yet thatmaU-en 


low ; — Wake, maid -en, wake I the hoar is nlgfa When love shall make a 


#'Th l rr-t^ l ^'MT c'f t l ^^M^ 


plight - ed TOW. 


By fear, thy bosom's tatt'ilagg«crt,— By hope, that 


i ^U i^: 



^t#^ 


soon shall fears re- move, We bid thee break the bonds of reet, And 


wake thee at the call of love, the call of love. .•••-• Wake, maid of 



Lorn! Wake, maid of Loml Wake, maid 


Wake Bdith, vrake! — In yonder bay 
Lice many a galley gayly mann*d ; 

We hear the merry pibroch play, 
We see the strsamer's silken band. 


What chieftain's praise these plbroehs swell ? 

What crest is on thy banners wove? 
The harp the minstrel dare not tell. 

The rfiUUe must be read by love. 

Wake, maid of Lorn I &e. 


^i^^^MM^ 
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POPE JOAN. 

Wiittok and CompoMd bj Dtbdia. 



f. J' J' J' I J' I 



The tMMurd is dress'd — come, deal a-way ; The tmmp's a dub— come, who's to play ? Yoa're 


t^^n ^tiTUw f nf^ 



el-dest hand, Miss Gris-ldn: Stay, V\\ play^shr, fai a min-ute. The three of hearts, and 



four, .9ad five— Aad that's a stiqp, as I'm alive! And now the nine, and than ^ ton— And 



J'J'iJ'pJ ' l J'TJ^^^ 


that, lYOw's,a stop againi I eer-tain-ly shall win it, I oer-tain-ly shsU win iti 



The king of tramps; let's see, what'& there? I take up fonr; Andnow theknnvc: WeO, 



/ I JZj 



^SJ I ^-tmp . 


I de-dare! That's just ten morel — 111 win the diurdi, or lose the stee^plel 


[Spokbm.] WeU now, did you ever see anything like this! Ten upon the knaval Lord, misSy did 
you evw know a knave that was not rkh ? O ! well, if that's the case,— 


rrn : ;_;iTTi~~f'^^^ 


I'U play the deuce, and that's a stop! I'U play the deaoe, and that's a 


i-i 1 1 f r. TTti-i-i-^MM-^ ^ 


stop! The ftmr, and five, and six, and— pop! I'm out, so pay the peo-plel 


Now let me try if I can win : 

The trump's a heart, you're to begin, — 

The four and five, 2 can't come in, — 
lis really now provoking ; 

I not a single thing ean play, 

I shall have for all my hand to pay ; 

Never was anytldng so hard, 

I liave not even a leading cud I — 

Nny, 'tis no time for joldng. 

Wdl, I should like to change my place, 

I*ve not played one ; 

Sght cards, and every card an ace I 

Of ill luck what a run ! 

I soon shaU be a bankrapt, I know. 
Wdl, tiien, I've not a single card in my hand ! 
Lord, ma'am, you have as many cards as anybodv 
dse! How can you joke so; did you ever see such 
luck in your liflcr Wdl, my love, bad luck at cards, 
good hick in a husband. O ! now you talk of hus- 
bands, who did you say, ma'am, was Uie hap^est 
couple in the nation ? 

The Queen, and Khig, and that's a stop ; 


The ace, and deuce, and tray, and pop,— 

I'm out, so hand the rhino. 

Come, don't despafar, bnt try again ; 

The trump's a spade, — the nine and ten,— 

Tou'll come in soon.— The lord knows when I— 

That venture was a bold one. 

'TIS now my turn, — the two, the three,— 

WeU, that's a charming thing for me. 

The four, five, six, and seven, and eight. 

You'll be out quickly, at tiiis rate. 

O I she deals, sir, with the old one ; 

The game, in spite of aB I try 

So turns about. 

That 1 can see, with half an eye, 

Tliat to be out I never diall be sbk. 

Wdl, I had matrimony last time,— I shall have 
intrigue next, I suppose. The natural oonsequenee, 
ma'am. I beg your pardon, but what unfortnnala 
old gentlewoman were you talking about ? 

The Pope, ma'am, and that's a stqp ; 
And now the two, and three, and pop I 
I'm out, and dear the table. 


-»■ 
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HARE THE SONG. 

Hlndostanee Melody, arranged by C. E. Horn, to the Poetry of W. Header. 



Hark ! the long of the moan-ing TW-per gale, Through the iffild- fern war - ing; 



BU40W8, ting*d with the moon-beam dear and pale, Scarce the 


are lav-lng. 


f " i r ' '■ 


f~ j~ij ^-i-i< J 1 1 



But, thoagh InllM the loV-ring o-cean's sweU, Each rude tern - pest deep - ing. 


^g4^^^= 



- I r t JMM^ m 


In my sovl the storm -fiends e - Ter dwell, Rot from these eye - lids keep -ing. 

Momal when will the langoid winds that blow, Though this heart's no asore a hoaie to thee. 

Waft thee a sigh fkt>m me, lore ? Though life's taper's waning. 

Who in absence ne'er one joy can know, Ev'ry faithfiil wish shall roam to thee, 

While 


Nor one woe with thee, love ? 


one thought's remaining. 


'TWAS SWEET TO LOOK. 

Hie Pbetry by L. E« L. (Miss Landon) ; the Mudc by Firands Hobinaon. 



^nfS^^^ifm ^ M-^ lJLLM 


*Twas sweet to look up - on thine eyes. As they look'd answ'-ring to mine own ; *Twas 


'^i^was sweet vo iook up - on uune eyes, as cney looK'a answ'-nng to mine own ; '^iwa 


sweet to lis - ten to thy sighs. And 

IVas sweet to meet in yon lone groTC, 
While smiles the heart's best sunshine shed ; 

Twas sweet to part and think agdn 
The gentte tilings timt each hiui said. 


hear my name in er' - ry tone. 

But all this sweetness was not worth 
The tears that dimm'd Its after-Ught : 

LoTC is a sweet star at its birth, 
But one that sets in deepest ni^t. 


VioQce, 


SWEETLY CER THE RURAL SCENE. 

The Poetry by W. Ball ; the Mudc by Stdbelt 



When sweet -ly o*er the ru- rid scene De- dine the smiles of day, And light -ly 


on the Til- lace sreen The nines and ta-bors play. To lead the mer-ry dance A • 


P^^^ ^ m : : t 


i 


To lead the mer-ry dance 



^m 


mid the fes-tal glee, I know whose watch -fill glance Will fand-ly turn on 

Amid the youths anon who start I cannot boast of woridly store. 

Their rival skill to try, I can but humbly say 

Ol one there is, whose lightsome heart AiPection's cares, my only dow'r. 

Gives rapture to his eye ; Still guide my.youthAil way { 

And sure I am — though ftdr But he all dse foregoes. 

And rich our maidens be. As in the danoe you'll see, 

*Twould be his pride to share To win the village rose 

The garland crown with me. For me, for only me. 


me; 
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Andattte, 


THE MARSEILLOIS HYMN AND MARCH. 

The Natkinal Air of Fhuice. 


fi^ J . J. j. | J J J J^^QzJ^tp^ ^ 


T« tont of France^ awaks to glo - irlHwkt harklwliat my-riada bid yoa liiel 



Tour diil-dna,irfTMyaadgfandalrea boa-rj. Be -hold their tean, and bear their 



K^44 r ^^f-^Str* J ; ;■ ! ^ ■ r^ 


crieai Ba-bold their tears, and bear their cries. Sliall hate - lul ty-rants,iniiddef 



breed -ing, With hire- ling hosts, a mf - flan band. 


Af - fright and de»sb-lale the 

p. I ^p J'l >A J'j^^N^i .1 ^ r. i f^-^:j^ 

land, WhOe peace and U-bcr-ty He bleed-ing? To arms, to anus, ye brave I 11k'- 



J i J I B* r^-p 1^ iiJTi 



sreng-ing sword an-sheath; March on, narch on, all hearts re-soWd on vie- 



H iJ . J I ■• I r r^u^%f^^#^ 


i-ry or death 1 March on, narch on. 

Now, now the daagerooe storm is ndliag. 

Which trsacheroQS Ungs, co nfe derate, ndse ; 
Tbe dogs of war, let loose, are bowlings 

And, lo 1 onr fields and cities blase. 
And shall we baady yiew the min, 

While lawless force, with gvUty 8tiide» 

Spreads desolation fer and wide, 
Witn erimes and blood his hands imbming ? 
To anas, ye brave, &e. 

With hunuT and pride sarroonded, 

The yriiU insatiate despots dare, 
Thefar tUnt of power and gold anboaadedt 

T6 mete and vend the light and alrt 


all hands re - solVd on vie - to-ry or death. 

like beasts of burden would they load us; 
like gods, would bid their slaves adore ;— 
But man is man,— and who is more ? 

Then shall they longer lash and goad us ? 
To arms, ye brave, &e. 

O liberty I can Bum rseign thee, 
Once having fielt thy gen'rons flame ? 

Can dungeons, bolts, and bars eonfine thee. 
Or whips thy noble spirit tame ? 

Too long the worid has wept, bewaOittg 
That falsehood's dagger tyrants widd i 
But freedom is our sword and shield, 

And all their arts are unavailing. 

To arms, ye brave, &e. 


•r%/w%/%/\«\«^^rw/w^%/>/v/vi 


MARCHE DBS MARSEILLOIS. 


AHoBS, enfeas de la palrie, 

Le jonr de rioire est artlv^; 
Centre nous de la tyrannic, 

L*<tendartsant^test]ev6. (Bis) 
Bntendes vous dans les campagnssy 
Mugir ees fSfiroees soldats, 
II viennent jusques dans vos bras,— > 
Kgo r ger vde ftls, vds eamoagnes. 
Aux armes, dtoyens I 

Formes vos bataOlons 1 
Marches, qu'un sang inspur I (Bis) 
Abreuve nos sUlons ! 

Que veut eette horde desdavea, 

' De trattres de rois conjur^ 

Pour qui cee ignobles entraves, 
Ces fers dee long tems prepare : (Bis) 

liranfais, pour nous, ah, q[uel outrage 1 
Qnds transports II doit ezdter I 
Cost nous qu*on dee mediter. 


De rendre a I'antique esdavage. 

Aux annes, dtoyens, &c. 

Qnol! dee cohortes etrangdres, 

Feraient la Id dans noe foyers ; 
Quo! 1 oes phalanges mercenairee 

Terrasseraient nos fiers gu^rriers I (Bis) 
Grand DIeu, par des mains enchaloMS, 

Nos fronts sous le joug se ploieralent ; 

De vils desDotes deriendraient, 
Les maitres oe nos desHnte. 

Aux armes, dtoyens! &c. 

IVemblcs, tyrans, et vous perftdes ! 

L'opprobre de tons les partis, 
lYembles ! voe presets puriddes 

Vont enfln recevoir leur prix. 
Tons est soldats pour vous oombattre, 

S'ils tombent nos ieunes h6ros ; 

La terre en produit de nouveanx, 
Contra vous tons prets a se battre. 

dtoyens I &a. 
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FIrtnfaif, ea gaerrien magnanimM, 
Poit6s on retenex rot coups ; 

■paigaex eea tristes TietiBies, 
A regret s'armant eontre nous. (Bis) 

Mais oes despotes wangninairs, 
Mais les eompliees de Bovill^ 
Tons ees tigres qui sans viti^ 

P6c ldrea t la seln de lenr noere. 

Aoz armfliy dtoyenal te« 


Amour sacr^ de la patrfe 

Conduis soutiens nos bras Tengeon} 
Libert^, Ubert^ di^rie, 

CoBftbats avee tes ddfeDseors. (Bis) 
Sons BOS drapeanx que la Tictoire, 

Acooore a tes males aooeos ; 

One tes ennemis ezpirans, 
Voleat ton triomphe et notre gloire* 
Anz armes, dtoyeaa! &c 


Modtrale. 


CARLISLE WALL. 

Thb Foetry hj Sir Walter Soott ; tbe Music by P. Walsh Pwter. 



aha wovld mar-ry a Soot - tish knight. For krro nill still be toed of aU. 


BUthdy they saw the riring snn, 

When he shone £ilr on Carlisto waU; 
Bnt they were sad ere day was done. 

Though lore was still the lord of all. 
Her sire gare broach and jewel line. 

Where the son shines fur on Carttsto waU ; 
Her brother gare but a flask of wine. 

For ire that lota was lord of aU. 


Blithely they saw the rishig san, 

When he shone ftdr on C^lisle wsfl ; 
Bnt they were sad ere day was done, 

Ihongh lore was still the lord of aU. 
That wine she had not tasted well 

(The son shines ftdr on Carlisle wall), 
When dead in her tme love's arms she AH i^ 

So lore was stiU the lord of aU. 


^ kj""^^^ 


THIS COLD FLINTY HEART. 

Ctempoaed by Dr. Amc 



This cold flin - ty heart, it is yoa who have 


d: Ton 




ne - rit and Cy - mon I strove, — ^What's lif e with- out pas-sion, sweet 



"^ i ^^j ;^ 


pas-sion of love, sweet pas-sion, sweet pas-sion, sweet • • - pas • slon of love ? 


The fh»t nips the bad, and the roee cannot blow ; Ihespringshonld be warm, theyoanc s e a s o nbe gay, 
Fkom youth that is frost-nipp'd no raptures can Her birds and her flow'rets make blithesome sweet 


flow; 


May; 


[grove;— 


Elysinm to him but a desert will prove ;^- Love blesses the cottage and sings through the 

What's life without passion, swtet passion of love? What's lifb without passioB, sweet passion of love? 




I ■ 
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LORD ULLIN'S DAUGHTER. 

The Poetry by Thoflus CampbeU ; titf Music by 6. Tkommw 


▲ diSef-tdiif to the High-lande boimdy Cdes, 'Boat-maa, do not tir-ryl 


|S J I r , f ' T f I c - ^ H=^44# 



And 111 give fhee a aU«Terpoud« To row ni o'er Hh fer-ry.'^ 'Now 


ll'" I I II t-^^jMi^^^M-^H^^^^^^ 


who be ye would eroie Loch -gyle, TUs dark nni ttor - my wa - terl' *Ol 


ir^m i'i\ CI ;; ^ v Ej^t^^=^ 


I*iB the chief of Ul-va's isle« And this Lord Ul - lin's dangh - ter. 


'And fast before her fether's men 

Three dap we*Ye fled together; 
For, ahottld he ftnd ns in the glen. 

My blood would stain the heather. 
' His horsemen hard behind ns ride ; 

Shoold they oar st^ discover. 
Then who will cheer my bonny bridet 

When they have abdn her lover ? ' 

Ontspolce the hardy HigUand vright, 
'I'll go, my chief— -I'm ready : 

It ia not for yonr siiver briffhtt 
But for your winsome lady I 

'And, by my vrord, the bonny bird 

In danger shall not tarry ; 
So, thoa^ the vratves are n«ing white, 

t*U raw yon o*er the fnry.' 

By this ^lie itorm grew loud a p ace. 
The watcr-wndth iras shrieaing ; 

And, intlnaeowlofheav'B, eachAice 
Grew duk as they were speaking. 

Bat sliU, as wflder blew the wind, 
And as the night grew drearerf 

Adown tlie glen rode armed men,** 
Their tnaipMng sonnded nearer «-* 


'OI haste thee, haste r theladyaie8» 
Thongh tempests roand us gather : 

ini meet the.raging of the skies ; 
But not an angry father.* 

The boat lias left a stormy land, 

A stormy sea before her, 
When OI too strong for human hand, 

The tempest gathcr'd o'er herii — 

And still they row'd amidst tlie roar 

Of waters fast prevailing : 
liOrd Ullin reach'd that fotal shore,— 

His vnath was ohang'd to vrailing. 

For,. sore diamay'd, through storm and sliade, 

HU child he <ttd discover :— 
One lovely hand she stretch'd for aid. 

And one was roond her lover. 

*Oomebacfc! come back 1' he cried la giiel^ 

Across this stormy water : 
And I'll forgive your Highland chief— 

My daughter I— 1 my daughter I' 

Twasvain: tlw loud waves laah'd the ahore. 

Return or aid preventing :*— 
The waters vrild went o'er bis child, 

And he was left lamenting. 


■^^^^\/^^»X^'^\/^>^>^»^^%^^M» 


.Fipooe, 


THE BIRK8 OF ABERFELDY. 

AsMagbyMr.Wilsoa; the Poetry by Baiiia. 



Bon-ny las-eie,vrlllye go, wHl ye go, wiE ye go? Bon-ny las-8le,wfllye go Totti 

.Fitie. 



Wiks of Ab* er - fel- dy?--Now sfan-merbHnkson flow*-ry braes, And o^cr tha crys*tal 

D. C. al #W. 



tf Ti r t r- i-u p^m p i 


• lets plays ; Come, let us s|lMd the li{^t*soeBe days, In the Urks of Ab<-er-fU*<^. 


- .i. 
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WkOe o'er thdr headf the haiels hliig^ 
The Utile birdiet l>UtlMlj riQg» 
Or luphtly flit on wanton wing, 
In the BizlLi of AheiMdy. 


The hraes a^eend like loftj wn*8» 
The fonmin* etream deep-roaring lh's» 
O'erirang wi' fragrant eprea^n' shawsi 
The^ks of AbecftUy. 


The hoary cliiEs are erown*d wi* flow*i% 
White ower the Iln the bnniie pours, 
Andy risin*, weets wi' misty show'ia 
The Birfce of Aberfddy, 

Let fortune's gifts at random flee, 
They n^'er shall drftw a wish frae mtt 
Sa^mely bleai'd wi' lore andthee. 
In the fiirks of Ahinfddy. 


Moderator 


ANNIE AND JAMIE. 

Seotlish Melody : the Music by J. Sandersoiu 



fueaa oT hi»^ heart. And said<Bon-ny Jas • rfe,* And said*Bon - ny 



W A ' p • " _ 


las - sie,* And said 'Bon - ny las - sie, we ne - ver will part.* 

1 Uess'd be the meadow, so bonny and green. Though few are his pastures, and low his degree. 


Where first the dear shepherd by Annie was seen | The youth, the dear youtti, is a monarch to me ; 

when his toname did impart. For,01gen 

And Anme and Jamie— no, nerer will part i 


_ _ — ^ — ^ y ^ — g ^ ^ — ^ ^^ _ _ _ — ^ y 

And bless'd be the day when his tongue did impart. For, 1 gentle shepherd I twas lore shot the dart, 
"Us Anne, fair Annie's the queen OT my heart 1' 


'K^N«\iA./\^Si V* • 


O ! WHISTLE, AND I'LL COME TO THEE, MY LAD. 

The Poetry by Bums; the Music as sung by Mr. Wilson. 


O 1 whis -tie, and I'll coma to 



n^w?^ 


thecy my lad ; O I 



, and I'll come to thee, my 


ad:ThoughfeytiisraadmiClisrand a' 


lad 



^^M ^ 


shouldgaemad, 1 whis-tle, and I'll cometo thee, my lad. 


j^ill^ c c clliU C C f ^-1 ^ c C ^jM 


But wa - ri - ly tent, when ye come to court me. And come na un - less the back- 


yett be a-jee; Syne 


up the back stfle, and let nae - bo - dy see, And 


And come as ye 
D.C.al Pine. 


^^*«s K XA o. o# riif». 


were na «om-in' to me. And 

At kirk or at market, when'er ye meet me, 
Gang by me as though that ye car'd na a flie ; 
But steal me a blink o' your bonoie black ee, 
Tet look as ye were na loolrin' at me. 

1 whistle, &C. 


ye were na com-in' to me. 

Aye vow and protest that ye care na for me. 
And whyles ye may lightly my beauty a wee ; 
But court na anither, though jokln' ye be, 
For fear that she wyle your fency frae ma. 

O I whistle, to. 
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BUGLE SONG. 

The Poetry tranBlated from the Gemuui ; the Mmie by Maria J. Khiit. 

N JH « r— V 1-# r-T-r N 



How sweet the eoand 


, Wh« 


i|z£^ ^b3 rri7= rJTTW 


From hfush and brake Glad e-choeswake, Aim 


en wooda n-ronnd Hare heard the peal -ing horn I 

m 


t \ ri"i ii 


e-choeswake, And haU the . wd-oona 

The sparkling riU 
. Goes, mnrmnring still, 
Throogh woodlands far away* 

How sweet the sound, 
When woods around 

Have heard the pealing horn I 
From bnsh and brake 
Glad echoes wake, 

And hail the welcome mom 1 


From bosh and brake 

Each heart beats high. 

And gleams each eye 
To catch the welcome tone ; 

Like mist that flies 

From morning skies, 
AH sorrow now is gone. 

How fresh the breexe ! 

How briffht the trees 1 
How golden-bright the day 1 

THE JUG OP PUNCH. 

Snag by Mrs. FitswilUam, in Bnckstone's Drama of the * Green Bnahes.* — Poblldied by Daridaon. 



■t,-^ I J- J' J \iiLLlf-P^' J- J' J ftlh^^^ ^ 


As I was sit - ting in my room, Oneplea-saater'-ning in the monthofJnne, I 


#f, f . f ^ J' I r g^^fff r f r J'J' i J' ^ 



heard a thrash ting - ing in a bosh, And the tone he sang was a Jug o' poneh. 
ySi IUp§at to Ckonu. 


i' J^J^ J^ *! M J'. >^*i I* rrrj^ *i m j^j j>*i ^ 


Too - ra - loo, 


too - ra • loo, 


too - ra - loo. 


too -ra- loo,— 



Jng o' punch, a jug o' punch; And the tune he sang was a jug o' punch. 


What more dirarshin might a man desire. 
Than to be sated by a nate turf Are ; 
And by his side a party wench. 
And on the ti^le a jug o' punch. 

Xocraloo, tooraloo, &C 

The Musts twelve, and AppoUio frun'd, 
In CastiUan pride drinks pernicious sthrames ; 
But I would not grudge them tin times as much. 
As long as I had a jus o* punch. 

Tooraloo, tooraloo, &c« 

Then the mortlal gods drinks their nectar wine, 
And they tell me claret is very flne ; 


^»«.W.^^^^>^^»>^^^^b«V^W^^<»/V^V 


But I'd give them all, just in a bunch. 
For a joUy puU at a jug o' punch. 

Tooraloo, tooraloo, &e. 

The doctor fails, with all his art, 
To cure an imprission on the heart ; 
But if life was gone, within an inch, 
What would brhig it back like a jug o' punch ? 

Tooraloo, tooraloo, &c. 

But when I'm dead, and in my grave. 
No costly tombstone will I ever crave ; 
But I'll dig a grave, both vdde and deep. 
With a jug 'o punch at my head and feet. 

Tooraloo, tooraloo, &e. 


TIS THAT DEAR SONG. 

indtmtint The Paetef b; Banr St. Leger ; th« Mtnie by C. M. Sola. 


fa: ^ UJ #fc^ 




that dear dear aong I've lov*d to long, Whieh you used to sing for me, lova; 

CTM. - - 


g^* ■ iJ J I fj ^ r ^ 



My heart Is wrung To hear it snag By a-ny one but thee, Invel 
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My Mml'fl idf drank 

Tbe smmds wUeh lank 
Fhmi your lipt in tone lo rwwt, lore ; 

Andthateyeoflii^t 

Qrew atill mora bright, 
As tbe lay cam'd ow looks to meet^ lore I 


Those eyes are shut, 

Those lips are mate, 
That Yoice for ever is flown, lore ;— 

O! never again 

Let me hear the strain, 
Whieh I used to eali my own, Ioto I 


■^^^^^^ »^^^ fc^ ^ , - «— i'vw i fxJ'tnj 


THE RIGHT ROAD. 

Ifisk Melody, 'Castle TIrow«Bt* to Moore's 'Remember me ;' the Pbetry by Thomas Davis. vabLbhed in 

Daily's « Spirit of the Nation.' 


Let the Ibe-ble-heart-ed pine. Let the sick - ly spi-rit whine ; Bat to work and win be 



thine, WUle yon'Te life, while yon'Te life. God smiles up - on the bold,— So, 


jH=H^'^='-4^TttfT ■ H I tJ J^-i^ 


whan your flag's on - roil'd, Bear it brare-ly tUl yon'n cold In the strife, in the strife 1 


If to rank or fhme yon soar, 
Oat yoor spirit frankly poar-« 
Men will senra yoa and adore, 

Like a kinr. 
Woo yoor giri with honest pride. 
Till yoa've won her for yoor bride— 
Then to her, throagh time and tide. 

Brer ding. 


Never ander wrongs despair ; 
Laboar long, and everywhere 
Link yonr eoantrymen, prepare. 

And strike home. 
Thas have great men ever wreaght ; 
Thas most greatness still be sought ; 
Thus labour d, lov'd, and fought, 

Greece and Home. 


^MWWW^^A^^MWWMMMMMk^MMMM 



SWEET NORAH OF LIFPY'S SIDE. 

The Words by C. Dibdin, the younger ; the Musie by G. Broad. 


^j^-Hn^^ff^^i I f J n n I i j 



Sweet No-rahliv'd by Uf-fy's side, And Norahvow'dto be my bride; Sweet No -rah 


ttr'd by lif • fy'sside, AndNo-rahvow'dto be my bride | Sweet - - No-rah, 

m 



'^Us! r iiif^^^ 



sweet - Norah, sweet - Norahl Butcru - el wareall'dme a-way, I bade a-dieu, Ah I 


well-a-dayl But 


fmmj Hjip I i ^ ^^^jf^ 



- cra-el war eall'd me a - way ; I Iwde a -dieu. Ah I 



well - a - day 1 Sweet No-rah, sweet 


I sought my native cot again. 
But, ah 1 I sought for thee in vain. 
Sweet Norah 1 


No-rah, sweet 


No - rahl 


The maid was felse, though I was tmst 
And peace for thee I bade adieu. 
Sweet Norah 1 
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THE SWAINS WHO WAKE ERATO'S STRING. 

The Poetry by David Thom«pn ; the Music to Mozart^s Air, ' Komm lieber May vnd mache.* 
AUegreito. 


i ^^T^^F^r ccJci'^ 


stnng^ To please 


-ry chang-es 


^^= m=ji^^^¥^ 



fond-Iy ring. They sleep in Beau.ty*s ear ; Hie rose too long their praise has shar'd, With 


Mu a X ir ^t i^=M=pF^ ig^ 


3roitth*s ear- na - tion hue ; And eyes have been too oft com-par'd To stars and sparkling dew 

And stiU to close their pensive lay, 
Tliey say that, like a flow*r, 


The planet's mild and silent beam 
Still like thine eye may glow ; 


Bat Where's the soul-enchanting gleam 

That melts at joy or woe ? 
And roses may be found as foir 

As those oa which I gaze ; 
But Where's the flush that rises there. 

The smile that round It plavs ? 


The charms of youth must soon deeay. 
And lose their 'witching pow'r : 

O! ne'er let thoughts like these be night 
Thy frolic joys to shade ; 

For many a rose shall round thse die. 
Before thy beantieB linda. 


OUR YOUTH IS LIKE THE FAIRY TALE. 

To the above Music ; the Poetry by David Thomson. 


Our youth is like the fairy tale 

Which cliarm'd the Sultan's ear ; 
What blissful visions then we hail, 

What palaces we rear ! 
Our splendid halls and lofty tow'rs 

Invite their youthful guest ; 
As if the potent lamp were ours, 

ThiB eastern youth possess'd. 

And when, alas 1 with fbnd deUgiit, 
We o'er sueh wonders g^aze, 

like his our palace takes its flight, 
Nor leaves one distant trace I 


Yet, though his flatt'rinff dream of bSn 

Was soon in grief to close. 
The wondrous lamp again vras his, 

Ag^in his tow'rs arose. 

But when the dark magician Cara 

Has swept our joys away. 
No genius of the ring is there, 

I^ master to obey ; 
When youth his vanish'd fabric movnis, 

In vain he sheds the tear : 
No lamp of hope again returns 

Its airy halls to rear ! 


\Uegro Afoesfoio. 


THE LAND WE LIVE IN. 

Composed by Reeve* 



Since our foes to in-vade us have long been pre - par-ing, 'Us dear ttay con»rf-dertpe^ 



^ t^ Hr^ t^J^ ^ S 


something worth shar-ing, And for that mean to vi-sit our shore, 


for that mean to vi-sit our shore ; It be-hoves us, how • ev-cr, iritii spi - rit to 


#t^ ^t^-f^ r^ Tr tih J-H-^ : ^ 


P 


meet 'em, And* though 'twill be no-thing un - com-mon ^to beat 'em. We mMt 




£dt 


try howthey'U take it onee more, 




We must try 
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how they'll take It onoe more. 


So fill, fiUyonr 


i l'i J J J I J J-pt^ ^ z-Jt rr J' l r r-^ n^=T^ ^ 


glas-eet, be this thetoMtgiT'a:'Here*sBiiglandftir e-Terl the land, boyt, we live ial'So 


pMiWi i ivi^^mr^ i ^4^u^r \ l\ 


fill, fill your g^-aesy be thle the toast glv'ii: 'Here's England for e-ver, huz - zai Here's 



-fffrf^ I J rH- i4-f fJirfc i rjiD^ 


Kagland for e-very hm - lal Here's ISn-gland for e-rer, the land, boys, we UTe in!' 


Here's a health to our tart OA the wild oeean rang- On that throne where once Alfred in i^ory was 
ing,— [faV#— seated, 


Perhaps even nowsomebroadsldfs they're erchang- Long, long majoor queen by her people be greeted; 
We'll on saipooard, and join in the fight ; O I to guard her we'll be of one inind : 


And when with the foe we are firmly engaging. May religion, law, order, be strictly defended, 

TUl the fire of oorguuhills the sea in its rapng, And eononne the blessings they first were intended* 
On oar eonntry we'll think with delight. In anion the nation to bind. 

80 fill, fill your glasses, &e. So fill, fill yonr glaasesi &e. 


ilfedcrefo. 


BELIEVE ME, THE SPELL IS UNBROKEN. 

Composed by Henry J. West, lUA. of Mosie. 



Be - Ueve me the spcU is un - bro-ken, Which thy ma - gi - eal bean-ty has wroQght ; 


jhi hi ; ; J:g^idbji]l g-^-t^-j^ ^ 


Each scene bat pre - sents me some to-ken, Some sweetness with which thou art franght I 



t^ r f, c rrJ^^"^N4-U4 r H \ r^ 


If I rove in the garden of Vlo - ra. While ehaim'i with the beaa<4ies I see, I 

BmUmOaadB. - - • 



(-TTTCt NJ^ 


think I shoald scaroe - ly a • dora her, If her bea«-ties re - sem • Ued aol 






t^ u \ '' i n 


thee. Then be -UeTe me the spdl is nn-broken, WUeh thy ma - gi-cal bean • ty has 

m 

wrought; Each seeae bat pre-seats me some token. Some sweetness with which thon art fraught f 



How often, in search of some pleasure, 
On GalUa'a banks I hn^ stray'd ; 

Have danc'd to the light-boundiDg measure, 
WUle the Jets-d*eau in sweet murmurs play*d. 


But stQl there was something seem'd wanting, 
Amidst all the radiance that shone ; 

Twas the sound of thy Toice so enchanting,.^ 
I heard not its musical tone. 

Believe me, fta* 


4S0 
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THE YORKSHIRE CONCERT. 


AUtaretto '^^ Words by C. Dibdin, the Younger ; the Mnsie by W. Reere. 


I'ze a Yorkshire-man jast eome to town, And my oom-ing to town was a gay day ; For 


For - tone has here set me do««n,Wait -lag* gen-tte-uan to a fine la - dy. My 



r; ^ r. f i^^^=f=i^uu> f J' J J' j't^ 


la- dv gives ga-las and routs, And her txeats of the town are the talk here, But nothing I'se 


M f ;■ c r J'l ^^ ^ J' ^ n^H^^ 



lol de rol, Ri tol lol de rol, lol de rol, Ti tol lol de rol lol de roL 


Johnny Fig was a green and wliite grocer. 

In business as brisk as an eel, sir; 
None than Jolin to tlw shop could stick closer, 

But his wife thought it quite ungenteel, sir. 
Her neighbours resolT'd to cut out, sir. 

And astonish the rustic paiishoners. 
She invited 'em all to a rout, sir, 

And az'd all the village musicianers. 

Ri tol Ibl de rol, &e« 

The company met, gay as larks, sir, 

Drawn forth all as fine as blown roses ; 
The concert commenc'd with the derk, sir, 

Who chaunted the * Vicar and Moses.' 
The barber sang *Gall'ry of Wigs/ sir ; 

The gem'men all said 'twas the dandy ; 
And the ladies encor'd Johnny Fig, sir, 

Who volunteer'd 'Drops of Brandy.' 

Ki tol lol de rol, &C. 
The baker he sang a good batch. 

While the lawyer, ror harmony willing, 
With the bailiff he Join'd in a catch. 

And the notes or the butcher were killing. 
The wheelwright he put in his spoke, 

The schoolmaster flogg'd on with fiuror ; 
The coalman he play'd the 'Black Joke,' 

And the fishwoman sang a bravura. 

Ri tol hd de rol, &e. 


To strike the assembly with wonder. 

The Miss Screams a quintette loud as Boreaa 
Sang, and wak'd farmer Thrasher's dog Thunder, 

Who, starting up, join'd in the chorus ; 
While a donkey, the melody marking, 

Chim'd in too, which made a wag say, 'Sir, 
Attend to the Rector of Barking's 

Duet with the Vicar of Bray, sir.' 

Ri tol lol de rol, &c. 

Abrine-tub half ftdl of beef , salted, 

Madame Fig had trick'd out for a seat, sir, 
Where the tailor to sing was exalted. 

But the cov'ring erack'd under his feet, sir. 
Snip was sous'd in the brine, but, soon rising, 

Bawl'd out, whUe they langh'd at his grief, <8ir, 
Is't a matter so monst'rous surprisiag, 

To see pickled cabbage with beef, nr.' 

Ri tol lol de rol, &e. 

To a ball then the conoert gave way, 

And for dancing no souls could m riper; 
So struck up like *The Devil to Pay,' 

While poor Johnny Fig paid the piper. 
But the best thing came after the ball : 

To finish the whole with perfection, 
Madame Fig az'd the gentlefolks all 

To sup on a nice eold collection. 

Bl tol lol de rol, &e. 



BEAUTY IN TATTERS. 

The Words by F. Bryan ; the Music by Augustus Voigt. 


^^^^^^^^^^m 


l=MH=M 


dark -en my way. 


A mite, my sweet la - dy, in pi-^ be-stow,— I*!m 
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^Lp^r-r J'ri^ j-n^ i Tj'j'J'a 


aUght - ed by for - tone and court - «d by woe ; A mite, my siveet la • dy, in 



pi • ty be * ftowy— I'm alight - ed by for - tone and eonrt - ed by woe. 


Ah me ! my poor boeom*s for ever bewaUing 
The day my dear parents were hears'd ; 

For fote on the orphan her frowna are entailing,— 
Of daya, sure that day was the worst. 

A mite, my sweet lady, in piU bestow, — 
I'm slighted by fortune and ooorted by woe. 


nien in the next blast ahoold your sappUaat perisht 
Remorse will not add to your grief; 

Though Tain the endeaTour to comfort ana dMriahf 
A laurel adorns the relief. 

«^en something, sweet lady, in pity bestow,— 
I'm slighted by fortune and eourtml by woe. 


[iUgntio. 


WHEN THE SPRIGHTLY FIFE AND DRUM. 

The Poetry by Fox; the Music by Hook. 



When first the sprightly fifo and drum Un -to our Til-lage came. Young Hen-ry seem'd in- 


f-i f. ; J' l )■/? f Ji J ; j.iTm?^^ 


din'd to roam. And felt a thirst for fhme. When first the sprightly fife and drum Un. 


#^ 44-U- ii 



to our Til-lage came, Young Hen - ryseem'd in - clln'd to roam. And folt a 


gM^ Mr J ^ 1 1 ^' t C CU r -jLlt t^^ 


thirst for fiune. I ef'-ry thing did quid^ - ly try. To check th' as*pir - lag 





twain; I knelt, and to him oft did aigh« But all, a-Iasl was Tain; For soon the 


'-t hr' i C ^ff=n=g 



mar-tial band he join'd. And me he bade a - dien: 'And thou, my lore,' he 




said, 'Shalt find, That Hen- ry will be true, That Hen.ry will be true, That Hen-ry 


H \ t'i gp i n-Tt i-rJ'JT. i J. fc 



will be true. And thou, my lore,' he laid, 'shalt find That Hen-ry will be true.' 


Mt Henry is a comely Touth, 

No one can him excel ; 
Good-nature, innocence, and truth, 

Does CTcr with him dwell ; 
fhongh euTious maidens sometimes say, 

Beosuse he's for from me. 
That I shall find, some foture day, 

He will inconstant be : 
But they'll ne'er mar my peace of mind. 

Though they make mucn ado ; 
For something tells me I shall find 

My Henry will be true. 


Ye heav'nly powers I protect my swain, 

Presenre mm in the fight 1 
1 do not let him now be slain, 

But waft hhn to my sight ; 
Though he has left me three long yearly 

Soon as the war be o'er, 
1 hope to banish all my fsars. 

And fkt>m him part no more ; 
Then nothing will our peace destroy^ 

But pleasure will ensue ;— 
01 how my heart will lei^ for Joy^ 

To find my Henry true. 
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DAY AGAIN IS ENDING. 

ThaPiwtrjbjrG.Soaae, A.B: arrwigedto the Air' Al Mto Prtgt* In Howliil'i Opeat of ' Sfmtwmldo.* 

PobUAed in Davldion's ' Oemt of Fonign Ofcn.' 
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Day a • gala is end ... - lug, Light with dark-nesa Mead - 

afMsert. 


^^^^^^m 


lag; For all thy good-aaai done. For all thy good 




^ M= f=f=M^M ^BJ=f-HH f J: J'l im 


doae, We bloaa thaa thea, we Ueai thaa thea, thou Ho - ly oae. 


Hie earth its fraits has girea, 
Bcfircah'd by dews from hearea ; 


For aB thy goodaess doae 

We Uess thee theB« thoa Holy Oae. 


BE A GOOD BOT, AND TAKE CARE OF YOURSELF. 

Compoaed by J. Whitaker. 
Spiriio*^ _ j^ w w 



Whea I was athomewithmy fktheraadaiotheryl beat the oold eoa-ple aad Tha-dy my 





lara-iag I meaa, for I haa-dled my spade, Aad aate - ly I fol-low'd the 



twf - eat-tiag trade: But oald F^-ther Mar-phy, oar pa-rish di-rec-tor, He bow aad thea 



gara me • Ut of a lec*tars: 'Ar-rah^ Bar-aey,' says lie,*yoa're a frol - ic -i 
df, Bat be a good boy, aad take care of yoar^self. With yovr too -tie loi, 




too-rie lol, too-rie lol loo, too-rle lol, loo-rle Mf too - rie lol loo.' 


My Judy I ]ov*d, aad oft gave her a kiM,— 
'Vie, Bwaey,* says she, bat ae'er took it asaiss ; 
Oae aight I took leave,— says I, 'Jady, I'm off,' 
Bat haafd, as I thoaght, la the eloset a eoagh; 
80 I opea'd the door, aad I star'd like a plr,— 
Thers stood oald FMher Mmrphy wiUioat hat or 

wig: 
< Arrah, Father/ says I, 'Toa're a froliesoaie elf, 
Bat be a good boy, and take care of yoarself. 

With yoar toorle kil,' &e. 


I vras going, batoald Father Marphy cried, 'Stayi— 
We'U settle this matter, l*tt tett yoa tte way s 
I'll Biarry yoa straight, and thea, Baney, yoa 

kaow— 
<Thank'e,Father,'saysI, «bat I'd mack rather go.* 
80 to oald Father Marphy I bade a good alght, 
Aad to Jady, I said, whaik yoa'll owa was qvdl» 

right,— 
' Arrah, Jady* says I, *yoa're a froliesome elf. 
Bat I'll be a good boy, aad take care of myseUl 

With my toorie kd,' dee. 
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SILLY MAIDS.—* BEATRICE'S SONG.' 

The Poetry by George SoanC) A«B. ; the Mnsie by Edward J. Loder. — Publisbed by Davidaon. 
lAUegro ScherMondo. ^ . ^ ^ ^ w 



[7TT.Ttr 


Sil - ly maida, would yoagrow wan For tha t thing of hu-monra, man? Sil-lymalda, 


il'r' f c I J^-^^^J^^^' j-^tti^ 


would yon grow wan For that thing of hn - moura, man ? When they're best, we do not 

pi» itnto* 



^^r c trr I r FP"^t T 7=^ 


P 


need them 1 When they're wont, may hesT'n speed them ! When they're worst, may heav'n 


speed them! 


?Tij' t i i\i' it r. i H-4-g 


' No, no, no 1' And free 


Then let them go, with ' No, no, no I' Then let them go, with 



as air. And Area aa air. We'll lead apes in— Yon know where, 

0dUb. 
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you know where, yon know where 1 We'll lead apes in — yon know where ! 
Men were only made to be If you trust men, near and far, 

SlaTes to do us oourtesy ; O 1 what aneels women are ! 

When they come a wooing, try it, — That Is till they're won, poor creatures I 

There's not one^wiU dare deny it. Then men chanoe both song and featutea 1 


Then let them go, &c. 


let them go, &c. 


DE DANDY BROADWAY SWELL. 

Pnblisbed in Davidson's Cheap Edition of the Songs of the Ethiopian Serenaders. 
X!<mSpirU0. 



You've heard ob dan - dy Nig-gers, but you should see dis coon, A strut-tin' down de 



J^ft^jJjj'^J'lJ'JjJM 


Broadway, some Sunday ar-ternoon!— I steal de hearts ob all de gals, I Jealous all de men;— Do 
.ii-^v^K.... K K ^ I ^ Repeat m Ounu, 



just obserbe me when I turn— De pink you'll call me den. For I'm de flow'r, de pink, de rose. As 


rrcf O^^'^^iO^ c HffeTT"^"TtTTr 


all de gals can tell ; De fidr sex all ad-mire de cut Ob de dan -dy Broadway swelL 

1 wears a splendid gold guard chain, dat I bought 

of IKister Feet ; 
But my watch I leaves for safety wid my undo 

down de street;— 
My ruffles and my GoUar, too, are like de lily white. 
And so dey ought, oonaiderin' I wash 'em ebery 

night 1 For I'm de ftow'r, &c 

My ooat is padded up a Ut, to make my chest 

look broad, — [a sword ; 

You'd take me for some nobleman if I only wore 

88 


Moustachios, too, I sometimes wears, but lost 'em 

both one day — [&^aT ^ 

De gum got wet, it blow'd a sale, and so dey olow'd 

For I'm de flow'r, &c. 

And if about some lady some gemman ask my card. 
He'll find my name is Julius CTssar Count Lord 

Marquis Marr'd ; [ob mine 

So, darkie ladies, mind your eyes, for just a glance 
Would teach you what it is to gaze on men like 

me dat shine ! For I'm Ut flow'r, &c. 
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THE WANDERER'S RETURN. 

The Poetry by David Thomson, to Mozart's Air * Qui sdegno noo s'aoende,* in the Opera of ' II Flaato 

Magico.' 
Larghetto, m^ ^ 


gpas 



-^^r- 


P^P 


Can na-tive scenes de - Hght me While sad I muse a - lone? No wel-comes 



^m§ 



now in - vita me, For all I love are gone! Each ro-sy bow'r, each sil - - Taa 


^^^^^- 
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shade, Hie stream-let wind - ing through the glade, A-roimd me all ap- 



^ J' J' j' l : M^tn fl s f ^ I J • / f.-^ 


pear iin - chang*d, Aa if by spella for e - ver spread, As If the snm-mer ne'er had 
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fled; Nor e'en a wav-ing leaf been shed, Sinee near tiiem last I rang'd! 


O I how those wilds enchanted. 

As there we rov'd along, 
By sweetest echoes haanted, 

That oft retum'd our song ! 
Methinks its plaintive notes I hear. 
Oft breath'd by lips I lov'd so dear; — 

Alas ! its notes I may recall, 
But, ah ! will Time my voIm obey ? 
Or light that evening's vanished ray, 
When love inspir'd eajch. tunefvd lay, 

And lent a charm to all ? 

When flow'rs, their charms resigning, 

Neglected round are cast ; 
When nature, all declining, 

Awaits the wint'ry blast ; 
The few last days that beam awhile, 
And leave us with a parting smile. 


May oft recall the gleam of spring ; 
But only show how bright it shone. 
To tell us that tiie spring is gone, 
That all its op'ning sweets are flown 

On Time's unweary'd wing 1 

And thus, when grief has shaded 

Our day, that swift declines ; 
When all the flow'ra have faded 

Which ling'ring hope entwines 
If e'er by chance we sadly roam 
To hail again our native home, 

Its tranquil scenes may please awhile, 
But bring to mind our early day, 
And bloom so sweet, and look so gay. 
To tell that youth has pass'd away. 

Like summer's transient smile I 


/>/\yvrv/\yvi>yvrvrv\/>/\/v/>^wr«. 


rffhgtto am etpresiiont. 


TO ME A SMILING INFANT CAME. 

The Foctr, b, Toms ; tha Hosie by M. Sharp. 




To me a smi-ling in-fent came, And told me Friend-ship was his name; And 



tt^JIUT i r ' Mr s 


I, and I, ah! well -a- day 1 Close preas'd the nr-chin to my breast. Where soon he 



H-^%#M=-^ 



robVd my soul of rest;— TwaiLove,'twas Love, Twas Love, 'twas Love,— Ah! well- a- day! 


1. 


Then, should you e'er the traitor meet, 
Ah ! ne'er believe his accents sweet. 
For he, ah ! well -a -day I 


Win flatter only to betray ; 
He wounds the heart, then flies away 
False Love, — ah 1 weU-a-day I 


, oAffetUioso, 
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MY AIN KIND DEARY, O ! 

The Poetry by Robert Bums. 





^m 


Will ye gang o'er the lee rigg, Mill* ain kind dea-ry, 0?And cad 'die there «ae 
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kiud-ly id' me, my kind dea-ry, O? At thor-ny dyke and ber-ken tree, We'll 
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daff and ne'er be wea-ry, O ! They'll scug ill seen 

Nae herds ytV kent nor colly there, 

Shall ever come to fear ye, O ! 
Bnt lay'rocks, whistling in the air, 

Shall woo, like me, their deary, O ! 
While others herd their lambs and evies 

And toil for warld's gear, my jo. 
Upon the lee, my pleasure grows, 

Wi* you, my kind deary, O I 


frae you and me, Mine ain kind dear-y, 01 

When lads at e'en, wi' dancing keen. 

Court lasses for their geary, O I 
Sic thoughts as these are far frae me. 

My ain kind deary, O I 
Forethough the night be ne'er so wet, 

And I am ne'er so weary, O I 
I'll go far o'er the lee rigg, 

Wi' thee, my kind deary, O 1 


KATHERINE OQIE. 

Scottish Melody. 


f:).} I J n3z tf^=a4^P+f ■ r. n ji^ 


As walk - ing forth to view the plain, Up - on a mom - ing ear - ly. 


^n\^ nj^A^ j ^ 


While May's sweet scent did 



i^ J r i i li - ^ 


rare-ly. 


my brain. From flow'rs whicS grow so 



I chane'd to meet a pret-ty maid; She shin'd, though it was 


^>" ^J'J JJI J JUiL ^i^pffr^ i ^ ffJLq LQ^a 


fog-gy; I ask'd her name; sweet sir, she said. My name is Kathe-rine 0-gie. 


I stood awhile, and did admire. 

To see a nymph so stately : 
So brisk an air there did appear. 

In a country maid so neatly ; 
Such natural sweetness she dJsplay'd, 

like a lilie in a bogie ; 
Diana's self was ne'er array'd 

like this same Katherine Ogie. 

Thou flower of females, beauty's queen. 

Who sees thee, sure, must prise thee ; 
Though thou art dress'd in rooes but mean, 

Tet these cannot diagaise thee : 
Thy handsome air and graoeftd look 

Far excel any clownish rogie ; 
Hion art a match for lord or duke. 

My charming Katherine Ogie. 

O, were I but some shepherd swain ! 

To feed my flock beside thee. 
At bonghting-time to leave the plain. 

In nmking to abide thee. 


I'd think myself a happier man. 
With Kate, my dub, and dogie. 

Than he that hugs his thousands ten, 
Had I but Katherine Ogie. 

Then I'd despise the imperial throne. 

And statesmok's dangerous stations : 
I'd be no king, I*d wear no crown, 

I'd smile at conquering nations, 
Might I caress and still possess 

Inis lass, of whom I'm vorgie ; 
For these are toys, and still look less, 

Compar'd with Katherine Ogie. 

But, I fear, the gods have not decreed 

For me so flne a creature. 
Whose beauty rare makes her exceed 

All other works in nature. 
Clouds of despair surround my love, 

That are both dark and fogie ; — 
Pity my case, ye powers above. 

Else I die for Katherine Ogie I 
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THE WIFE. 

TIm Poetry tnuulated from the German of Stolberg ; the Mvaie by Monrt. 




AfuUude. 
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Hap-py he to whomUnd Hea-Teii» Rich in graoe, a wife hath giY<i«n; Yirtooiis, 
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wiseyandform'dfor love, GentlA, guile-leas as a dove,— Gen*tie» gnildess as a dove. 


Let him thank his God for this 
Pore o*erllowing enp of bliss ; 
Pain may neyer linger near, 
WiUi sum friend to soothe and cheer. 

She, like moonlight, mfld and feir, 
SmOea away eatm gloomT care. 
Kisses dry man's secret tears. 
And with flowers his pathway cheers 

When his boiling heart heaves high. 
Flashing fire from his eye ; 
When land Firiendsbip seeks in vain 
Passion's wild eareer to rein,— 


Then her gentle step is near ; 
Softly drops her soothing tear. 
As when evening dew comes down 
On the meadows soorch'd and brown. 

Some have sought their bliss in gold; 
Some for feme their peace have sold;- 
Gold and glory in the hand 
Cnunble like a ball of sand. 

Heaven sends man the feithfal wife; 
life withottt her is not life; 
And, when life is o'er, her love 
Gilds a brighter scene above. 


GOD SAVE THE QUEEN. 

IheNltioaalABttni: tha Moak McrilMd to Dr. BaU.— Pablidiad by DmidiOB. 

JS ■ , . r, . r^ 



God 


gmdoiis Queen, LongUveoor no-UeOMenyGodsavetheOneenl Sendh .vie- 



to-ri-ous, Hap-py and glo-ii-ota, Long to rdgn o-ver ns, — God save the Qmsn! 


Ol Lord, our God, arise. 
Scatter oar enemies. 

And make them fiJl: 
Cottfennd their politics; 
Frustrate tiielr knavish tricks ;— 
On Thee oar hopes we iz;^ 

Of saveuaaul 


Thy ehoieest gifts in store 
On her be plns'd to ponr-r 

Lonff may she rdgnl 
May she defend our laws. 
Ana ever give ns cause 
Xo sing, vrlth heart and voiee, 

God save the Qneenl 
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